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THE POETICAL WORKS

OF

LORD BYRON.

Tales.

PARISINA.

TO
SCROPE BERDMORE DAVIES, Esq.
THE FOLLOWING POEM IS5 INSCRIBED,

BY ONE WHO HAS LONG ADMIRED HIS TALENT S; AND VALUED HIS FRIENDSHIP,

Janruary 22, 1816.

ADVERTISEMENT.,

Tue following poem is grounded on a circumstance men-
tioned in Gibbon’s ¢ Antiquities of the House of Brunswick.”
I am aware, that in modern times the delicacy or fastidiousness
of the reader may deem such subjects unfit for the purposes
of poetry. The Greek dramatists, and some of the best of
our old English writers, were of a different opinion: as Alfieri
and Schiller have also been, more recently, upon the Continent.
The following extract will explain the facts on which the story
is founded. The name of Azo is substituted for Nicholas, as
more metrical,



2 TALES,

“Under the reign of Nicholas III. Ferrara was polluted
with a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an attendant,
and his own observation, the Marquis of Este discovered the
incestuous loves of his wife Parisina, and Hugo his bastard
son, a beautiful and valiant youth. They were beheaded in
the castle by the sentence of a father and husband, who pub-
lished his shame, and survived their execution. He was
unfortunate, if they were guilty : if they were innocent, he was
still more unfortunate ; nor is there any possible situation in
which I can sincerely approve the last act of the justice of a
parent.”—GiBBoN’'s Miscellancous Works, vol. iil. p. 470.

I'

It is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale’s high note is heard ;
It is the hour when lovers’ vows
Seem sweet m every whisper’d word ;
And gentle winds, and waters near,
Make music to the lonely ear.
FEach flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars are met,
And on the wave 1s deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browner hue,
And in the heaven that clear obscure,
So softly dark, and darkly pure,
Which follows the decline of day,
As twilight melts beneath the moon away.

I1.

But it is not to list to the waterfall

That Parisina leaves her hall,

And it 1s not to gaze on the heavenly light
That the lady walks in the shadow of night;
And if she sits in Este’s bower,

"T"is not for the sake of its full-blown flower ;
She listens—but not for the nightingale
Though her ear expects as soft a tale.
There glides a step through the foliage thick,

And her cheek grows pale, and her heart beats quick.




PARISINA.

There whispers a voice through the rustling leaves,
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves ;

A moment more and they shall meet—

"I'is past—her lover’s at her feet.

TIE,

And what unto them 1s the world beside,
With all its change of time and tide?
Its living things, its earth and sky,
Are nothing to their mind and eye.
And heedless as the dead are they

Of aught around, above, beneath ;
As if all else had pass’d away,

They only for each other breathe;
Their very sighs are full of joy

So deep, that did it not decay,
That happy madness would destroy

The hearts which feel its fiery sway.
Of guilt, of penl, do they deem
In that tumultuous tender dream ?
Who that have felt that passion’s power,
Or paused or fear’d in such an hour?
Or thought how brief stich moments last?
But yet—they are already past !
Alas | we must awake before
We know such vision comes no more.

1V,

With many a lingering look they leave
The spot of guilty gladness past:
And though they hope and vow, they grieve,
As if that parting wére the last.
The frequent sigh—the long embrace—
The lip that there would cling for ever,
While gleams on Parisina’s face
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her,
As if each calmly conscious star
Beheld her frailty from afar—
The frequent sigh, the long embrace,
Yet binds them to their trysting place.
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But it must come, and they must part
In fearful heaviness of heart,

With all the deep and shuddering chill
Which follows fast the deeds of ill.

v.

And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed
To covet there another’s bride ;

But she must lay her conscious head
A husband’s trusting heart beside.

But fever'd in her sleep she seems,

And red her cheek with troubled dreams,
And mutters she in her unrest

A name she dare not breathe by day,
And clasps her lord unto the breast

Which pants for one away :

And he to that embrace awakes,

And, happy in the thought, mistakes

The dreaming sigh and warm caress,

For such as he was wont to bless ;

And could in very fondness weep

O’er her who loves him even in sleep.

VI,

He clasp’d her sleeping to his heart,
And listen’d to each broken word :
He hears —Why doth Prince Azo start,
As 1f the Archangel’s voice he heard ?
And well he may—a deeper doom
Could scarcely thunder o’er his tomb,
When he shall wake to sleep no more,
And stand the eternal throne before,
And well he may—his earthly peace
Upon that sound is doom’d to cease,
That sleeping whisper of a name
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s shame.
And whose that name ? that o’er his pillow
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow,
Which rolls the plank upon the shore,
And dashes on the pointed rock
The wretch who sinks to rise no more,—
So came upon his soul the shock,



PARISINA,

And whose that name? ’t is Hugo’s,—his—
In sooth he had not deem’d of this |—

"T is Hugo’s,—he, the child of one

He loved—his own all-evil son—

The offspring of his wayward youth,

When he betray’d Bianca’s truth,

The maid whose folly could confide

In him who made her not his bride.

VII.

He pluck’d his poniard in its sheath,

But sheath’d it ere the point was bare—
Howe'er unworthy now to breathe,

He could not slay a thing so fair—

At least, not smiling—sleeping—there :
Nay more :—he did not wake her then,

But gazed upon her with a glance

Which, had she roused her from her trance,
Had frozen her sense to sleep again ;
And o’er his brow the burning lamp
Gleam’d on the dew-drops big and damp.
She spake no more—Dbut still she slumber’d-—
While, in his thought, her days are number’d.

V1II,

And with the morn he sought and found
In many a tale from those around,
The proof of all he fear'd to know,
Their present guilt, his future woe ;
The long-conniving damsels seek
To save themselves, and would transfer
The guilt—the shame—the doom—to her:
Concealment is no more—they speak
All circumstance which may compel
Full credence to the tale they tell:
And Azo’s tortured heart and ear
Have nothing more to feel or hear.

IX.

He was not one who brook’d delay :
Within the chamber of his state,

The chief of Este’s ancient sway
Upon his throne of judgment sate ;
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His nobles and his guards are tlere,—
Before him 1s the sinful pair ;
Both young,—and one how passing fair !
With swordless belt, and fetter’d hand,
Oh, Christ ! that thus a son should stand
Before a father’s%ace |
Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire,
And hear the sentence of his ire,
The tale of his disgrace !
And yet he seems not overcome,
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb.

X

And still, and pale, and silently
Did Parisina wait her doom ;
How changed since last her speaking eye
Glanced gladness round the glittering room,
Where high-born men were proud to wait,
Where Beauty watch'd to imitate
Her gentle voice, her lovely mien,
And gather from her air and gait
The graces of its queen !
Then,—had her eye in sorrow wept,
A thousand warriors forth had leapt,
A thousand swords had sheathless shone,
And made her quarrel all their own.
Now,—what is she? and what are they?
Can she command, or these obey?
All silent and unheeding now,
With downcast eyes and knitting brow,
And folded arms, and freezing air,
And lips that scarce their scorn forbear,
Her knights and dames, her court—is there :
And he, the chosen one, whose lance
Had yet been couch’d before her glance,
Who—were his arm a moment free—
Had died or gain’d her liberty ;
The minion of his father's bride,—
He, too, is fetter'd by her side ;
Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim
Less for her own despair than him :
Those lids—o’er which the violet vein
Wandering, leaves a tender stain,



PARISINA.

Shining through the smoothest white
That e’er did softest kiss invite—
Nor seem’d with hot and livid glow
To press, not shade, the orbs below ;
Which glance so heavily and fill,

As tear on tear grows gathering still,

XI.

And he for ber had also wept,

But for the eyes that on him gazed :
His sorrow, if he felt it, slept ;

Stern and erect his brow was raised.
Whate’er the grief his soul avow’d,
He would not shrink before the crowd ;
But yet he dared not look on her ;
Remembrarce of the hours that were—
His guilt, his love, his present state
His father’s wrath, all good men’s hate—
His earthly, his eternal fate—
And hers,—oh, hers ! he dared not throw
One look upon that death-like brow !
Else had his rising heart betray’d
Remorse for all the wreck it made.

XIT.

And Azo spake :—‘ But yesterday
I gloried in a wife and son ;
That dream this morning pass'd away ;
Ere day declines, I shall have none.
My life must linger on alone ;
Well,—let that pass,—there breathes not one
Who would not do as T have done :
Those ties are broken—not by me ;
Let that too pass; the doom’s prepared !
Hugo, the priest awaits on thee,
And then thy crime’s reward !
Away ! address thy prayers to Heaven,
Before its evening stars are met—
Learn if thou there canst be forgiven ;
Its mercy may absolve thee yet.
But here upon the earth beneath,
There is no spot where thou and I
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Tegether for an hour could breathe :
Farewell ! I will not see thee die—

But thou, frail thing ! shalt view his head —
Away ! I cannot speak the rest:
(Go ! woman of the wanton breast;

Not I, but thou his blood dost shed :

Go ! if that sight thou canst outlive,

And joy thee i the hife T give.”

XII1I.

And here stern Azo hid his face—
For on his brow the swelling vein
Throbb’d as if back upon his brain
The hot blood ebb’d and flow'd again ;

And therefore bow’d he for a space,
And pass’d his shaking hand along
His eye, to vell it from the throng:

While Hugo raised his chained hands,

And for a brief delay demands

His father’s ear: the silent sire

Forbids not what his words require,

“Tt is not that I dread the death—

For thou hast seen me by thy side

All redly through the battle ride,

And that—not once a useless brand—

Thy slaves have wrested from my hand,

Hath shed more blood in cause of thine,

Than e’er can stain the axe of mine:
Thou gav’st, and may’st resume my breath,

A gift for which I thank thee not;

Nor are my mother’s wrongs forgot,

Her slighted love and ruin’d name,

Her offspring’s heritage of shame ;

But she 1s in the grave, where he,

Her son, thy rival, soon shall be.

Her broken heart—my sever'd head—

Shall witness for thee from the dead

How trusty and how tender were

Thy youthful love—paternal care.

"T"1s true that I have done thee wrong—
But wrong for wrong :—this,—deem’d thy bride,
The other victim of thy pride,—
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YOL. II,

PARISINA.

Thou know’st for me was destined long ;

Thou saw’st, and coveted'st her charms ;
And with thy very crime—my birth—
Thou tauntedst me, as little worth ;

A match ignoble for her arms,

Because, forsooth, I could not claim

The lawful heirship of thy name,

Nor sit on Este’s lineal throne ;
Yet, were a few short summers mine,
My name should more than Este’s shine

With honours all my own.

I had a sword—and have a breast

That should have won as haught a crest

As ever waved along the line

Of all these sovereign sires of thine.

Not always knightly spurs are worn

The brightest by the better born ;

And mine have lanced my courser’s flank

Before proud chiefs of princely rank,

When charging to the cheering cry

Of ¢ Este and of Victory !’

I will not plead the cause of crime,

Nor sue thee to redeem from time

A few brief hours or days that must

At length roll o'er my reckless dust ;—

Such maddening moments as my past,

They could not, and they did not, last.

Albeit my birth and name be base,

And thy nobility of race

Disdain’d to deck a thing like me—
Yet in my lincaments they trace
Some features of my father’s face,

And in my spirit—all of thee.

From thee this tamelessness of heart—

From thee—nay, wherefore dost thou start ?—

From thee in all their vigour came

My arm of strength, my soul of flame ;

Thou didst not give me life alone,

But all that made me more thine own.

See what thy guilty love hath done !

Repaid thee with too like a son !

I am no bastard in my soul,

For that, like thine, abhorr’d control ;
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And for my breath, that hasty boon
Thou gay’st and wilt resume so soon,
I valued it no more than thou,
When rose thy casque above thy brow,
And we, all side by side, have striven,
And o’er the dead our coursers driven:
The past is nothing—and at last
The future can but be the past;
Yet would I that I then had died :
For though thou work’dst my mother’s ill,
And made thy own my destined bride,
I feel thou art my father still;
And harsh as sounds thy hard decree,
T is not unjust, although from thee.
Begot in sin, to die in shame,
My life begun and ends the same :
As err’d the sire, so err’d the son,
And thou must punish both in one.
My crime seems worst to human view,
But God must judge between us too !”

XIV.

He ceased—and stood with folded arms,
On which the circling fetters sounded ;
And not an ear but felt as wounded,
Of all the chiefs that there were rank’d,
When those dull chains in meeting clank’d :
Till Parisina’s fatal charms
Again attracted every eye—
Would she thus hear him doom’d to die!
She stood, I said, all pale and still,
The living cause of Hugo's ill
Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide,
Not once had turn’d to either side
Nor once did those sweet eyelids close,
Or shade the glance o’er which they rose,
But round their orbs of deepest blue
The circling white dilated grew—
And there with glassy gaze she stood
As ice were in her curdled blood ;
But every now and then a tear
So large and slowly gather'd slid
From the long dark fringe of that fair lid,
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It was a thing to see, not hear !

And those who saw, it did surprise,

Such drops could fall from human eyes.
To speak she thought—the imperfect note
Was choked within her swelling throat,
Yet seem’d in that low hollow groan
Her whole heart gushing in the tone.

