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8. Byron's daughter Augusta Ada, born in
December 1815, a month before her parents sep-
arated. Byron’s “hope” (line 5) had been for a rec-
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When Albion’s lessening shores could grieve or glad mine eye.
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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 e’en for change of scene would seek the shades below.

From Canto the Third

[“ONCE MORE UPON THE WATERS" |
1

Is thy face like thy mothers, my fair child!
Apal® sole daughter of my house and heart?
When last I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled,
And when we parted,—not as now we part,
But with a hope.—
Awaking with a start,
The waters heave around me; and on high
The winds lift up their voices: I depart,
Whither I know not; but the hour’s gone by,

2

Once more upon the waters! yet once more!

And the waves bound beneath me as a steed
That knows his rider. Welcome, to their roar!
Swift be their guidance, wheresoe'er it lead!
Though the strain’d mast should quiver as a reed,
And the rent canvass fluttering strew the gale,
Still must I on; for I am as a weed,

Flung from the rock, on Ocean’s foam, to sail

Where'er the surge may sweep, or tempest’s breath prevail.

3

In my youth’s summer? I did sing of One,

The wandering outlaw of his own dark mind;
Again I seize the theme, then but begun,

And bear it with me, as the rushing wind

Bears the cloud onwards: in that Tale I find

The furrows of long thought, and dried-up tears,
Which, ebbing, leave a sterile track behind,

O’er which all heavily the Jjourneying years

Plod the last sands of life,—where not a flower appears.

now twenty-eight.

onciliation, but he was never to see Ada again.
9. Byron wrote canto 1 at age twenty-one; he is

Sound discordant.

T —————

4

Since my young days of passion—joy, or pain,
Perchance my heart and harp have lost a string,
And both may jar:' it may be, that in vain

I would essay as I have sung to sing.

Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling;

So that it wean me from the weary dream

Of selfish grief or gladness—so it fling
Forgetfulness around me—it shall seem

To me, though to none else, a not ungrateful theme.

5

He, who grown aged in this world of woe,
In deeds, not years, piercing the depths of life,
So that no wonder waits him; nor below
Can love, or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife,
Cut to his heart again with the keen knife
Of silent, sharp endurance: he can tell
Why thought seeks refuge in lone caves, yet rife
With airy images, and shapes which dwell
Still unimpair'd, though old, in the soul’s haunted cell.

6

"Tis to create, and in creating live

A being more intense, that we endow

With form our fancy, gaining as we give

The life we image, even as I do now.

What am I? Nothing: but not so art thou,

Soul of my thought!? with whom I traverse earth,
Invisible but gazing, as I glow

Mix'd with thy spirit, blended with thy birth,

7

Yet must I think less wildly:—I have thought

Too long and darkly, till my brain became,

In its own eddy boiling and o'erwrought,

A whirling gulf of phantasy and flame:

And thus, untaught in youth my heart to tame,

My springs of life were poison’'d. 'Tis too late!

Yet am I changed; though still enough the same

In strength to bear what time can not abate,
And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate.
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And feeling still with thee in my crush’d feelings’ dearth.
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2. Le., Childe Harold, his literary creation.
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8

Somethi
Ard :h}:"g too much of this:—but now 'tis past,
Spell closes with its silent seal.3

Long abs
He ogf theel')“ HAROLP re-appears at last;

Wrung wit},
lY:tsI:xTe’ Who changes all, had alter'd him
Fire froand aspect as in age: years steal
Ahd lifes M the mind as vigour from the limb,
enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim.,

’

9

'I]"-lll)se h?-(ei l:een quaff'd too quickly, and he found
e rog Were wormwood; but he fill'd again,
ma Purer fount, on holier ground,
its s;;ring perpetual; but in vain!
: , 'Im clung invisibly a chain
x:;chh gall'd for ever, fettering though unseen,
€avy though it clank’d not; worn with pain,

ich pin d
Entering vl:'it}fi although it spoke not, and grew keen,

10

Secure in 8Uarded coldness, he had miy’

-+ : mix'd
253’3;" f?(;\cigd safety with his kind,
And sh::tlh his Spirit now so firmly fix'd
That. if oo ed with an invulnerable mind,
And ile & Joy, no sorrow lurk’d behind;
Unhee(ied One, m!ght ‘'midst the many stand
Fit < ecula’:earChmg through the crowd to find

He foul:\d . aton; such as in strange land
M Wonder-works of God and Nature's hand.

ripen'ld rose, nor seek

O can curiously behold

¥ y beho

N};(: fs'c::;’?;le]less and the sheen of beauty's check,

ooy ¢art can never all grow old?

Ntemplate Fame through clouds unfold

rises o'er her steep, nor climb?

ore within the vortex, roll’d

ddy circle, chasing Time,

aim than in his youth'’s fond® prime.

But who can View the
To wear it? wh

3. Le., he sets the seal of silence on his personal tale (“spell”)

the wounds which kil not, but ne'er heal;

very step he took through many a scene.
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12

But soon he knew himself the most unfit

Of men to herd with Man; with whom he held
Little in common; untaught to submit

His thoughts to others, though his soul was quell’d
In youth by his own thoughts; still uncompell’d,
He would not yield dominion of his mind

To spirits against whom his own rebell’d;

Proud though in desolation; which could find

A life within itself, to breathe without mankind.

13

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

He had the passion and the power to roam;

The desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s foam,

Were unto him companionship; they spake

A mutual language, clearer than the tome®

Of his land’s tongue, which he would oft forsake,

For Nature’s pages glass'd® by sunbeams on the lake.

14

Like the Chaldean,* he could watch the stars,

Till he had peopled them with beings bright

As their own beams; and earth, and earth-born jars,
And human frailties, were forgotten quite:

Could he have kept his spirit to that flight

He had been happy; but this clay will sink

Its spark immortal, envying it the light

To which it mounts, as if to break the link

I 621

book

made glassy

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

15

But in Man’s dwellings he became a thing
Restless and worn, and stern and wearisome,
Droop'd as a wild-born falcon with clipt wing,
To whom the boundless air alone were home:
Then came his fit again, which to o'ercome,
As eagerly the barr'd-up bird will beat

His breast and beak against his wiry dome
Till the blood tinge his plumage, so the heat

135 Of his impeded soul would through his bosom eat.

. A people of ancient Babylonia, expert in astronomy.
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16

Self-exiled Harold wanders forth again,

With nought of hope left, but with less of gloom;
The very knowledge that he lived in vain,

That all was over on this side the tomb,

Had made Despair a smilingness assume,

Which, though 'twere wild,—as on the plunder'd wreck

When mariners would madly meet their doom
With draughts intemperate on the sinking deck,—

Did yet inspire a cheer, which he forebore to check.

145

150

[WATERLOO]
17

Stop!—for thy tread is on an Empire’s dust!
An Earthquake’s spoil is sepulchred below!

Is the spot mark’d with no colossal bust?

Nor column trophied for triumphal show?’
None; but the moral’s truth tells simpler so,
As the ground was before, thus let it be;—
How that red rain hath made the harvest grow!
And is this all the world has gain'd by thee,

Thou first and last of fields! king-making Victory?

155

160

18

And Harold stands upon this place of skulls,
The grave of France, the deadly Waterloo;

How in an hour the power which gave annuls
Its gifts, transferring fame as fleeting too!

In “pride of place” here last the eagle flew,’
Then tore with bloody talon the rent plain,
Pierced by the shaft of banded nations® through;
Ambitions life and labours all were vain;

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

165

19

Fit retribution! Gaul' may champ the bit
And foam in fetters;—but is Earth more free?
Did nations combat to make One submit;
Or league to teach all kings true sovereignty?

5. Referring to the triumphal arches erected in
ancient Rome to honor conquering generals, a
custom Napoleon had revivet?.

6. Napoleon'’s defeat at Waterloo, near Brus-
sels, had occurred only the year before, on June
18, 1815. The battlefield, where almost fifty
thousand English, Prussian, and French sol-
diers were killed in a single day, quickly became
a gruesome tourist attraction. See “Romantic
Literature and Wartime,” p. 741.