It ceased—again she thought to speak,
Then burst her voice in one long shriek,
And to the earth she fell like stone

Or statue from its base o’erthrown,

More like a thing that ne’er had life,—
A monument of Azo's wife,—

Than her, that living guilty thing,
Whose every passion was a sting,

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear
That guilt's detection and despair.

But yet she lived—and all too soon
Recover'd from that death-like swoon—
But scarce to reason—every sense

Had been o’erstrung by pangs intense ;
And each frail fibre of her brain

(As bowstrings, when relax’d by rain,
The erring arrow launch aside)

Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide—
The past a blank, the future black,

With glimpses of a dreary track,

Like lightning on the desert path,

When midnight storms are mustering wrath.

She fear'd—she felt that something ill
Lay on her soul so deep and chill ;

That there was sin and shame she knew,
That some one was to die—but who ?
She had forgotten :—did she breathe ?
Could this be still the earth beneath,
The sky above, and men around ;

Or were they fiends who now so frown’d
On one, before whose eyes each eye
Till then had smiled in sympathy >
All was confused and undefined

To her alljarr’d and wandering mind ;
A chaos of wild hopes and fears :
And now in laughter, now in tears,

11
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But madly still in each extreme,
She strove with that convulsive dream ;
For so it seem’d on her to break :
Oh'! vainly must she strive to wake !
XV,
The Convent bells are ringing,
ut mournfully and slow ;

In the grey square turret swinging,

With a deep sound, to and fro.

Heavily to the heart they go !
Hark ! the hymn is singing—

The song for the dead below,

Or the living who shortly shall be so !
For a departing being’s soul
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll :
He is near his mortal goal ;
Kneeling at the Friar’s knee,
Sad to hear and piteous to see—
Kneeling on the bare cold ground,
With the block before and the guards around—
And the headsman with his bare arm ready,
That the blow may be both swift and steady,
Feels if the axe be sharp and true
Since he set its edge anew:
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather
To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father !

XVI.
It 1s a lovely hour as yet
Before the summer sun shall set,
Which rose upon that heavy day,
And mock’d it with his steadiest ray ;
And his evening beams are shed
Full on Hugo’s fated head,
As his last confession pouring
To the monk, his doom deploring
In penitential holiness,
Ie bends to hear his accents bless
With absolution such as may
Wipe our mortal stains away.
That Ligh sun on his head did glisten
As he there did bow and listen,
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And the rings of chestnut hair

Curl’d half down his neck so bare ;
But brighter still the beam was thrown
Upon the axe which near him shone
With a clear and ghastly glitter
Oh'! that parting hour was bitter !
Even the stern stood chill’d with awe s
Dark the crime, and just the law—
Yet they shudder’d as they saw,

XVIIL

The parting prayers are said and over

Of that false son, and daring lover !

His beads and sins are all recounted,

His hours to their last minute mounted ;
His mantling cloak before was stripp’d,
His bright brown locks must now be clipp’d ;
"T'is done—all closely are they shorn ;

The vest which till this moment worn——-
The scarf which Parisina gave

Must not adorn him to the grave,

Even that must now be thrown aside,
And o'er his eyes the kerchief tied ;

But no—thqt last indignity

Shall ne’er approach his haughty eye.

Al feelings seemingly subdued,

In deep disdain were half renew d,

When headsman’s hands prepared to bind

Those eyes which would not brook such blind,

As if they dared not look on death.

““ No—yours my forfeit blood and breath ;
These hands are chain'd, but let me die
At least with an unshackled eye—

Strike : "—and as the word he said,
Upon the block he bow’d his head :
These the last accents Hugo spoke :
“Strike : ”-—and flashing fell the stroke—
Roll'd the head-—and, gushing, sunk
Back the stain’d and heaving trunk,

In the dust, which each deep vein
Slaked with its ensanguined rain ;

His eyes and lips a moment quiver,
Convulsed and quick—then fix for ever.

I3
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He died, as erring man should die,
Without display, without parade ;
Meekly had he bow’d and pray’d,
As not disdaining priestly aid,
Nor desperate of all hope on high.
And while before the Prior kneeling,
His heart was wean’d from earthly feeling ;
His wrathful sire, his paramour—
What were they in such an hour?
No more reproach, rno more despair,
No thought but heaven, no word but prayer—
Save the few which from hun broke,
When, bared to meet the headsman’s stroke,
He claim’d to die with -eyes unbound,
His sole adieu to those around.

XVIIT,

Still as the lips that closed in death,

Fach gazer's bosom held his breath :

Jut yet, afar, from man to man,

A cold electrie shiver ran,

As down the deadly blow descended

On him whose life and love thus ended ;

And, with a hushing sound compress’d,

A sigh shrunk back on every breast ;

But no more thrilling noise rose there,
Beyond the blow that to the block

Pierced through with forced and sullen shock,

Save one :—what cleaves the silent air
So madly shrill, so passing wild ?
That, as a mother’s o’er her child,
Done to death by sudden blow,

To the sky these accents go,

Like a soul’s in endless woe.

Through Azo’s palace-lattice driven,
That horrid voice ascends to heaven,
And every eye is turn’d thereon :

Sut sound and sight alike are gone |
It was a woman’s shriek—and ne’er
In madlier accents rose despair ;
And those who heard it, as it pass'd,
In wercy wish'd it were the last,
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XX,

Hugo is fallen ; and, from that hour,
No more in palace, hall, or hower,

Was Parisina heard or seen:

Her name—as if she ne'er had been—
Was banish’'d from each lip and ear,
1ike words of wantonness or fear ;

And from Prince Azo's voice, by none
Was mention heard of wife or son ;

No tomb, no memary had they ;

Theirs was unconsecrated clay—

At least the knight's who died that day.
But Parisina’s fate lies hid

Like dust beneath the coffin lid :
Whether in convent she abode,

And won to heaven her dreary road
By blighted and remorseful years

Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears ;
Or if she fell by bowl or steel,

For that dark Tove she dared to feel ;
Or if, upen the moment smote,

She died by tortures less remote,

Like him she saw upon the block,

With heart that shared the headsman’s shock,
In quicken’d brokenness that came,

In pity, o'er her shatterd frame,

None knew—and none can ever know :
But whatsoe’er its end below,

Her life began and closed in woe !

XX.

And Azo found another bride,

And goodly sons grew by his s'de;

But none so lovely and so brave

As him who wither'd in the grave;

Or if they were—on his cold eye

Their growth but glanced unheeded by,
Or noticed with a smother’d sigh.

But never tear his cheek descended,
And never smile his brow unbended ;
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And o’er that fair broad brow were wrought
The intersected lines of thought ;
Those furrows which the burning share
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there ;
Scars of the lacerating mind
Which the Soul’s war doth leave behind,
He was past all mirth or woe :
Nothing more remain’d below
But sleepless nights and heavy days,
A mind all dead to scorn or praise,
A beart which shunn’d itself—and yet
That would not yield, nor could fmget
Which, when it least appear’d to melt,
Intently thought, intensely felt :
The deepest ice which ever froze
Can only o’er the surface close ;
The living stream lies quick below,
And flows, and cannot cease to flow.
Still was his seal’d-up bosom haunted
By thoughts which Nature hath implanted ;
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish,
Howe’er our stifled tears we banish ;
When, struggling as they rise to start,
We check those waters of the heart,
They are not dried—those tears unshed
But flow back to the fountain-head,
And resting in their spring more pure,
For ever 1n its depth endure,
Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal’d,
And cherish’d most where least reveal’d.
With inward starts of feeling left,
To throb o'er those of life bereft,
Without the power to fill again
The desert gap which made his pain ;
Without the hope to meet them where
United souls shall gladness share ;
With all the consciousness that he
Had only pass’d a just decree ;
That they had wrought their doom of ill;
Yet Azo's age was wretched still.
The tainted branches of the tree,

If lopp’d with care, a strength may give,

By which the rest shall bloom and live
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All greenly fresh and wildly free :
But if the lightning, in its wrath,
The waving boughs with fury scathe
The massy trunk the ruin feels,
And never more a leaf reveals.

THE PRISONER OF CHILLON.

SONNET ON CHILLON.

ErerNaL Spirit of the chainless Mind !
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty ! thou art,
For there thy habitation is the heart—
The heart which love of thee alone can bind
And when thy sons to fetters are consign'd—
To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom,
Their country conquers with their martyrdom,
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.
Chillon ! thy prison is a holy place,
And thy sad floor an altar—for 't was trod,
Until his very steps have left a trace
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod,
By Bonnivard ! May none those marks efface,
For they appeal from tyranny to God.

ADVERTISEMENT,

WaEN this poem was composed, I was not sufficiently aware
of the history of Bonnivard, or I should have endeavoured to
dignify the subject by an attempt to celebrate his courage and
his virtues.  With some account of his life I have been
furnished, by the kindness of a citizen of that republic, which
is still proud of the memory of a man worthy of the best age of
ancient freedom (—
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“ Francois de Bonnivard, fils de Louis de Bonnivard, origin-
aire de Seyssel et Seigneur de Lunes, naquit en 1496. 1l fit
ses études & Turin: en 1510 Jean Aimé de Bonmvard, son
oncle, lui résigna le Prieuré de St. Victor, qui aboutissait aux
murs de Gentve, et qui formait un bénéhice considérable.

“Ce grand homme—(Bonnivard mérite ce titre par la force
de son ame, la droiture de son cceur, ia noblesse de ses inten-
tions, la sagesse de ses conseils, le courage de ses démarches
I'étendue ‘de ses connaissances, et la vivacité de son esprit),—
ce grand homme, qui excitera 'admiration de tous ceux qu'une
vertu héroique peut encore émouvoir, inspirera encore la plus
vive reconnaissance dans les ceeurs des Génévois qui aiment
Geneve. Bonnivard en fut toujours un des plus fermes appuis
pour assurer la liberté de notre République, il ne craignit pas
de perdre souvent la sienne ; il cublia son repos; il méprisa
ses richesses; il ne négzligea rien pour affermir le bonheur
d’une patriec quil honora de son choix: dts ce momentil la
chérit comme le plus zélé de ses citoyens; il la scrvit avec
Pintrépidité d’'un héros, et il derivit son Histoire avec la naiveté
d'un philosophe et la chaleur d’un patriote.

“I1 dit dans le commencement de son Histoire de Geneve,
que, dés gi'il eut commencé de live [ histoire des nations, 1l se seniit
entrainé par son goit pour les Républiques, don' il {pousa loujours
les intéréts ; Cest ce golit pour la liberté qui lul fit sans doute
adopter Gentve pour sa patrie.

“ Bonnivard, encore jeune, s’'annonca hautement comme le
défenseur de Gentve contre le Duc de Savoye et I'livéque.

“En 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr de sa patrie. Le
Duc de Savoye étant entré dans Geneve avee cing cent homimes,
Bonnivard craint le ressentiment du Diie ; il voulut se retirer &
Fribourg pour en éviter les suites; mais il fut trahi par deux
hommes qui 'accompagnaient, et conduit par ordre du Prince
a Grolée, ou il resta prisonnier pendant deux ans. Bonnivard
était malheureux dans ses voyages: comme ses malheurs
n’avaient point ralenti son ztle pour Geneve, il était toujours
un ennemu redoutable pour ceux qui la menacaient, et par
conséquent il devait étre exposé & leurs coups. 1l fut rencontré
en 1530 sur le Jura par des voleurs, qui le dépouillerent et qui
le mirent encore entre les mains du Duc de Savoye : ce Prince
le fit enfermer dans le Chéateau de Chillon, ol il resta sans étre
interrogé jusques en 1536 ; 1l fut alors delivr¢ par les Bernois,
qui s’emparerent du Pays de Vaud.

“ Bonnivard, en sortant de sa captivité, eut le plaisir de
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trouver Gentve libre et réformée : la République s’empressa de
lui témoigner sa reconnaissance, et de le dédommager des
maux qu’il avoit soufferts; elle le recut Bourgeois de la ville
au mois de Juin, 1536 ; elle lui donna la maison habitée
autrefois par le Vicaire-Général, et elle lui assigna une pension
de deux cent ¢eus d’or tant qu'il séjournerait i Geneve. 1l fut
admis dans le Conseil de Deux-Cent en 1537.

“ Bonnivard n’a pas fini d’étre utile : apres avoir travaillé &
rendre Genbtve libre, il réussit A la rendre tolérante. Bonnivard
engagea le Conseil & accorder aux ecclésiastiques et aux paysans
un tems suffisant pour examiner les propositions qu'on lenr
faisait ; il réussit par sa douceur: on préche toujours le Chris-
tianisme avec succes quand on le préche avec charité. :

« Bonnivard fut savant: ses manuscrits, qui sont dans la
bibliothtque publique, prouvent qu’il avait bien lu les auteurs
classiques Latins, et qu'il avait approfondi la théologie et
Phistoire. Ce grand homme aimait les sciences, et il croyait
qu'elles pouvaient faire la gloire de Gentve ; aussiil ne négligea
rien pour les fixer dans cette ville naissante ; en 1551 11 donna
sa bibliotheque au public; elle fut le commencement de notre
bibliothtque publique ; et ces livres sont en partie les rares et
belles éditions du quinzieme sitele qu'on voit dans notre
collection. Enfin, pendant la méme année, ce bon patriote
instituta la République son hérititre, & condition qu'elle em-
ployerait ses biens & entretenir le college dont on projettait la
fondation.

«]] parait que Bonnivard mourut en 1570 ; mais on ne peut
Passurer, parcequ'il y a une lacune dans le Nécrologe depuis le
mois de Juillet, 1570, jusq es en 1571.”

I‘

My hair is grey, but not with years,
Nor grew it white
In a single night,
As men’s have grown from sudden fears:
My limbs are bow'd, though not with toil,
But rusted with a vile repose,
For they have been a dungeon’s spoil,
And mine has been the fate of those
To whom the goodly earth and air
Are bann’d, and barr’'d—forbidden fare
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But this was for my father’s faith
I suffer’d chains and courted death ;
That father perish’d at the stake
For tenets he would not forsake ;
And for the same his lineal race
In darkness found a dwelling-place ;
We were seven—who now are one,
Six in youth, and one in age,
Finish'd as they had begun,
Proud of Persecution’s rage ;
One in fire, and two in field,
Their belief with blood have seal’d,
Dying as their father died,
For the God their foes denied ;
Three were in a dungeon cast,
Of whom this wreck 1s left the last.

III

There are seven pillars of Gothic mould,
In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old,
There are seven columns, massy and grey,
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray,

A sunbeam which hath lost its way,

And through the crevice and the cleft

Of the thick wall is fallen and left ;
Creeping o'er the floor so damp,

Like a marsh’s meteor lamp :

And in each pillar there is a ring,

And in each ring there is a chain;
That iron is a cankering thing,

For in these limbs its teeth remain,
With marks that will not wear away,
Till I have done with this new day,
Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun so rise
For years—I cannot count them o’er,

I lost their long and heavy score,
When my last brother droop’d and died,
And I lay living by his side.

IT1.

They chain’d us each to a column stone,
And we were three—yet, each alone ;
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We could not move a single pace,
We could not see each other’s face,
But with that pale and livid light
That made us strangers in our sight
And thus together—yet apart,
Fetter’d in hand, but join’d in heart,
T was still some solace, in the dearth
Of the pure elements of earth,
To hearken to each other’s speech,
And each turn comforter to each
With some new hope, or legend old,
Or song heroically bold ;
But even these at length grew cold.
Qur voices took a dreary tone,
An echo of the dungeon stone,
A grating sound, not full and free,
As they of yore were wont to be:
It might be fancy, but to me
They never sounded like our own.

1V.

I was the eldest of the three,

And to uphold and cheer the rest

I ought to do—and did my best—
And each did well in his degree.

The youngest, whom my father loved,
Because our mother’s brow was given
To him, with eyes as blue as heaven— .

For him my soul was sorely moved ;
And truly might it be distress'd
To see such bird in such a nest;

For he was beautiful as day

(When day was beautiful to me

As to young eagles, being free)—

A polar day, which will not see
A sunset till its summer’s gone,

Its sleepless summer of long light,
The snow-clad offspring of the sun:

And thus he was as pure and bright,
And in his natural spirit gay,

With tears for nought but others’ ills,
And then they flow’d like mountain rills,

21
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Unless he could assuage the woe
Which he abhorr'd to view below.

v‘

The other was as pure of mind,
But form’d to combat with his kind ;
Strong in his frame, and of a mood
Which ’gainst the world in war had stood,
And perish’d in the foremost rank
With joy :—Dbut not in chains to pinc:
His spirit wither'd with their clank,
I saw it silently decline—
And so perchance in sooth did mine:
But yet I forced 1t on to cheer
Those relics of a home so dear.
He was a hunter of the hills,
Had follow’d there the deer and wolf;
To him his dungeon was a gulf,
And fetter’d feet the worst of ills.

YI.

Lake T.eman lies by Chillon’s walls :
A thousand feet in depth below
Its massy waters meet and flow ;
Thus much the fathom-line was sent
From Chillon’s snow-white battlement,
Which round about the wave inthrals:
A double dungeon wall and wave
Have made—and like a living grave
Below the surface of the lake
The dark vault lies wherein we lay,
We heard 1t ripple night and day ;
Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d ;
And I have felt the winter’s spray
Wash through the bars when winds were high
And wanton in the happy sky ;
And then the very rock hath rock’d,
And I have felt it shake, unshock’d,
Because I could have smiled to see
The death that would haye set me free,
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I said my nearer brother pined,

I said his mighty heart declined,

He loathed and put away his foud

It was not that ’t was coarse and 1udc
For we were used to hunter’s fare,

And for the like had little care :

The milk drawn from the mountain goat
Was changed for water from the moat,
Our brmd was such as captives’ tears
Have moisten’d many a thousand years,
Since man first pent his fellow men
Like brutes within an iron den ;

But what were these to us or him?
These wasted not his heart or hmb ;
My brother’s soul was of that mould
Which in a palace had grown cold,
Had his free breathing been dtmul
The range of the steep mountain’s side ;
But w h) delay the truth >—he died.

I saw, and could not hold his head,
Nor reach his dying hand—nor dmr] -
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain
To rend and gnash my bonds in twain.
He died, and th(,y unlock’d his chain,
And scoop’d for him a shallow grave
Even from the cold earth of our cave.

I begg'd them as a boon to lay

His corse in dust whereon the day
Might shine—it was a foolish thought,
But then within my brain it wlourrht
That even in death his freeborn bre.l'st
In such a dungeon could not rest.

I might have spmcd my idle prayer—
They coldly laugh'd, and laid him there
The ﬂ’lt and tUI‘ﬂLSS earth above

The being we so much did love ;

His empty chain above it leant,

Such murder’s fitting monument !

VIIIL.

But he, the favourite and the flower,
Most cherish’d since his natal hour,

23
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His mother’s image in fair face,

The infant love of all his race,

His martyr'd father’s dearest thou;_.;ht,
My latest care, for whom I sought

To hoard my life, that his might be
Less wretched now, and one day free;
He, too, who yet had held untired

A spirit natural or inspired—

He, too, was struck, and day by day
Was wither'd on the stalk away

Oh, God ! it is a fearful thing

To see the human soul take wing

In any shape, in any mood :

I”ve seen it rushing forth in blood,
I've seen it on the breaking ocean
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
I'’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed

Of sin delirious with its dread ;

But these were horrors—this was woe
Unmix’d with such—Dbut sure and slow:
He faded, and so calm and meek,

So softly worn, so sweetly weak,

So tearless, yet so tender, kind,

And grieved for those he left behind ;
With all the while a cheek whose bloom
Was as a mockery of the tomb,
Whose tints as gently sunk away

As a departing rainbow’s ray ;

An eye of most transparent light,

That almost made the dlmvc‘On bn"ht
And not aw ord of murmur, not

A groan o'er his untimely lot,—-

A little talk of better days,

A little hope, my own to raise,

For I was sunk in silence—lost

In this last loss, of all the most ;

And then the swhs he would quppress
Of fainting nature’s feebleness,

More s]owly drawn, grew less and less:
I listen’d, but I could not hear ;

I call’d, for I was wild with fL.S.I'

I knew ’t was hopeless, but my dread
Would not be thus admonished ;
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I call’d, and thought I heard a sound—
I burst my chain with one strong bound,
And rush’d to him :—I found him not,
Z only stirr’d in this black spot,

7 only lived, Z only drew

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew ;
The last, the sole, the dearest link
Between me and the eternal brink,
Which bound me to my failing race,
Was broken in this fatal place.

One on the earth, and one beneath—
My brothers—both had ceased to breathe :
I took that hand which lay so still,
Alas ; my own was full as chill ;

I had not strength to stir, or strive,

But felt that 1 was still alive—

A frantic feeling, when we know

That what we love shall ne’er be so.

I know not why

I could not die,

1 had no earthly hope but faith,

And that forbade a selfish death.

IX.

What next befell me then and there
[ know not well—I never knew—
First came the loss of light, and air,
And then of darkness too:
I had no thought, no feeling—none—
Among the stones I stood a stone,
And was, scarce conscious what T wist,
As shrubless crags within the mist;
For all was blank, and bleak, and grey ;
It was not night, it was not day ;
It was not even the dungeon-light,
So hateful to my heavy sight,
But vacancy absorbing space,
And fixedness without a place;
There were no stars, no earth, no time,
No check, no change, no good, no crime,
But silence, and a stirless breath
Which neither was of life nor death ;

(V)

("3}
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A sea of stagnant idleness,
Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless !

xl

A light broke in upon my brain,—

It was the carol of a bird ;

It ceased, and then it came again,

The swectest song ear ever heard,
And mine was thankful, till my eyes
Ran over with the glad surprise,

And they that moment could not sce

I was the mate of misery ;

But then by dull degrees came back

My senses to their wonted track ;

I saw the dungeon walls and floor

Close slowly round me as before,

I saw the glimmer of the sun

Creeping as it before had done,

But through the crevice where it came

That bird was perch’d, as fond and tame
And tamer than upon the tree ;

A lovely bird, with azure wings,

And song that said a thousand things,

And seem’d to say them all for me!

I never saw its like before,

I ne’er shall see its likeness more :

It seem’d like me to want a mate,

But was not half so desolate,

And it was come to love me when
None lived to love me so again,

And cheering from my dungeon’s brink,
Had brought me back to feel and think.
I know not if it late were free,

Or broke its cage to perch on mine,
But knowing well captivity,

Sweet bird ! I could not wish for thine !
Or if it were, in winged guise,

A visitant from Paradise ;

For—Heaven forgive that thought! the while
Which made me both to weep and smile—

I sometimes deem'’d that it might be

My brother's soul come down to me ;
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But then at last away it flew,

And then 't was mortal well I knew,
For he would never thus have flown,
And left me twice so doubly lone,
Lone as the corse within its shroud,
Lone as a solitary cloud,—

A single cloud on a sunny day,
While all the rest of heaven is clear,
A frown upon the atmosphere,

That hath no business to appear

When skies are blue, and earth 1s gay.

XI.

A kind of change came in my fate,
My keepers grew compassionate ;

1 know not what had made them so,
They were inured to sights of woe,
But so it was :—my broken chain
With links unfasten'd did remain,
And it was liberty to stride

Along my cell from side to side,

And up and down, and then athwart,
And tread it over every part;

And round the pillars one by one,
Returning where my walk begun,
Avoiding only, as I trod,

My brothers’ graves without a sod ;
For if I thought with heedless tread
My step profaned their lowly bed,
My breath came gaspingly and thick,
And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick.

XII.

I made a footing in the wall,

It was not therefrom to escape,
For I had buried one and all

Who loved me in a human shape ;
And the whole earth would henceforth be
A wider prison unto me :
No child, no sire, no kin had I,
No partner in my misery ;
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I thought of this, and I was glad,

For thought of them had made me mad ;
But I was curious to ascend

To my barr’d windows, and to bend
Once more, upon the mountains high,
The quiet of a loving eye.

X111,

I saw them, and they were the same,
They were not changed like me in frame;
I saw their thousand years of snow
On high—their wide long lake below,
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow ;
I heard the torrents leap and gush
O’er channell’d rock and broken bush:
I saw the white-wall’d distant town,
And whiter sails go skimming down;
And then there was a little isle,
Which in my very face did smile,
The only one in view ;
A small green isle, it seem’d no more,
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor,
But in it there were three tall trees,
And o’er it blew the mountain breeze,
And by it there were waters flowing,
And on it there were young flowers growing,
Of gentle breath and hue.
The fish swam by the castle wall,
And they seem’d joyous, each and all;
The eagle rode the rising blast,
Methought he never flew so fast
As then to me he seem’d to fly;
And then new tears came in my eye,
And I felt troubled—and would fain
I had not left my recent chain ;
And when I did descend again,
The darkness of my dim abode
Fell on me as a heavy load ;
It was as is a new-dug grave,
Closing o’er one we sought to save,—
And yet my glance, too much opprest
Had almost need of such a rest.
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XIV.

It might be months, or years, or days,

I kept no count, I took no note,

I had no hope my eyes to raise,

And clear them of their dreary mote ;
At last men came to set me free;

I ask’d not why, and reck’d not where ;
It was at length the same to me,
Fetter'd or fetterless to be,

I learn’d to love despair.

And thus when they appear’d at last,
And all my bonds aside were cast,
These heavy walls to me had grown

A hermitage—and all my own !

And half I felt as they were come

To tear me from a second home::

With spiders I had friendship made,
And watch’d them in their sullen trade,
Had seen the mice by moonlight play,
And why should I feel less than they ?
We were all inmates of one place,

And 1, the monarch of each race,

Had power to kill—yet, strange to tell !
In quiet we had learn'd to dwell ;

My very chains and I grew friends,

S0 much a long communion tends

To make us what we are :—even 1
Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.
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MAZEPPA,

ADVERTISEMENT.