7. “Pride of place,” is a term of falconry, and

means the highest pitch of flight [Byron's note,
which continues by referring to the use of the
term in Shakespeare's Macbeth 2.4). The eagle
was the symbol of Napoleon.

8. The Grand Alliance formed in opposition to
Napoleon.

9. Napoleon was then a prisoner at St. Helena.
1. France. Byron, like other liberals, saw the
defeat of the Napoleonic tyranny as a victory for
tyrannical kings and the forces of reaction
l{nmughoul Europe.
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. it the test (proof) of experience. .
g. IAnw‘Sl:: :ce:. rlurmodius and Arist c.inlc::n.
hiding their daggers in myrtle (symbol o ove),
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b B
What! shall reviving Thraldom again
Theapatch’d-up idol of enhghten d days;z i
Shall we, who struck the l.élfon.doxlvn,ls Zaz:'e
he Wolf homage? proffering lowly e
AnlzlaZ:rv?le knees to thrones? No; prove* before ye praise:

20

‘er one fallen despot boast no more!
Ilir:rl'(:i,nofzeali-r cheeks were furrow'd with hot tears
For Europe’s flowers long rootefl up PJefore
The trampler of her vineyards; in vain years
Of death, depopulation, bondage, fears, p
Have all been borne, and broken by the a<l:cor
Of roused-up millions: all that most endea(;s
Glory, is when the myrtle wreathes a swor

Such as Harmodius drew on Athens’ tyrant lord.?

* * *

[NAPOLEON]
36

There sunk the greatest,l lnor Ehte worst of men,*
spirit antithetically mix .
z)vr}\‘:sr:m‘r)lent of the mightiest, and again
On little objects with like firmness fixt, i
Extreme in all things! hadst .thou been belt)mx ;
Thy throne had still been thine, or never & 'e::n,
For daring made thy rise as .fall: tbou seek’s
Even now to re-assume the lmperlal mien,

And shake again the world, the Thunderer of the scene!

37

Congqueror and captive of the earth art thou!
She trembles at thee still, and t’hy \{Vl‘d n;:me
Was ne’er more bruited in men s.mlnds than now
That thou art nothing, save the jest of Fame,
Who woo'd thee once, thy vassaul, and became
The flatterer of thy fierceness, till thou wert
A god unto thysc:}f‘;‘ no:;l less thl(la is::::
: ed kingdoms a R :
WI?) tl:ee:\ﬁ:io:llrei for a tgime whate’er thou didst assert.

38

Oh, more or less than man—in high or kl):i‘-"
Battling with nations, flying from the fie ,l
Now making monarchs’ necks thy footstool, now

4. Napoleon, here pquruycd
teristics of the Byronic hero.

| 623

character

killed Hipparchus, tyrant of Athens.

with many charac-
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More th-an thy meanest® soldier taught to yield;

An empire thou couldst crush, command rebu’ild

But govern not thy pettiest passion, nor, ’
340 However deeply in men'’s spirits skill'd, ,

Look through thine own, nor curb the lust of war,

Nor learn that tempted Fate will leaye the loftiest star.

39

Yet well thy soul hath brook’d the ing ti
With that untaught innate philoso:l!::mg e
345 Which, be it wisdom, coldness, or deep pride
Is gall and wormwood to an enemy. :
When the whole host of hatred stood hard by
To‘ watch and mock thee shrinking, thou hast smiled
With a sedate and all-enduring eye;—
350 When Fortune fled her spoil’d and favourite child
He stood unbow’d beneath the ills upon him piled. ’

40

Sager than in thy fortunes; for in them
Ambition steel’d thee on too far to show
That just habitual scorn which could contemn
355 Men and their thoughts; 'twas wise to feel, not so
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow,
Apd spurn the instruments thou wert to use
:Tl!l they were turn’d unto thine overthrow:
Tis but a worthless world to win or lose; ,
360 So hath it proved to thee, and all such lot who choose.’

41

If, like a tower upon a headlong rock,
Thou hadst been made to stand or fall alone
Such scorn of man had help'd to brave the sl,\ock'
But men’s thoughts were the steps which paved tl’m
throne, /
365 Their admiration thy best weapon shone;
The part of Philip’s son® was thine, not t‘hen
(l'Jnless aside thy purple had been thrown)
Like stern Diogenes” to mock at men;
For sceptred cynics earth were far too wide a den.