“CEeLu1 qui remplissait alors cette place était un gentilhomme
Polonais, nommé Mazeppa, né dans le palatinat de Podolie : il
avait €té clevé page de Jean Casimir, et avait pris 4 sa cour
quelque teinture des belles-lettres.  Une intrigue qu'il eut dans
sa jeunesse avec la femme d'un gentilhomme Polonais ayant
été découverte, Ie mari le fit lier tout nu sur un cheval farouche
et le laissa aller en cet état. Le cheval, qui était du pays de
I'Ukraine, y retourna, et y porta Mazeppa, demi-mort de fatigue
et de faim. Quelques paysans le secoururent : il resta longtems
parmi eux, et se signala dans plusieurs courses contre les
Tartares. La supériorité de ses lumitres lui donna une grande
considération parmi les Cosaques: sa réputation saugmentant
de jour en jour obligea le Czar A le faire Prince de I'Ukraine.”
—VOLTAIRE, Jist. de Charles XI1. p. 196.

‘““Le roi fuyant, et poursuivi, eut son cheval tué sous lui; le
Colonel Gieta, blessé, et perdant tout son sang, lul donna le
sien.  Ainsi on remit deux fois ) cheval, dans sa fuite, ce
conquérant qui n'avait pu y monter pendant la bataille,”’—
B. 216.

“Le roi alla par un autre chemin avec quelques cavaliers.
Le carrosse, ol 1l était, rompit dans la marche ; on le remit
a cheval.  Pour comble de disgrace, il s'¢gara pendant la nuit
dans un bois ; 14, son courage ne pouvant plus suppléer A ses
forces épuisées, les douleurs de sa blessure devenues plus
insupportables par la fatigue, son cheval étant tombé de lassi-
tude, il se coucha quelques heures au pied d'un arbre, en
danger d’étre surpris & tout moment par les vainqueurs, qui le
cherchaient de tous cotés.”—P, 218,
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I'

'T was after dread Pultowa’s day,
When fortune left the royal Swede,
Around a slaughter’d army lay,
No more to combat and to bleed.
The power and glory of the war,
Faithless as their vain votaries, men,
Had pass’'d to the triumphant Czar,
And Moscow’s walls were safe again,
Until a day more dark and drear,
And a more memorable year,
Should give to slaughter and to shame
A mightier host and haughtier name ;
A greater wreck, a deeper fall,
A shock to one—a thunderbolt to all.

II.

Such was the hazard of the die;
The wounded Charles was taught to fly
By day and night through field and flood,
Stain’d with his own and subjects’ blood ;
For thousands fell that flight to aid :
And not a voice was heard t’ upbraid
Ambition in his humbled hour,
When truth had nought to dread from power.
His horse was slain, and Gieta gave
His own—and died the Russians’ slave.
This too sinks after many a league
Of well sustain’d but vain fatigue ;
And in the depth of forests, darkling
The watch-fires in the distance sparkling—
The beacons of surrounding foes—
A king must lay his limbs at length.
Are these the laurels and repose
For which the nations strain their strength ?
They laid lim by a savage tree,
In outworn nature’s agony ;
His wounds were stiff, his limbs were stark ;
The heavy hour was chill and dark ;
The fever in his blood forbade
A transient slumber’s fitful aid ;
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And thus it was; but yet through all,
Kinglike the monarch bore his fall,
And made, in this extreme of ill,

His pangs the vassals of his will :

All silent and subdued were they,

As once the nations round him lay.

11T,

A band of chiefs I—alas ! how few,
Since but the fleeting of a day
Had thinn'd it ; but this wreck was true
And chivalrous : upon the clay
Each sate him down, all sad and mute,
Beside his monarch and his steed ;
For danger levels man and brute,
And all are fellows in their need.
Among the rest, Mazeppa made
His pillow in an old oak’s shade—
Himself as rough, and scarce less old,
The Ukraine’s Hetman, calm and bold ;
But first, outspent with this long course,
The Cossack prince rubb’d down his horse,
And made for him a leafy bed,
And smooth’d his fetlocks and his mane,
And slack’d his girth, and stripp'd his rein,
And joy’d to see how well he fed :
For until now he had the dread
His wearied courser might refuse
To browse beneath the midnight dews:
But he was hardy as his lord,
And little cared for bed and board :
But spirited and docile too,
Whate’er was to be done, would do.
Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb,
All Tartar-like he carried him ;
Obey’d his voice, and came to call,
And knew him in the midst of all :
Though thousands were around,—and Night,
Without a star, pursued her flight,— '
That steed from sunset until dawn
His chief would follow like a fawn.
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1V,

This done, Mazeppa spread his cloak,

And laid his lance beneath his oak,

Felt if his arms in order good

The long day’s march had well withstood—

If still the powder fill'd the pan,
And flints unloosen’d kept their lock—

His sabre’s hilt and scabbard felt,

And whether they had chafed his belt;

And next the venerable man,

From out his havresack and can,
Prepared and spread his slender stock ;

And to the monarch and his men

The whole or portion offer’d then

With far less of inquietude

Than courtiers at a banquet would.

And Charles of this his slender share

With smiles partook a moment there,

To force of cheer a greater show,

And seem above both wounds and woe

And then he said—* Of all our band,

Though firm of heart and strong of hand,

In skirmish, march, or forage, none

Can less have said or more have done

Than thee, Mazeppa ! on the earth

So fit a pair had never birth,

Since Alexander’s days till now,

As thy Bucephalus and thou:

All Scythia’s fame to thine should jield

For pricking on o’er flood and field "

Mazeppa answer'd—*“Ill betide

The school wherein I learn’d t) ride !”

Quoth Charles—* Old Hetman, wherefore so,
Since thou hast learn’d the art so well?”
Mazeppa said—*'T were long to tell ;

And we have many a league to go,

With every now and then a blow,

And ten to one at least the foe,

Before our steeds may graze at ease

Jevond the swift Borysthenes :
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And, Sire, your limbs have need of rest,
And I will be the sentinel

Of this your troop.”— But I request,”
Said Sweden’s monarch, “ thou wilt tell

This tale of thine, and I may reap,

Perchance, from this the boon of sleep;

For at this moment from my eyes,

The hope of present slumber flies.”

“Well, Sire, with such a hope, Il track
My seventy years of memory back :
I think 't was in my twentieth spring,—
Ay, 't was,—when Casimir was king—
John Casimir,—I was his page
Six summers, in my earlier age :
A learned monarch, faith ! was he,
And most unlike your Majesty ;
He made no wars, and did not gain
New realms to lose them back again ;
And (save debates in Warsaw’s diet)
He reign’d in most unseemly quiet ;
Not that he had no cares to vex ;
He loved the muses and the sex ;
And sometimes these so froward are,
They made him wish himself at war ;
But soon his wrath being o’er, he t ok
Another mistress, or new book :
And then he gave prodigious fétes—
All Warsaw sdthcr d round his gates
To gaze upon his splendid court,
And dames, and chiefs, of princely port.
He was the Polish Solomon,
So sung his poets, all but one,
Who being unpension’d, made a satire,
And boasted that he could not flatter.
It was a court of jousts and mimes,
Where every courtier tried at rhymes ;
Even I for once produced some verses,
And sign’d my odes ¢ Despairing Thyrsis.”
There was a certain Palatine,

A count of far and high descent,
Rich as a salt or silver mine ;
And he was proud, ye may divine,

As if from heaven he had been sent ;
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He had such wealth in blood and ore
As few could match beneath the throne;
And he would gaze upon his store,
And o’er his pedigree would pore,
Until by some confusion led,
Which almost look’d like want of head,
He thought their merits were his own.
His wife was not of his opinion;
His junior she by thirty years,
Grew daily tired of his dominion ;
And, after wishes, hopes, and fears,
To virtue a few farewell tears,
A restless dream or two, some glances
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs and dances,
Awaited but the usual chances,
Those happy accidents which render
The coldest dames so very tender,
To deck her Count with titles given,
T 1s said, as passports into heaven ;
But, strange to say, they rarely boast
Of these, who have deserved them most.

V.

“] was a goodly stripling then ;
At seventy years 1 so may say,
That there were few, or boys or men,
Who, in my dawning time of day,
Of vassal or of knight's degree,
Could vie in vanities with me ;
For I had strength, youth, gaiety,
A port, not like to this ye see,
But smooth, as all is rugged now ;
For time, and care, and war, have plough'd
My very soul from out my brow ;
And thus I should be disavow’d
By all my kind and kin, could they
Compare my day and yesterday ;
This change was wrought, too, long ere age
Had ta'en my features for his page ;
With years, ye know, have not declined
My strength, my courage, or my iind,
Or at this hour I should not be
Telling old tales beneath a tree,
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With starless skies my canopy
But let me on: Theresa’s form—
Methinks it glides before me now,
Between me and yon chestnut’s bough,
The memory is so quick and warm ;
And yet I find no words to tell
The shape of her I loved so well ;
She had the Asiatic eye,
Such as our Turkish neighbourhood
Hath mingled with our Polish blood,
Dark as above us is the sky ;
But through it stole a tender light,
Like the first moonrise of midnight ;
Large, dark, and swimming in the stream,
Which seem’d to melt to its own beam ;
All love, half languor, and half fire,
Like saints that at the stake expire,
And lift their raptured looks on high,
As thou:h it were a joy to die.

A brow like a midsummer lake,
Transparent with the sun therein,
When waves no murmur dare to make,

And heaven beholds her face within.
A cheek and lip—but why proceed ?

I loved her then, I love her still ;
And such as I am, love indeed

In fierce extremes—in good and ill.
But still we love even in our rage,
And haunted to our very age
With the vain shadow of the past,
As is Mazeppa to the last.

VI.

““We met—we gazed—I saw, and sigh’d,
She did not speak, and yet replied ;
There are ten thousand tones and signs
We hLear and see, but none defines—
Involuntary sparks of thought,

Which strike from out the heart o’erwrought,

And form a strange intelligence,
Alike mysterious and intense,
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Which link the burning chain that binds,
Without their will, young hearts and minds
Conveying, as the electric wire,
You know not how, the absorbing fire.
I saw, and sigh’d—in silence wept,
And still reluctant distance kept,
Until I was made known to her,
And we might then and there confer
Without suspicion—then, even then,
I long’d, and was resolved to speak ;
Jut on my lips they died again,
The accents tremulous and weak,
Until one hour.—There is a game,
A frivolous and foolish play,
Wherewith we while away the day ;
It is—I have forgot the name—
And we to this, it seems, were set,
By some strange chance, which I forget:
I reck’d not if I won or lost,
It was enough for me to be
So near to hear, and oh! to see
The being whom I loved the most.
1 watch’d her as a sentinel,
(May ours this dark night watch as well )
Until T saw, and thus it was,
That she was pensive, nor perceived
Her occupation, nor was grieved
Nor glad to lose or gain ; but still
Play’d on for hours, as if her will
Yet bound her to the place, though not
That hers might be the winning lot.

Then through my brain the thought did pass

Even as a flash of lightning there,
That there was something in her air
Which would not doom me to despair ;
And on the thought my words broke forth,
All incoherent as they were ;
Their eloquence was little worth,
But yet she listen’d—’t is enough—
Who listens once will listen twice ;
Her heart, be sure, is not of ice,
And one refusal no rebuff.
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VII,

“T loved, and was beloved again—
They tell me, Sire, you never knew
Those gentle frailties ; if "tis true,

I shorten all my joy or pain ;

To you 't would seem absurd as vain ;
But all men are not born to reign,

Or o’er their passions, or as you
Thus o'er themselves and nations too.
I am—or rather was—a prince,

A chief of thousands, and could lead

Them on where each would foremost bleed ;
But could not o’er myself evince
The like control—But to resume :

I loved, and was beloved again ;

In sooth, it 1s a happy doom,

But yet where happiest ends in pain.
We met in secret, and the hour
Which led me to that lady’s bower
Was fiery Expectation’s dower.

My days and nights were nothing—all
Except that hour, which doth recall,
In the long lapse from youth to age,

No other like itself: 1’d give

The Ukraine back again to live
It o’er once more, and be a page,
The happy page, who was the lord
Of one soft heart, and his own sword,
And had no other gem nor wealth
Save nature's gift of youth and health.
We met in secret—doubly sweet,
Some say, they find it so to meet ;

I know not that—I would have given

My life but to have call'd her mine
In the full view of earth and heaven;

For I did oft and long repine
That we could only meet by stealth.

VIIL

“ For lovers there are many eyes,
And such there were on us ; the devil
On such occasions should be civil—
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The devil '—I’m loth to do him wrong,

It might be some untoward saint,
Who would not be at rest too long,

But to his pious bile gave vent—
But one fair night, some lurking spies
Surprised and seized us both.

The Count was something more than wroth—
I was unarm’d ; but if in steel,
All cap-a-pie from head to heel,
What ’gainst their numbers could I do?
T was near his castle, far away
From city or from succour near,
And almost on the break of day ;
I did not think to see another,

My moments seem’d reduced to few;
And with one prayer to Mary Mother,

And, it may be, a saint or two,

As 1 resign’d me to my fate,
They led me to the castle gate:

Theresa’s doom I never knew

Our lot was henceforth separate.
An angry man, ye may opine,

Was he, the proud Count Palatine ;
And he had reason good to be,

But he was most enraged lest such

An accident should chance to touch
Upon his future pedigree ;

Nor less amazed, that such a blot
His noble 'scutcheon should have got,
While he was highest of his line ;

"Because unto himself he seem’d

The first of men, nor less he deem’d
In others’ eyes, and most in mine.
'Sdeath ! with a page—perchance a king
Had reconciled him to the thing;

But with a stripling of a page—
I felt, but cannot paint his rage.

IX.

¢¢ Bring forth the horse ! '—the horse was brought;
In truth, he was a noble steed,
A Tartar of the Ukraine breed,

Who look’d as though the speed of thought
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Were in his limbs ; but he was wild,
Wild as the wild deer, and untaught,
With spur and bridle undefiled—
T was but a day he had been caught;
And snorting, with erected mane,
And struggling fiercely, but in vain,
In the full foam of wrath and dread
To me the desert-born was led :
They bound me on, that menial throng ;
Upon his back with many a thong ;
Then loosed him with a sudden lash—
Away !—away !—and on we dash!
Torrents less rapid and less rash.

Xl

“ Away !—away |—My breath was gone,

I saw not where he hurried on:

T was scarcely yet the break ‘of day,

And on he foam'd—away !—away !

The last of human sounds which rose,

As I was darted from my foes,

Was the wild shout of savage laughter,

Which on the wind came roaring after

A moment from that rabble rout:

With sudden wrath I wrench’d my head,
And snapp’d the cord, which to the mane
Had bound my neck in lieu of rein,

And, writhing half my form about,

Howl’d back my curse ; but, 'midst the tread,

The thunder of my courser’s speed, i

Perchance they did not hear nor heed :

It vexes me—for I would fain

Have paid their insult back again.

I paid it well in after days:

There is not of that castle gate,

Its drawbridge and portcullis’ weight,

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left ;

Nor of its fields a blade of grass;

Save what grows on a ridge of wall,
Where stood the hearth-stone of the hall ;
And many a time ye there might pass,
Nor drcam that e’er that fortress was.
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I saw its turrets in a blaze,
Their crackling battlements all cleft,

And the hot lead pour down like rain
From off the scorch’d and blackening roof,
Whose thickness was not vengeance-proof.

They little thought that day of pain,
When launch’d, as on the lightning’s flash,
They bade me to destruction dash,

That one day I should come again,
With twice five thousand horse, to thank
The Count for his uncourteous ride.

They play’d me then a bitter prank,

When, with the wild horse for my guide,
They bound me to his foaming flank :

At length I play’d them one as frank—
For time at last sets all things even—

And if we do but watch the hour,

There never yet was human power
Which could evade, if unforgiven,

The patient search and vigil long
Of him who treasures up a wrong.

X.In

¢ Away, away, my steed and I,

Upon the pinions of the wind,

All human dwellings left behind ;

We sped like meteors through the sky,
When with its crackling sound the night
Is chequer’d with the northern light :
Town—village—none were on our track,

But a wild plain of far extent,

And bounded by a forest black ;

And, save the scarce seen battlement
On distant heights of some strong hold,
Against the Tartars built of old,

No trace of man. The year before

A Turkish army had march’'d o’er ;
And where the Spahi’s hoof hath trod,
The verdure flies the bloody sod :
The sky was dull, and dim, and gray,

And a low breeze crept moaning by—

I could have answerd with a sigh—
But fast we fled, away, away,
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And T could neither sigh nor pray ;
And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain
Upon the courser’s bristling mane ;
But, snorting still with rage and fear,
He flew upon his far career:
At times, I almost thought, indeed,
He must have slacken’d in his speed ,
But no—my bound and slender frame
Was nothing to his angry might,
And merely like a spur became :
Each motion which I made to free
My swoln limbs from their agony
Increased his fury and aftright :
I tried my voice,—'t was faint and low,
But yet he swerved as from a blow ;
And, starting to each accent, sprang
As from a sudden trumpet’s clang:
Meantime my cords were wet with gote,
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran oer;
And in my tongue the thirst became
A something fierier far than flame.

XIT.,

“We near'd the wild wood—'t was so wide,
I saw no bounds on either side ;

T was studded with old sturdy trees,

That bent not to the roughest breeze
Which howls down from Siberia’s waste,
And strips the forest in its haste,—

But these were few and far between,

Set thick with shrubs more young and green,
Luxuriant with their annual leaves,

Ere strown by those autumnal eves

That nip the forest’s foliage dead,
Discolour’d with a lifeless red,

Which stands thereon like stiffen’'d gore
Upon the slain when battle’s o’er,

And some long winter’s night hath shed
Its frost o’er every tombless head,

So cold and stark the raven’s beak

May peck unpierced edch frozen cheek:

"T was a wild waste of underwood,

And here and there a chestnut stood,
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The strong oak, and the hardy pine ;
But far apart—and well it were,
Or else a different lot were mine
The boughs gave way, and did not tear

My limbs ; and I found strength to bear

My wounds, already scarr'd with cold ;
My bonds forbade to loose my hold.

We rustled through the leaves like wind,
left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind ;
By night I heard them on the track,
Their troop came hard upon our back,
With their long gallop, which can tire
The hound’s deep hate, and hunter’s fire :
Where'er we flew they follow’d on,

Nor left us with the morning sun;

Behind 1 saw them, scarce a rood,

At day-break winding through the wood,
And through the night had heard their feet
Their stealing, rustling step repeat.

Oh ! how I wish’d for spear or sword,

At least to die amidst the horde,

And perish—if it must be so—

At bay, destroying many a foe !

When first my courser’s race begun,

I wish’d the goal already won ;

But now 1 doubted strength and speed.
Vain doubt ! his swift and savage breed
Had nerved him like the mountain-roe ;
Nor faster falls the blinding snow

Which whelms the peasant near the door
Whose threshold he shall cross no more,
Bewilder'd with the dazzling blast,

Than through the forest-paths he pass'd—
Untired, untamed, and worse than wild ;
All furious as a favour'd child

Balk’d of its wish ; or fiercer still—

A woman piqued—who has her will.

XI1II.

¢« The wood was past ; 't was more than noon,
But chill the air, although in June;

Or it might be my veins ran cold—

Prolong’d endurance tames the bold ;
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And I was then not what I seem,
But headlong as a wintry stream,
And wore my feelings out before
I well could count their causes o’er:
And what with fury, fear, and wrath,
The tortures which beset my path,
Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress,
Thus bound in nature’s nakedness ;
Sprung from a race whose rising blood,
When stirr’d beyond its calmer mood,
And trodden hard upon, is like
The rattle-snake’s, in act to strike,
What marvel if this worn-out trunk
Beneath its woes a moment sunk?
The earth gave way, the skies roll’d round
1 seem’d to sink upon the ground ;
But err'd, for I was fastly bound.
My heart turn’d sick, my brain grew sore,
And throbb’d awhile, then beat no more :
The skies spun like a mighty wheel ;
I saw the trees like drunkards reel,
And a slight flash sprang o’er my eyes,
Which saw no farther: he who dies
Can die no more than then I died.
O’ertortured by that ghastly ride,
I felt the blackness come and go,
And strove to wake ;
But could not make

My senses climb up from below :
I felt as on a plank at sea,
When all the waves that dash o’er thee,
At the same time upheave and whelm,
And hurl thee towards a desert realm.
My undulating life was as
The fancied lights that flitting pass
Our shut eyes in deep midnight, when
Fever begins upon the brain ;
But soon it pass’d, with little pain,

But a confusion worse than such :

I own that I should deem it much,
Dying, to feel the same again ;
And yet I do suppose we must
Fcel far more ere we turn to dust
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No matter ; I have bared my brow
Full in Death’s face—before—and now.

XI1V.

““ My thoughts came back ; where was I? Cold,
And numb, and giddy : pulse by pulse

Life reassumed its lingering hold,

And throb by throb,—till grown a pang
Which for 2 moment would convulse,
My blood reflow’d, though thick and chill ;

My ear with uncouth noises rang,

My heart began once more to thrill ;
My sight return’d, though dim ; alas!
And thicken’d, as it were, with glass.
Methought the dash of waves was nigh;
There was a gleam too of the sky,
Studded with stars ;—it is no dream ;
The wild horse swims the wilder stream !
The bright broad river’s gushing tide
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide,
And we are half-way, struggling o'er
To yon unknown and silent shore.

The waters broke my hollow trance,

And with a temporary strength
My stiffen’d limbs were rebaptized.

My courser’s broad breast proudly braves,

And dashes off the ascending waves,

And onward we advance !

We reach the slippery shore at length,

* A haven I but little prized,

For all behind was dark and drear,

And all before was night and fear.

How many hours of night or day

In those suspended pangs I lay,

I could not tell; I scarcely knew

If this were human breath I drew.

XV.

“ With glossy skin, and dripping mane,
And reeling limbs, and reeking flank,

The wild steed’s sinewy nerves still strain

Up the repelling bank.
We gain the top: a boundless plain
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Spreads through the shadow of the night,
And onward, onward, onward, seems,
Like precipices in our dreams,

To stretch beyond the sight ;

And here and there a speck of white,

Or scatter’d spot of dusky green,

In masses broke into the light,

As rose the moon upon my right:
But nought distinctly secn

In the dim waste would indicate

The omen of a cottage gate;

No twinkling taper from afar

Stood like a hospitable star ;

Not even an ignis-fatuus rose

To make him merry with my woes :
That very cheat had cheer’d me then!

Although detected, welcome still,

Reminding me, through every ill,

Of the abodes of men.

XVI.

“ Onward we went—Dbut slack and slow ;
His savage force at length o’erspent,
The drooping courser, faint and low,
All feebly foaming went,
A sickly infant had had power
To guide him forward in that hour ;
But useless all to me:
His new-born tameness nought avail'd—
My limbs were bound ; my force had fai¥d,
Perchance, had they been free.
With feeble effort still 1 tried
To rend the bonds so starkly tied,
But still it was in vain ;
My limbs were only wrung the more,
And soon the idle strife gave o'er,
Which but prolong’d their pain:
The dizzy race seem’d almost done,
Although no goal was nearly won :
Some streaks announced the coming sun—
How slow, alas ! he came!
Methought that mist of dawning gray
Would never dapple into day ;
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How heavily it roll'd away—

Before the eastern flame
Rose crimson, and deposed the stars,
And call’d the radiance from their cars,
And fill'd the earth, from his deep throne,
With lonely lustre, all his own.

XVII.

¢« Up rose the sun ; the mists were curl’d
Jack from the solitary world

Which lay around, behind, before.

What hooted it to traverse o’er

Plain, forest, river 7 Man nor brute,

Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot,

Lay in the wild luxuriant soil ;

No sign of travel, none of toil ;

The very air was mute ;

And not an insect’s shrill small horn,

Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne
From herb nor thicket. Many a werst,
Panting as if his heart would burst,
The weary brute still staggerd on ;

And still we were—or seem’d—alone.
At length, while reeling on our way,
Methought I heard a courser neigh,
From out yon tuft of blackening firs.

Is it the wind those branches stirs?
No, no! from out the forest prance

A trampling troop ; I see them come
In one vast squadron they advance !

I strove to cry—my lips were dumb,
The steeds rush on in plunging pride ;
But where are they the reins to guide?
A thousand horse, and none to ride !
With flowing tail, and flying mane,
Wide nostrils never stretch’d by pain,
Mouths bloodless to the bit or rein,
And feet that iron nzver shod,

And flanks unscarr’d by spur or rod,
A thousand horse, the wild, the free,
Like waves that follow o’er the sea, -

Came thickly thundering on,

As if our faint approach to meet;
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The sight re-nerved my courser’s feet,

A moment staggering, feebly fleet,

A moment, with a faint low neigh,

He answer'd, and then fell ;

With gasps and glazing eyes he lay,

And reeking limbs immoveable,

His first and last career 1s done!

On came the troop—they saw Lim stoop,
They saw me strangely bound along
His back with many a bloody thong :

They stop, they start, they snuff the air,

Gallop a moment here and there,

Approach, retire, wheel round and round,

Then plunging back with sudden bound,

Headed by one black mighty steed,

Who seem’d the patriarch of his breed,
Without a single speck or hair

Of white upon his ¢haggy hide ;

They snort, they foam, neigh, swerve aside,

And backward to the forest fly,

By instinct, from a human eye.

They left me there to my despair,
Link’d to the dead and stiffening wretch,
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch,
Relieved from that unwonted weight,
From whence I could not extricate
Nor him nor me—and there we lay,

The dying on the dead !

I little deem’d another day
Would see my houseless, helpless head.

“ And there from morn to twilight bound,
I felt the heavy hours toil round,

With just enough of life to see

My last of suns go down on me,

In hopeless certainty of mind,

That makes us feel at length resign’d

To that which our foreboding years
Present the worst and last of fears:
Inevitable—even a boon,

Nor more unkind for coming soon,

Yet shunn’d and dreaded with such care,
As if it only were a snare
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That prudence might escape :

At times both wished for and implored,
At times sought with self-pointed sword,
Yet still a dark and hideous close

To even intolerable woes,

And welcome in no shape.

And, strange to say, the sons of pleasure,
They who have revell'd beyond measure
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasure,
Die calm, or calmer, oft than he

Whose heritage was misery :

For he who hath in turn run through

All that was beautiful and new,

Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave;
And, save the future, (which 1s view'd
Not quite as men are base or good,

But as their nerves may be endued,)

With nought perhaps to grieve :

The wretch still hopes his woes must end,
And Death, whom he should deem his friend,
Appears, to his distemper'd eyes,

Arrived to rob him of his prize,

The tree of his new Paradise.