5. An inversion: “all who choose such | t” (i
who choose to Klay such a game of cham.::). -y
gé:lexander the Great, son of Philip of Mace-

~ - be »
7. The Greek philosopher of Cynicism, contem- Diogenes

loweg;

porary of Alexander. It is related that Alexander

was so struck by his independence of mind that
he said, “If I were not Alexander, I should wish to
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42

But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell,

And there hath been thy bane; there is a fire
And motion of the soul which will not dwell
In its own narrow being, but aspire

Beyond the fitting medium of desire;

And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore,
Preys upon high adventure, nor can tire

Cf aught but rest; a fever at the core,

Fatal to him who bears, to all who ever bore.

43

This makes the madmen who have made men mad

By their contagion; Conquerors and Kings,

Founders of sects and systems, to whom add

Sophists,® Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet things "
Which stir too strongly the soul’s secret springs, \
And are themselves the fools to those they fool;

Envied, yet how unenviable! what stings

Are theirs! One breast laid open were a school

Which would unteach mankind the lust to shine or rule:

44

Their breath is agitation, and their life
A storm whereon they ride, to sink at last,
And yet so nursed and bigoted to strife,
That should their days, surviving perils past,
Melt to calm twilight, they feel overcast
With sorrow and supineness, and so die;
Even as a flame unfed, which runs to waste
With its own flickering, or a sword laid by,
Which eats into itself, and rusts ingloriously.

45

He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find
The loftiest peaks most wrapt in clouds and snow;
He who surpasses or subdues mankind,
Must look down on the hate of those below.
Though high above the sun of glory glow,
And far beneath the earth and ocean spread,
Round him are icy rocks, and loudly blow
Contending tempests on his naked head,
And thus reward the toils which to those summits led.”

o o «
‘ n. But the term often carries a 9. In the stanzas here omitted, Harold i: sent
k.:::yds::sc— hinkers with a penchant for sailing up the Rhine, meditating on the “thou-

sand battles” that “have assailed thy banks.”
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45 Well to that heart m

And in its tenderer hour on that his

In him this glow'd wh
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52

Thus Harold inly said, and pass'd alon

Yet not insensibly to all which here v

Awoke the jocund birds to early song

In glens which might have made even exile dear:

Though on his brow were graven lines austerear.

And tranquil sternness which had ta'en the pla
eelings fierier far but less severe, P

joy’wa-s not always absent from his face
But o'er it in such scenes woul ,

53

Nor was all love shut from him, th i |
Of passion had consumed then;selg:sg:‘ol:ll:s(:ays
Itis in vain that we would coldly gaze .
On suc.h as smile upon us; the heart must

Leap kindly back to kindness, though disgust
Hath wean'd it from all worldlings: thus hge felt
For there was soft remembrance, and sweet tru,st
In one fond breast,! to which his own would melt

bosom dwelt.

54

And h.e had learn'd to love,—I know not wh
For this in such as him seems strange of mo)(,;d
The h.elpless looks of blooming infancy, et
Even in its earliest nurture; what subdl;ed
To- change like this, a mind so far imbued
With scorn of man, it little boots to know:
But thus it was; and though in solitude
Small power the nipp’d affections have to grow.
en all beside had ceased to ,glow.

55

And there was one soft breast, a i
Which unto his was bound by’st:o};agtehr lt)i(:fsn o
Than the church links withal; and, though unwed
That love was pure, and, far above disguise ’
H.'iad stood the test of mortal enmities ‘

Still undivided, and cemented more

By peril, dreaded most in female eyes;

But this was firm, and from a foreign ;hore

ight his these absent greetings pour!

L L -

1. Commentators agree that the reference is to Byron's half-sister, Augusta Leigh

d steal with transient trace,

675
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[swITZERLAND]?
68

Lake Leman® woos me with its crystal face,
The mirror where the stars and mountains view
The stillness of their aspect in each trace
Its clear depth yields of their far height and hue:
There is too much of man here, to look through
With a fit mind the might which I behold;
But soon in me shall Loneliness renew
Thoughts hid, but not less cherish’d than of old,
Ere mingling with the herd had penn’d me in their fold.