To-morrow would have given him all,
Repaid his pangs, repair'd his fall ;
To-morrow would have been the first

Of days no more deplored or curst,

But bright, and long, and beckoning years,
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears,
Guerdon of many a painful hour ;
To-morrow would have given him power
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save—

And must it dawn upon his grave?

XVIII.

““The sun was sinking—still I lay
Chain’d to the still and stiffening steed
I thought to mingle there our clay,
And my dim eyes of death had need ;
No hope arose of being freed :
I cast my last looks up the sky,
And there between me and the sun
I saw the expecting raven fly,

49



50

FALES.

Who scarce would wait till both should die,
Tre his repast begun ;
He flew, and perch’d, then flew once more,
And each time nearer than before ;
I saw his wing through twilight flit,
And once so near me he alit
I could have smote, but lack’d the strength ;
But the slight motion of my hand,
And feeble scratching of the sand,
The exerted throat’s faint struggling noise,
Which scarcely could be call'd a voice,
Together scared him off at length.
I know no more—my latest dream
Is something of a lovely star
Which fix'd my dull eyes from afar,
And went and came with wandering beam,
And of the cold, dull, swimming, dense
Sensation of recurring sense,
And then subsiding back to death,
And then again a little breath,
A little thnll, a short suspense,
An icy sickness curdling o’er
My heart, and sparks that cross'd my brain—
A gasp, a throb, a start of pain,
A sigh, and nothing more.

XIX.

“1 woke—where was 1?—Do I see
A human face look down on me?
And doth a roof above me close ?
Do these limbs on a couch repose ?
Is this a chamber where I lie?
And 1s it mortal yon bright eye,
That watches me with gentle glance ?
I closed my own again once more,
As doubtful that my former trance
Could not as yet be o'er.
A slender girl, long-hair’d, and tall,
Sate watching by the cottage wall ;
‘The sparkle of her eye I caught,
Even with my first return of thought ;
For ever and anon she threw
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A prying, pitying glance on me

With her black eyes so wild and free:
I gazed, and gazed, until I knew

No vision it could be,—

PBut that I lived, and was released
From adding to the vulture’s feast:
And when the Cossack maid beheld
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d,
She smiled—and I essay’d to speak,
3ut faild—and she approach’d, and made
With lip and finger signs that said,
1 must not strive as yet to break
The silence, till my strength should be
Enough to leave my accents free ;
And then her hand on mine she laid,
And smooth'd the pillow for my head,
And stole along on tiptoe tread,

And gently oped the door, and spake
In whispers—ne’er was voice so sweet !
Even music follow’d her light feet:

But those she call'd were not awake,
And she went forth ; but, ere she pass'd,
Another look on me she cast,

Another sign she made, to say,

That 1 had nought to fear, that all
Were near, at my command or call,

And she would not delay
Her due return :(—while she was gone,
Methought I felt too much alone.

XX.

«Ghe came with mother and with sire—
What need of more ?>—I will not tire
With long recital of the rest,
Since I became the Cossack’s guest.
They found me senseless on the plain,
They bore me to the nearest hut,
They brought me into life again—
Me—one day oer their realm to reign !
Thus the vain fool who strove to glut
His rage, refining on my pain,
Sent me forth to the wilderness,
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Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone,

To pass the desert to a throne,—
What mortal his own doom may guess?
Let none despond, let none despair !

To-morrow the Borysthenes

May see our coursers graze at ease

Upon his Turkish bank, and never

Had I such welcome for a river
As [ shall yield when safely there.

Comrades, good night !”—The Hetman threw
His length beneath the oak-tree shade,
With lealy couch already made,

A bed nor comfortless nor new

To him, who took his rest whene’er

The hour arrived, no matter where :
His eyes the hastening slumbers steep.

And if ye marvel Charles forgot

To thank his tale, ¢ wender'd not,—
The king had been an hour asleep.

THE ISLAND;

CHRISTIAN AND HIS COMRADES.

ADVERTISEMENT.

Tue foundation of the following story will be found partly
in Lieutenant Bligh’s “ Narrative of the Mutiny and Seizure
of the Bounty, in the South Sea, in 1789 ;” and partly in
“ Mariner's Account of the Tonga Islands.”

Genoa, 1823.

CANTO THE FIRST.
T

THE morning watch was come ; the vessel lay
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ;



CANTO I1.] THE ISLAND.

The cloven billow flash’d from off her prow
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough ;
The waters with their world were all before ;
Behind, the South Sea’s many an islet shore.
The quiet night, now dappling, ‘gan to wane,
Dividing darkness from the dawning main ;
The dolphins, not unconscious of the day,
Swam high, as eager of the coming ray ;

The stars from broader beams began to creep,
And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ;
The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white,
And the wind flutter’d with a freshening flight ;
The purpling ocean owns the coming sun,
But ere he break—a deed 1s to be done.

I1.

The gallant chief within his cabin slept,

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept:
His dreams were of Old England’s welcome shore,
Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o’er ;

His name was added to the glorious roll

Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole.
The worst was over, and the rest seem’d sure,
And why should not his slumber be secure?
Alas! his deck was trod by unwilling feet,

And wilder hands would hold the vessel’s sheet ;
Young hearts which languish’d for some sunny isle,
Where summer years and summer women smile ;
Men without country, who, too long estranged,
Had found no native home, or found it changed,
And, half uncivilised, preferr’d the cave

Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave—
The gushing fruits that nature gave untill'd ;
The wood without a path but where they will'd ;
The field o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour’d
Her horn ; the equal land without a lord ;

The wish—which ages have not yet subdued

In man—to have no master save his mood :

The earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold,
The glowing sun and produce all its gold ;

The freedom which can call each grot a home ;
The general garden, where all steps may roam,
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Where Nature owns a nation as her child,

Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild ;

Their shélls, their fruits, the only wealth they know,
Their unexploring navy, the canoe ;

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ;
Their strangest sight, an European face :—

Such was the country which these strangers yearn’d
To see again ; a sight they dearly earn’d.

I11.

Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate !
Awake ! awake !—Alas! it is too late !

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer

Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear.
Thy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy breast ;
The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest ;
Dragg'd o’er the deck, no more at thy command
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand ;
That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath
Its desperate escape from duty’s path,

Glares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice :

For ne’er ean man his conscience all assuage,
Unless he drain the wine of passion—rage.

1v,

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death,

Thou call’st the loyal with thy menaced breath (—
They come not; they are few, and, overawed,
Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud.

In vain thou dost demand the cause: a curse

Is all the answer, with the threat of worse.

Full in thine eyes is waved the glittering blade,
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid,

The levell'd muskets circle round thy breast

In hands as steel'd to do the deadly rest.

Thou dar’st them to their worst, exclaiming—* Fire | ”
But they who pitied not could yet admire ;

Some lurking remnant of their former awe
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law ;
They would not dip their souls at once in blood,
But left thee to the mercies of the flood.
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“Hoist out the boat ! ” was now the leader’s cry ;
And who dare answer “ No !” to Mutiny,

In the first dawning of the drunken hour,

The Saturnalia of unhoped-for power?

The boat 1s lower’d with all the haste of hate,
With its slight plank between thee and thy fate ;
Her only cargo such a scant supply

As promises the death their hands deny ;

And just enough of water and of bread

To keep, some days, the dying from the dead :
Some cordage, canvas, sails, and lines, and twine,
But treasures all to hermits of the brine,

Were added after, to the earnest prayer

Of those who saw no hope, save sea and air;
And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole—
The feeling compass—Navigation’s soul.

) i

And now the self-elected chief finds time

To stun the first sensation of his crime,

And raise it in his followers—“ Ho ! the bowl !”
Lest passion should return to reason’s shoal.

“ Brandy for heroes !” Burke could once exclaim—
No doubt a liquid path to epic fame ;

And such the new-born heroes found it here,

And drain’d the draught with an applauding cheer.
“Huzza ! for Otaheite !’ was the cry.

How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny !
The gentle island, and the genial soil,

The friendly hearts, the feasts without a toil,

The courteous manners but from nature caught,
The wealth unhoarded, and the love unbought ;
Could these have charms for rudest sea-boys, driven
Before the mast by every wind of heaven ?

And now, even now prepared with others’ woes
To earn mild Virtue’s vain desire, repose ?

Alas! such 1s our nature ! all but aim

At the same end by pathways not the same ;

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our name,
Our fortune, temper, even our outwdrd frame,
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Are far more potent o’er our yiclding clay

Than aught we know beyond our little day.

Yet still there whispers the small voice within,
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din :
Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod,

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God.

VII.

The launch is crowded with the faithful few
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew :

But some remain’d reluctant on the deck

Of that proud vessel—now a moral wreck—
And view’d their captain’s fate with piteous eyes:
While others scoff’d his augur’'d miseiies,
Sneer'd at the prospect of his pigmy sail,

And the slight bark so laden and so frail.

The tender nautilus, who steers his prow,

The sea-born sailor of his shell canoe,

The ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea,

Seems far less fragile, and, alas! more free.

He, when the lightning-wing’d tornados sweep
The surge, is safe—his port is in the deep—
And triumphs o’er the armadas of mankind,
Which shake the world, yet crumble in the wind.

VIIIL.

When all was now prepared, the vessel clear
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer,

A seaman, less obdurate than his mates,

Show’d the vain pity which but irritates ;
Watch’d his late chieftain with exploring eye,
And told, in signs, repentant sympathy ;

Held the moist shaddock to his parched mouth,
Which felt exhaustion’s deep and bitter drouth.
But soon observed, this guardian was withdrawn,
Nor further mercy clouds rebellion’s dawn,
Then forward stepp’d the bold and froward boy
His chief had cherish’d only to destroy,

And, pointing to the helpless prow beneath,
Exclaim’d, “ Depart at once ! delay is death !”
Yet then, even then, his feelings ceased not all ;
In that last moment could a word recall
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Remorse for the black deed as yet half done,
And what he hid from many show’d to one:
When Bligh in stern reproach demanded where
Was now his grateful sense of former care ?
Where all his hopes to see his name aspire,
And blazon Britain’s thousand glories higher?
His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy spell,
“T is that! 'tis that! I am in hell! in hell!”
No more he said : but urging to the bark

His chief, commits him to his fragile ark ;
These the sole accents from his tongue that fell,
But volumes lurk’d below his fierce farewell.

IX.

The arctic sun rose broad above the wave;

The breeze now sank, now whisper’d from his cave ;
As on the Alolian harp, his fitful wings

Now swell'd, now flutter'd o’er his ocean strings.
With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d skiff
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce seen cliff;
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main:

That boat and ship shall never meet again !

But ’t is not mine to tell their tale of grief,
Their constant peril, and their scant relief;
Their days of danger, and their nights of pam -
Their manly courage even when deem’d in vain;
The sapping famme rendering scarce a son
Known to his molher in the skcleton;
The ills that lessen’d still their little store,
And starved even Hunger till he wrung no more;
The varying frowns and favours of the deep,
That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to creep
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along
The tide that yields reluctant to the strong;
The incessant fever of that arid thirst
Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst
Above their naked bones, and feels delight
In the cold drenching of the stormy night,
And from the outsprc'ul canvas gladly wrings
A drop to moisten life’s all-gasping springs ;
The savage foe escaped, to seek again
More hospitable shelter from the main;

VOL. IL I
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The ghastly spectres which were doom’d at last
To tell as true a tale of dangers past,

As ever the dark annals of the deep

Disclosed for man to dread or woman weep.

X‘

We leave them to their fate, but not unknown
Nor unredress'd. Revenge may have her own:
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause,
And injured navies urge their broken laws.
Pursue we on his track the mutineer,

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear.
Wide o’er the wave—away ! away ! away !

Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome bay ;
Once more the happy shores without a law
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw ;
Nature, and Nature’s goddess—woman—woos
To lands where, save their conscience, none accuse ;
Where all partake the earth without dispute,
And bread itself 1s gather'd as a fruit

Where none contest the fields, the woaods, the streams:—
The goldless age, where gold disturbs no dreams,
Inhabits or inhabited the shore,

Till Europe taught them better than before :
Bestow’d her customs, and amended theirs,

But left her vices also to their heirs,

Away with this ! behold them as they were,

Do good with Nature, or with Nature err,

““ Huzza ! for Otaheite ! ” was the cry,

As stately swept the gallant vessel by.

The breeze springs up ; the lately flapping sail
Extends its arch before the growing gale ;

In swifter ripples stream aside the seas,

Which her bold bow flings off with dashing ease.
Thus Argo plough’d the Euxine’s virgin foam,
But those she wafted still look’d back to home
These spurn their country with their rebel bark,
And fly her as the raven fled the ark;

And yet they seek to nestle with the dove,

And tame their fiery spirits down to love,
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CANTO THE SECOND.

I.

How pleasant were the songs of Toobonai,

When summer’s sun went down the coral bay !
Come, let us to the islet’s softest shade,

And hear the warbling birds ! the damsel said :
The wood-dove from the forest-depth shall coo,
Like voices of the gods from Bolotoo ;

Well cull the flowers that grow above the dead,
For these most bloom where rests the warrior's head ;
And we will sit in twilight's face, and see

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa trec,
The lofty accents of whose sighing bough

Shall sadly please us as we lean below ;

Or climb the steep, and view the surf n vain
Wrestle with rocky giants o’er the main,

Which spurn in columns back the baftled spray.
How beautiful are these ! how happy they,

Who, from the toil and tumult of their lives,

Steal to look down where nought but ocean strives |
Even he too loves at times the blue lagoon,

And smooths his ruffled mane beneath the moon.

1.

Ves—from the sepulchre we’ll gather flowers,
Then feast like spirits in their promised bowers,
Then plunge and revel in the rolling surf,
Then lay our limbs along the tender turf,
And, wet and shining from the sportive toil,
Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil,
And plait our garlands gather'd from the grave,
And wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave.
But lo ! night comes, the Mooa woos us back,
The sound of mats are heard along our track ;
Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen
In flashing mazes o’cr the Marly’s green ;
And we too will be there ; we too recall
The memory bright with many a festival,
Ere Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes
For the first time were wafted in canoes.
Alas ! for them the flower of mankind bleeds;
Alas! for them our ficlds are rank with weeds

E 2
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Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown,

Of wandering with the moon and love alone,

But be it so :(—#key taught us how to wield

The club, and rain our arrows o’er the field :

Now let them reap the harvest of their art!

But feast tonight! to-morrow we depart.

Strike up the dance! the cava bowl fill high'!
Drain every drop !—to-morrow we may die.

In summer garments be our limbs array'd ;
Around our waists the tappa’s white display’d ;
Thick wreaths shall form our coronal, like spring’s,
And round our neck shall glance the hooni strings ;
So shall their brighter hues contrast the glow

Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below.

111,

But now the dance i1s o’er—yet stay awhile ;
Ah, pause ! nor yet put out the social smile.
To-morrow for the Mooa we depart,

But not to-night—to-night is for the heart.
Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo,

Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo !

How lovely are your forms ! how every sense
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense,
Like to the flowers on Mataloco’s steep,
Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deep l—
We too will see Lico ; but—oh ! my heart —
What do I say ?—to-morrow we depart !

1V.

Thus rose a song—the harmony of times

Jefore the winds blew Europe o’er these climes.
True, they had vices—such are Nature’s growth—
But only the barbarian’s—we have both ;

The sordor of civilisation, mix'd

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix’d.
Who hath not seen Dissimulation’s reign,

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain?
Who such would see may from his lattice view
The Old World more degraded than the New,—
Now zew no more, save where Columbia rears
Twin giants, born by Freedom to her spheres,
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Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave,
Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave.

v.

Such was this ditty of Tradition’s days,

Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys

In song, where fame as yet hath left no sign
Beyond the sound whose charm 1s half divine;
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye,

But yields young history all to harmony;

A boy Achilles, with the centaur’s lyre

In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire.

For one long-cherish’d ballad’s simple stave,
Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave,
Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side,

Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide,
Hath greater power o’er each true heart and ear,
Than all the columns Conquest’s minions rear ;
Invites, when hieroglyphics are a theme

For sages’ labours, or the student’s dream ;
Attracts, when History’s volumes are a toil,—
The first, the freshest bud of Feeling’s soil.

Such was this rude rhyme—rhyme is of the rude—
But such inspired the Norseman’s solitude,

Who came and conquer'd ; such, wherever rise
Lands which no foe destroy or civilise,

Exist: and what can our accomplish’d art

Of verse do more than reach the awaken’d heart?

VI.

And sweetly now those untaught melodies
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies,

The sweet siesta of a summer day,

The tropic afternoon of Toobonai,

When every flower was bloom, and air was balm,
And the first breath began to stir the palm,
The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave
All genltly to refresh the thirsty cave,

Where sat the songstress with the stranger boy,
Who taught her passion’s desolating joy,

Too powerful over every heart, but most

O’er those who know not how it may be lost;

Gl
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O’er those who, burning in the new-born fire,

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre,

With such devotion to their ecstasy,

That life knows no such rapture as to die:

And die they do; for earthly life has nought
Match'd with that burst of nature, even in thought;
And all our dreams of better life above

But close in one eternal gush of love.

Vl[.

There sat the gentle savage of the wild,

In growth a woman, though in years a child,

As childhood dates within our colder clime,
Where nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime ;

The infant of an infant world, as pure

From nature—lovely, warm, and premature ;
Dusky like night, but night with all her stars,

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars ;

With eyes that were a language and a spell,

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell,

With all her loves around her on the deep,
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ;

Yet full of life—for through her tropic cheek

The blush would make its way, and all but spealk
The sun-born blood suffused her neck, and threw
()’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue,

Like coral reddening through the darken’d wave,
Which draws the diver to the erimson cave.

Such was this daughter of the southern seas,
Herself a billow in her energies,

To bear the bark of others’ happiness,

Nor feel a sorrow till their joy grew less s

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew

No joy like what it gave ; her hopes ne'er drew
Aught from experience, that chill touchstone whose
Sad proof reduces all things from their hues:

She tear'd no ill, because she knew it not,

Or what she knew was soon—too soon—forgot :
Her smiles and tears had pass'd, as light winds pass
O'er lakes, to ruffle, not destroy, their glass,
Whose depths unsearch’'d, and fountains from the hill,
Restore their surface, in itsell so stll,
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Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave,

Root up the spring, and trample on the wave,
And crush the living waters to a mass,

The amphibious desert of the dank morass !

And must their fate be hers? The eternal change
But grasps humanity with quicker range ;

And they who fall but fall as worlds will fall,

To rise, if just, a spirit o’er them all,

VIIIL.

And who is he? the blue-eyed northern child

Of isles more known to man, but scarce less wild ;
The fair-hair’d offspring of the Hebrides,

Where roars the Pentland with its whirling seas ;
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind,

The tempest-born in body and in mind,

His young eyes opening on the ocean-foam,

Had from that moment deem’d the deep his home,
The giant comrade of his pensive moods,

The sharer of his craggy solitudes,

The only Mentor of his youth, where’er |
His bark was borne ; the sport of wave and air ;
A careless thing, who placed his choice in chance,
Nursed by the legends of his land’s romance ;
Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear,
Acquainted with all feelings save despair,

Placed in the Arab’s clime, he would have been
As bold a rover as the sands have seen,

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip

As Ishmael, wafted on his desert-ship ;

Fix'd upon Chili’s shore, a proud cacique;;

On Hellas’ mountains, a rebellious Greek ;

Born in a tent, perhaps a Tamerlane ;

Bred to a throne, perhaps unfit to reign.

For the same soul that rends its path to sway,

If rear’d to such, can find no further prey
Beyond itself, and must retrace its way,

Plunging for pleasure into pain: the same

Spirit which made a Nero, Rome'’s worst shame,
A humbler state and discipline of heart,

Had form’d his glorious namesake’s counterpart ;
But grant his vices, grant them all his own,

How small their theatre without a throne !
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Both children of the Isles, though distant far;
Both born beneath a sea- prcqulmo star

Both nourish’d amidst nature’s native scenes,
T.oved to the last, whatever intervenes

Between us and our childhood’s sympathy,
Which still reverts to what first caught the eye.
He who first met the Highlands’ swelling blue
Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue,
Hail in each crag a friend’s familiar face,

And clasp the mountain in his mind's embrace.
Long have I roam’d through lands which are not mine,
Adored the Alp, and loved the Apennine,
Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep

Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep :

But 't was not all long ages' lore, nor all

Thetr nature held me in their thnlling thrall ;
The infant rapture still survived the boy,

And Loch-na-gar with Ida look’d o’er Troy,
Mix'd Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount,
And Highland linns with Castalie’s clear fount.
Forgive me, Homer's universal shade !

Forgive me, Pheebus ! that my fancy stray’'d ;
The north and nature taught me to adore

Your scenes sublime, from those beloved before.

XIIL

The love which maketh all things fond and fair,
The youth which makes one rainbow of the air,
The dangers past, that make even man enjoy
The pause in which he ceases to destroy,

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel
Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel,
United the half savage and the whole,

The maid and boy, in one absorbing soul.

No more the thundering memory of the fight
Wrapp'd his wean'd bosom in its dark d(,]wht
No more the irksome restlessness of rest
Disturb’d him like the eagle in her nest,

Whose whetted beak and far- pervading eye
Darts for a victim over all the sky :

His heart was tamed to that voluptuous state,
At once Elysian and effeminate,
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Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero’s urn :—
These wither when for aught save blood they burn ;
Vet when their ashes in their nook are laid,

Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a shade?

Had Cexsar known but Cleopatra’s kiss,

Rome had been free, the world had not been his.
And what have Casar's deeds and Caesar’s fame
Done for the earth? We feel them in our shame:
The gory sanction of his glory stains

The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains.
Though Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid
Roused millions do what single Brutus did—
Sweep these mere mock-birds of the despot’s song
From the tall bough where they have perch’d so long,—
Still are we hawk’d at by such mousing owls,

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls,

When but a word of freedom would dispel

These bugbears, as their terrors show too well.

XIV.

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life,

Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife,
With no distracting world to call her off
From love ; with no society to scoff

At the new transient flame ; no babbling crowd
Of coxcombry in admiration loud,

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy

Her duty, and her glory, and her joy :

With faith and feelings naked as her form,
She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm,
Changing its hues with bright variety,

But still expanding lovelier o’er the sky,
Howe'er its arch may swell, its colours move,
The cloud-compelling harbinger of love.

XV.

Here, in this grotto of the wave-worn shore,
They pass'd the tropic’s red meridian o'er ;

Nor long the hours—they never paused o'er time,
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime,

Which deals the daily pittance of our span,

And points and mocks with iron laugh at man.
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What deem’d they of the future or the past?
The present, like a tyrant, held them fast:
Their hour-glass was the sea-sand, and the tide,
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments glide ;
Their clock the sun, in his unbounded tow'r ;
They reckon’d not, whose day was but an hour;
The nightingale, their only vesper-bell,

Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell ;

The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep,
As in the north he mellows o’er the deep ;

Jut fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left
The world for ever, earth and light bereft,
Plunged with red forehead down along the wave,
As dives a hero headlong to his grave.
Then rose they, looking first along the skies,
And then for light into each other’s eyes,
Wondering that summer show'd so brief a sun,
And asking if indeed the day were done.

XVI.

And let not this seem strange: the devotee
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy ;

Around him days and worlds are heedless driven,
His soul is gone before his dust to heaven.

Is love less potent? No—his path is trod,

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ;

Or link’d to all we know of heaven below,

The other better self, whose joy or woe

Is more than ours; the all-absorbing flame
Which, kindled by another, grows the same,
Wrapt in one blaze ; the pure, yet funeral pile,
Where gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and smile.
How often we forget all time, when lone,
Admiring Nature's universal throne,

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense
Reply of Zers to our intelligence |

Live not the stars and mountains ? Are the waves
Without a spirit? Are the dropping caves
Without a feeling in their silent tears?

No, no;—they woo and clasp us to their spheres,
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before

Its hour, and merge our soul in the great shore.
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Strip off this fond and false identity —

Who thinks of self when gazing on the sky?
And who, though gazing lower, ever thought,
In the young moments cre the heart is taught
Time’s lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ?
All nature is his realm, and love his throne.

XVII.

Neuha arose, and Torquil : twilight’s hour
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower,
Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars,
Fchoed their dim light to the mustering stars.
Slowly the pair, partaking nature’s calm,

Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm ;
Now smiling and now silent, as the scene;
Lovely as Love—the spirit ——when serene.

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell,
Than breathes his mimic murmurer in the shell,
As, far divided from his parent deep,

The sea-born infant cries, and will not sleep,
Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave

For the broad bosom of his nursing wave :

The woods droop’d darkly, as inclined to rest,
The tropic bird wheel’d rockward to his nest,
And the blue sky spread round them like a lake
Of peace, where Piety her thirst might slake.

XVIIIL.

But through the palm and plantain, hark, a voice !
Not such as would have been a lover’s choice,
In such an hour, to break the air so still ;

No dying night-breeze, harping o'er the hill,
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree,
Those best and earliest lyres of harmony,
With Echo for their chorus; nor the alarm
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ;
Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl,

Exhaling all his solitary soul,

The dim though large-eyed winged anchorite,
Who peals his dreary pean o’er the night ;
But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill

As ever started through a sea-bird’s bill ;
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And then a pause, and then a hoarse, “ Hillo!
Torquil, my boy ! what cheer? Ho! brother, ho!”
¢t Who hails ?"” cried Torquil, following with his eye
The sound. * Here'’s one,” was all the brief reply.

XIX,

But here the herald of the self-same mouth
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south,

Not like a “bed of violets” on the gale,

But such as wafts its cloud o’er grog or ale,
Borne from a short frail pipe, which yet had blown
Its gentle odours over either zone,

And, pufl'd where'er winds rise or waters roll,
Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole,
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash'd,

And reek’d, ‘midst mountain-billows, unabash’d,
To Aolus a constant sacrifice,

Through every change of all the varying skics.
And what was he who bore it ?—I may err,

But deem him sailor or philosopher.