69

To fly from, need not be to hate, mankind:
All are not fit with them to stir and toil,
Nor is it discontent to keep the mind
Deep in its fountain, lest it overboil
In the hot throng, where we become the spoil
Of our infection, till too late and long
We may deplore and struggle with the coil,°
In wretched interchange of wrong for wrong
Midst a contentious world, striving where none are strong.

70

There, in a moment, we may plunge our years
In fatal penitence, and in the blight
Of our own soul turn all our blood to tears,
And colour things to come with hues of Night;
The race of life becomes a hopeless flight
To those that walk in darkness: on the sea,
The boldest steer but where their ports invite,
But there are wanderers o'er Eternity
Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor'd ne'er shall be.

71

Is it not better, then, to be alone,

And love Earth only for its earthly sake?
By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone,?
Or the pure bosom of its nursing lake,
Which feeds it as a mother who doth make
A fair but froward infant her own care,
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Geneva

tumult

Byron with his traveling companion and phy-

n, John Polidori, spent the gloomy summer
1816 near Geneva, in a villa rented for its

ity to the h hold that Percy Shelley,
Wollstonecraft Godwin (who would marry
lley at the end of the year), and her half-sister
re Clairmont had set up there. The famous
t-story-telling contest in which these five
rticipated, and which saw the genesis of both

Frankenstein and Polidori's “The Vampyre,” took
place that June. The Shelley household’s involve-
ment in Childe Harold is extensive. The fair copy
of this canto was in fact written out by Claire,
and Percy would eventually deliver it to Byron's
publisher in London.

3. River rising in Switzerland and flowing
through France into the Mediterranean.
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Kissing its cries away as these awake;—
Is it not better thus our lives to wear,

Such feelings for the hard and worldly phlegm
Than join the crushing crowd, doom'd to inflict I

hose eyes are only turn'd belmfv,
G::fntgl‘zi’i: tl?:egrzund, with thoughts which dare not

glow?
72 g
680 I live not in myself, but I become 85
Portion of that around me; and to me

High mountains are a feeling, but the hum
human cities torture: I can see
Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be
685 A link reluctant in a fleshly chain,
lass'd among creatures, when the soul can flee,
And with the sky, the peak, the heaving plain. .
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain.*

lacid Leman! thy contrasted lsze,
\C’\}?t?'lr,t}l:e wild world T dwelt in, is a thing "
Which warns me, with its stillness, to forsa =
Earth's troubled waters for a purer spring.
This quiet sail is as a noi§eless wmg| q
To waft me from distraction; once | v
Torn ocean’s roar, but thy soft F,urmurmgd
Sounds sweet as if a Sister’s voice reproved,

73

And thus [ am absorb’d, and this js life:
690 I'look upon the peopled desert past,

As on a place of agony and strife,

Where, for some sin, to sorrow | was cast,

To act and suffer, but remount at last

With a fresh Pinion; which [ fee] ¢o spring,
695 Though young, yet waxing vigorous, as the blast

Which it would cope with, on delighted wing,

Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being cling,

86

i f night, and all between
'IIE}:; ::rlgl;]: ::d th% mountair.\s,.dusk, yet clear,
Mellow'd and mingling, yet dlstmcfly seen,
Save darken'd Jura,’ w:odse ca.ptg hneelgl:ts appear

ipitously steep; and drawin 8

'EI";\Zi?i:::atl);es a l};ving frag{ance from tl;‘e shore,
Of flowers yet fresh with childhood; on the ear
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar,

-ni ~arol more;
i Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night caro

And when, at length, the mind shall be all free
From what it hates jn this degraded form,
700 Reft of its carnal life, save what shall be
Existent happier in the fly and worm,—
hen elements to elements conform,
And dust is as jt should be, shal] | not
Feel all | see, less dazzling.
705 The bodiless thought? the S

Of which, even now, I share a

87

He is an evening revell;r, whohrpaf:(ﬁs
is life an infancy, and sings his fill;

2(1 irllltf:rvals, someybird from out t_he b.r?kes°

Starts into voice a moment., then is sul};'"

There seems a floating whlspt?r on the hill,

But that is fancy, for the starl!ght.dews

All silently their tears of |ow.: |nst||,. g

Weeping themselves away, tl".ﬂ:ley flr}m‘ US}(: i
Deep into Nature’s breast the spirit of her hues.

but more warm?
pirit of each spot?
t times the immortal lot?

75

Are not the mountains, waves, and skies,

Of me and of my soul, as I of them?

Is not the love of these deep in my heart
710 With a pure passion? should I not contemn

All objects, if compared with these? and stem

A tide of suffering, rather than forego

a part 2

Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven! g

If in your bright leaves we would~rea(_i the fate
Of men and empires,—'tis to be forgiven,
That in our aspirations to be great,

Our destinies o'erleap their mortal state,

And claim a kindred with you; for ye are
4. During the tour around Lake Geneva that

Wordsworth’s concepts of nature. Those ideas
they took in late June 1816, Percy Shelley intro- are reflected in canto 3, but the voice is Byron's
duced Byron to the poetry of Wordsworth and own.

in range b Switzerland and France, visible from Lake Geneva.

That I with stern delights should e'er have been so moved.
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thickets
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830

835

840

845

850 The spectre Death, had he subst

855

860

865

6. The sash of V. i
SO St Iw:.nus. which conferred the

7. Itis to be recollected, that the most beautiful but on the Mount [Byron’s

Nor fix on fond abodes to circumscr

;\n beauty and a mystery, and create
us such love and reverence from afar
’

at fo tun fame Vv e elve.
T e ower, llf
» ’ P b} e, ha e named th ms lv sa

89

gll heaven and earth are still—thou

Au:i bt.‘leathless, as we grow when feeling most;

Alr; hs: ent, as we stand in thoughts too deep:’—

OFstars,tothe Jlld ke rom the high host

a}:] is concenter'd in a ?if: ?r:]tenn::umam-coa“’

Bmehr:t;:oat a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost,
part of being, and a sense

gh not in sleep,

Of that which is of all Creator and defence.

90

;I‘hen stirs the feeling infinite, so felt
n solitude, where we are least alone:
’

A truth, which throu i
; gh our be
And purifies from self: jt is a t(l):g,then Pt el

The soul and source of music, which
E.ternal harmony, and sheds a charm
L!ke to the fabled Cytherea’s zone 6
Binding all things with beauty;—'t’would disarm

antial power to harm,

makes known'

91

Not vainly did the ear] Persia
(P)l;_s altar tl’le high placzs and t:en;::l;ek
5 ﬁearth-o ergazing mountains, and thus take’
iy t an'd unwall’d temple, there to seek
. e Sp'mt, in whose honour shrines are weak
Cplrear d of hu_man hands. Come, and compar’e
W(? umns am? ldol-dwellings, Goth or Greek

ith Nature’s realms of worship, earth and 'air

ibe thy prayer!

92

Thy sky is changed!
ged!—and i

¢nc= smlrm, s darkn::s, such a change! Oh night,

et lovely in your strength, as is i

: j the |

l?f a darkkeye in woman! Far alonge e

rom peak to peak, the rattling cra
Leaps the live thunder! Not frgm ox%: &ll(:!r:(emcgloud

ye are wondrous strong,

Christianity were delivered, no,
note|.

and impressive doctrines of the Founder of
]l in the Temple,
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But every mountain now hath found a tongue,
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud,

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud!

93

And this is in the night:—Most glorious night!
Thou wert not sent for slumber! let me be

A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,—

A portion of the tempest and of thee!

How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea,

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth!
And now again 'tis black,—and now, the glee

Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth,

As if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake’s birth.

94

Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between
Heights which appear as lovers who have parted
In hate, whose mining depths so intervene,
That they can meet no more, though broken-hearted:
Though in their souls, which thus each other thwarted,
Love was the very root of the fond rage
Which blighted their life’s bloom, and then departed—
Itself expired, but leaving them an age

Of years all winters,—war within themselves to wage.
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Now, where the quick Rhone thus hath cleft his way,
The mightiest of the storms hath ta’en his stand:

For here, not one, but many, make their play,

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

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

That in such gaps as desolation work’d,

895 There the hot shaft should blast whatever therein lurk’d.

96

Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnings! ye!
With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul
To make these felt and feeling, well may be
Things that have made me watchful; the far roll
Of your departing voices, is the knoll®
Of what in me is sleepless,—if I rest.
But where of ye, oh tempests! is the goal?
Are ye like those within the human breast?

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

8. Old form of knell: the sound of a bell.
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97

905 Could 1 embody and unbosom now
That which is most within me,—could I wreak
My thoughts upon expression, and thus throw
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strong or weak,
All that I would have sought, and all | seek,

910 Bear, know, feel, and vet breathe—into one word,
And that one word were Lightning, I would speak;
But as it is, [ live and die unheard,

With a most voiceless thought, sheathing it as a sword.

98

The morn is up agaim, the dewy morn,

915 With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom,
Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn,
And living as if earth contain’d no tomb,—
And glowing into day: we may resume -
The march of our existence: and thus I,

920 Still on thy shores, fair Leman! may find room
And food for meditation, nor pass by

Much, that may give us pause, if ponder'd fittingly.

> < ©
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I have not loved the world, nor the world me;
1050 I have not flatter'd its rank breath, nor bow'd’

To its idolatries a patient knee,—

Nor coin'd my cheek to smiles,—nor cried aloud

In worship of an echo: in the crowd

They could not deem me one of such; I stood
1055 Among them, but not of them; in a shroud

Of thoughts which were not their thoughts, and still
could,

Had I not filed® my mind, which thus itself subdued.
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I have not loved the world, nor the world me,—
But let us part fair foes; I do believe,
1060 Though I have found them not, that there may be
Words which are things,—hopes which will not deceive,
And virtues which are merciful, nor weave
Snares for the failing: T would also deem
O'er others’ griefs that some sincerely grieve;
1065 That two, or one, are almost what they seem,
That goodness is no name, and happiness no dream.

9. Defiled. In a note Byron refers o Macheth 3.1.66 (“For Banquo's issue have I fileq my mind"),
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i i begun—
hter! with thy name this song ha
m g:ﬁght:r! with thy name thus nl:utch sh:ll end
hee not,—but non
I see thee not,—I hear t e Slpibal
be so wrapt in thee; thou ar :
'(I::: r\:vhgr; the shadows of far hyealrj'etxlt)irl\‘((i).l g
it my brow thou never s ould’s }
[l:':b?oi:::yshall with thy future visions b!end,ld ¥
Arz’d reach into thy heart,—when mine is co ]é
A token and a tone, even from thy father’s mould.
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To aid thy mind’s developmer.xt,—to watch
Thy dawn of little joys,—to snt'and ls‘ee iy
Almost thy very growth,—to view thee (t:h h
Knowledge of objects,—wonders yet to thee!
To hold thee Iightlyfon :‘1 gintle;:o::’,s v e

int on thy soft cheek a p B
'?‘::15 l)irt should seem, was not rgsgrved for me;

hi as in my nature:—as it is, :
I kYne(:“t/hr:f)tw what is there, yet something like to this.
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Yet, though dull Hate as duty shouldl:)e ta:gl{:‘té

| k;\ow that thou wilt love me; thomlllg 'T;yfrau -

Should be shut from thee, as a spcla 'St.l g

With desolation,—and a broken claim: Al

Though the grave closed between us,h—t /iy

I know that thou wilt Iove. me; thm'ng .(')n

My blood from out thy being were an alin,_

And an attainment,—all wquld be in va ﬂ:.an i
Still thou would’st love me, still that more
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The child of love,—though born in blt!erness

And nurtured in convulsion,—of t!1y sire 108

These were the elements,—and thm}:: nﬁore :

As yet such are around thee,—but t yf g

il e e i i

cradled slum ! a,

}S\:fie;rgﬁ\t:\ﬁ,e mountains whc:ere I now l'}(:splre,

Fain would I waft such bless!ng E.lp(l)1n t Ei’en A
As, with a sigh, I deem thou might’st have
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