Sublime tobacco ! which from east to west
Clieers the tar’s labour or the Turkman’s rest;
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides

His hours, and rivals opium and his brides ;
Magnificent in Stamboul, but less grand,

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Stran;
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe,

When tipp'd with amber, mellow, rich, and rip:;
Like other charmers, wooing the caress,

More dazzlingly when daring in full dress:

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far

Thy naked beauties—Give me a cigar |

XX,

Through the approaching darkness of the wood
A human figure broke the solitude,
FFantastically, it may be, array’d,

A seaman in a savage masquerade ;

Such as appears to rise out from the deep
When o’er the line the merry vessels sweep,
And the rough saturnalia of the tar

Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune's borrow’d car,
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And, pleased, the god of ocean sees his name
Revive once more, though but in mimic game
Of his true sons, who riot in the breeze
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades.

Still the old god delights, from out the main,
To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign.
Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim,

His constant pipe, which never yet burn’d dim,
His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait,
Like his dear vessel, spoke his former state ;
But then a sort of kerchief round his head,

Not over-tightly bound, nor nicely spread ;
And, ’stead of trowsers (ah! too early torn!
For even the mildest woods will have their thorn),
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat

Now served for inexpressibles and hat ;

His naked feet, and neck, and sunburnt face,
Perchance might suit alike with either race.

His arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth,
Which two worlds bless for civilising both ;
The musket swung behind his shoulders, broad,
And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode,
But brawny as the boar’s; and hung beneath,
His cutlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheath,
Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were

Link’d to his belt, a matrimonial pair—

(Let not this metaphor appear a scoff,

Though one miss'd fire, the other would go off) ;
These, with a bayonet, not so free from rust

As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust,
Completed his accoutrements, as Night
Survey'd him in his garb heteroclite.

XXT,

¢ What cheer, Ben Bunting?” cried (when in full view
Our new acquaintance) Torquil.  * Aught of new? "
““ By, ey!” quoth Ben, “ not new, but news enow ;

A strange sail in the offing.”—*Sail | and how?
What | could you make her out? It cannot be;

I 've seen no rag of canvas on the sea.”

« Belike,” said Ben, “ you might not from the bay,
But from the bluff-head, where I watch’d to-day,
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I saw her in the doldrums : for the wind
Was light and baffling.”—* When the sun declined
Where lay she ? had she anchor’d ? ”—* No, but still
She bore down on us, till the wind grew still?”
“ Her flag *"—* I had no glass: but fore and aft,
Egad! she seem’d a wicked-looking craft.”
“ Arm’'d ? "—*“I expect so ;—sent on the look-out:
T is time, belike, to put our helm about.”
“ About >—Whate’er may have us now in chase,
We ’ll make no running fight, for that were base ;
We will die at our quarters, like true men.”
“Ey, ey ! for that 't is all the same to ben.”
¢ Does Christian know this?”—“ Ay ; he has piped all
hands
To quarters. They are furbishing the stands
Of arms ; and we have got some guns to bear,
And scaled them. You are wanted,”—* That’s but fair ;
And if it were not, mine 15 not the soul
To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal.
My Neuha ! ah! and must my fate pursue
Not me alone, but one so sweet and true ?
Jut whatsoe’er betide, ah, Neuha ! now
Unman me not; the hour will not allow
A tear ; I’m thine whatever intervenes!”
“Right,” quoth Ben ; ‘“that will do for the marines.”

CANTO THE THIRD.

I.

TuE fight was o’er ; the flashing through the gloom,
Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb,

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven
Had left the earth, and but polluted heaven :

The rattling roar which rung in every volley

Had left the echoes to their melancholy ;

No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for boom ;
The strife was done, the vanquish'd had their doom ;
The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, or ta'en,

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain.

Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o’er ~
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The isle they loved beyond their native shore.
No further home was theirs, it seem’d, on earth,
Once renegades to that which gave th(.m birth ;
Track’d like wild beasts, like them they sought ‘the wild,
As to a mother’s bosom flies the child ;
Jut vainly wolves and lions seck their den,
And still more vainly men escape from men.

IT,

Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes
Far over ocean in its fiercest moods,

When scaling this enormous crag the wave

Is hurl'd down headlong like the foremost brave,
And falls back on the foaming crowd behind,
Which fight beneath the banners of the wind,
But now at rest, a little remnant drew

Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ;

But still their weapons in their hands, and still
With something of the pride of former will,

As men not all unused to meditate,

And strive much more than wonder at their fate.
Their present lot was what they had foreseen,
And dared as what was likely tu have been ;
Vet still the lingering hope, which deem’d their lot
Not pardon’d, but unsought for or forgot,

Or trusted that, if sought, their distant caves
Might still be miss’d amidst the world of waves,
Had wean’d their thoughts in part from what they saw
And felt, the vengeance of their country’s law.
Their sea-green isle, their guilt-won paradise,
No more could shield their virtue or their vice :
Their better feelings, if such were, were thrown
Back on themselves,—their sins remain’d alone.
Proscribed even in their second country, they
Were lost ; in vain the world before them lay ;
All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice ;

But what avail’d the club and spear, and arm

Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm,

The magic of the thunder, which destroy’d

‘The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d ?
Dug, like a spreading ])L.Slll(.l'lC(? the grave

No less of human bravery than the brave !
YOL. 11, F
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Their own scant numbers acted all the few

Against the many oft will dare and do ;

But though the choice seems native to die free,

Even Greece can boast but one Thermopylz,

Till #0z, when she has forged her broken chain
Back to a sword, and dies and lives again !

II1.

Beside the jutting rock the few appear'd,

Like the last remnant of the red-deer’s herd *1

Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn,

But still the hunter’s blood was on their horn.

A little stream came tumbling from the height,

And straggling into ocean as it might,

Its bounding crystal frolick’d in the ray,

And gush’d from cliff to crag with saltless spray :

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure

And fresh as innocence, and more secure,

Its silver torrent glitter’d o'er the deep,

As the shy chamois’ eye o’erlooks the steep,

While far below the vast and sullen swell

Of ocean’s alpine azure rose and fell.

To this young spnnrr they rush’d,—all feelings first

Absorb’d in passion’s and in nature's thirst,—

Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw

Their arms aside to revel in its dew ;

Cool'd their scorch’d throats, and wash’d the gory stains

From wounds whose only bandage might be chains ;

Then, when their drought was quench’d, look’d sadly
round,

As wondering how so many still were found

Alive and fetterless :—but silent all,

Each sought his fellow’s eyes, as if to call

On him for langnage which his lips denied,

As though their voices with their cause had died,

IV,

Stern, and aloof a little from the rest,

Stood Christian, with his arms across his chest.
The ruddy, lt..(‘l\]t,‘i‘w dauntless hue once spread
Along his cheek was livid now as lead ;

His libht brown locks, so gram.ful n t]1e1r flow,
Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow.
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Still as a statue, with his lips comprest

To stifle even the breath within his breast,

Fast by the rock, all menacing, but mute,

He stood ; and, save a slight beat of his foot,
Which deepen’d now and then the sandy dint
Beneath his heel, his form seem’d turn'd to flint.
Some paces further Torquil lean’d his head
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bled,—
Not mortally :—his worst wound was within ;

His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in,

And blood-drops, sprinkled o'er his yellow hair,
Show'd that his faintness came not from despair,
But nature’s ebb. Beside him was another,
Rough as a bear, but willing as a brother,—

Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wash, and wipe,
And bind his wound—then calmly lit his pipe,

A trophy which survived a hundred fights,

A beacon which had cheer’d ten thousand nights.
The fourth and last of this deserted group
Walk’d up and down—at times would stand, then stoop
To pick a pebble up—then let it drop—

Then hurry as in haste—then quickly stop—
Then cast his eyes on his companions—then
Half whistle half a tune, and pause again—

And then his former movements would redouble,
With something between carelessness and trouble.
This is a long description, but applies

To scarce five minutes pass’d before the eyes;
But yet z/a? minutes | Moments like to these
Rend men’s lives into immortalities.

Vl

At length Jack Skyscrape, a mercurial man,

Who flutter’d over all things like a fan,

More brave than firm, and more disposed to dare

And die at once than wrestle with despair,

Exclaim’d, ¢“G—d damn !"—those syllables intense,—
Nucleus of England’s native eloquence,

As the Turk’s ““ Allah ” or the Roman’s more

Pagan “ Proh Jupiter !” was wont of yore

To give their first impressions such a vent,

By way of echo to embarrassment.
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Jack was embarrass'd,—never hero more,

And as he knew not what to say, he swore :
Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound
Revived Ben Bunting from his pipe profound ;
He drew it from his mouth, and look’d full wise,
But merely added to the oath his eyes;

Thus rendering the imperfect phrase complete,
A peroration I need not repeat.

VI,

But Christian, of a higher order, stood

Like an extinct volcano in his mood ;

Silent, and sad, and savage,—with the trace
Of passion reeking from his clouded face ;

Till lifting up again his sombre eye,

It glanced on Torquil, who lean’d faintly by.

“ And is it thus?” he cried, “unhappy boy !
And thee, too, #ice—my madness must destroy
He said, and strode to where young Torquil stood,
Yet dabbled with his lately flowing blood ;

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press,

And shrunk as fearful of his own caress ;

Inquired into his state ; and when he heard

The wound was slighter than he deem’d or fear'd,
A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow,

As much as such a moment would allow.

“Yes,” he exclaim’d, “we 're taken in the toil,

But not a coward or a common spoil ;

Dearly they’ve bought us—dearly still may buy,—
And I must fall ; but have you strength to fly ?

'T would be some comfort still, could you survive:
Our dwindled band 1s now too few to strive.

Oh ! for a sole canoe ! though but a shell,

To bear you hence to where a hope may dwell!
For me, my lot is what I sought; to be,

In life or death, the fearless and the free.”

1"

VII.

Even as he spoke, around the promontory,
Which nodded o’er the billows high and hoary,
A dark speck dotted ocean: on it flew

Like to the shadow of a roused sea-mew ;
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Onward it came—and, lo ! a second follow’d—
Now seen—now hid—where ocean’s vale was hollow'd ;
And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew
Presented well-known aspects to the view,

Till on the surf their skimming paddles play,
Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray ;—
Now perching on the wave’s high curl, and now
Dash’d downward in the thundering foam below,
Which flings it broad and boiling sheet on sheet,
And slings its high flakes, shiver'd into sleet :

But floating still through surf and swell, drew nigh
The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky.
Their art seem’d nature—such the skill to sweep
The wave of these born playmates of the deep.

VIII.

And who the first that, springing on the strand,
Leap'd like a nereid from her shell to land,

With dark but brilliant skin, and dewy eye
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy ?
Neuha—the fond, the faithful, the adored—

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour'd ;

And smiled, and wept, and near and nearer clasp’d,
As if to be assured 't was /#m she grasp'd ;
Shudderd to see his yet wasn wound, and then,
To find it trivial, smiled and wept again.

She was a warrior's.daughter, and could bear
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair.
Her lover lived,—nor foes nor fears could blight
That full-blown moment in its all delight :

Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill'd the sob

That rock’d her heart till almost heard to throb ;
And paradise was breathing in the sigh

Of nature’s child in nature’s ecstasy.

IX.

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting

Were not unmoved ; who are, when hearts are greeting?
Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy

With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy

Mix’d with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays

In hopeless visions of our better days,
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When all’s gone—to the rainbow’s latest ray,
« And but for me!” he said, and turn’d away ;
Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den

A lion looks upon his cubs again ;

And then relapsed into his sullen guise,

As heedless of his further destinies.

X

But brief their time for good or evil thought ;
The billows round the promontory brought

The plash of hostile oars.—Alas | who made
That sound a dread? All around them seem’d array’'d
Against them, save the bride of Toobonal

She, as she caught the first ghimpse o’er the bay
Of the arm’d boats, which hurried to complete
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet,
Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows,
Embark’d their guests and launch’d their light canoes,
In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ;
But she and Torquil must not part again.

She fix’d him in her own.—Away ! away !

They clear the breakers, dart along the bay,
And towards a group of islets, such as bear

The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-hollow'd lair,
They skim the blue tops of the billows ; fast
They flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased.
They gain upon them—now they lose again,—
Again make way and menace o’er the main j
And now the two canoes in chase divide,

And follow different courses o’er the tide,

To bafile the pursuit.—Away ! away !

As life is on each paddle’s flight to-day,

And more than life or lives to Neuha: Love
Freights the frail bark and urges to the cove
And now the refuge and the foe are nigh—

Yet, yet a moment: Fly, thou light ark, fly!
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CANTO THE FOURTH.
1.

Warte as a white sail on a dusky sea,
When half the horizon’s clouded and half free,
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky,
Is hope’s last gleam in man’s extremity.
Her anchor parts ! but still her snowy sail
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale:
Though every wave she climbs divides us more,
The heart still follows from the loneliest shore.

IL.

Not distant from the isle of Toobonai,

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray,
The haunt of birds, a desert to mankind,
Where the rough seal reposes from the wind,
And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun,

Or gambols with huge frolic in the sun:
There shrilly to the passing oar is heard

The startled echo of the ocean bird,

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood,
The feather'd fishers of the solitude.

A narrow segment of the yellow sand

On one side forms the outline of a strand ;
Here the young turtle, crawling from his shell,
Steals to the deep wherein his parents dwell ;
Chipp'd by the beam, a nursling of the day,
But hatch’d for ocean by the fostering ray;
The rest was one bleak precipice, as €'er

Gave mariners a shelter and despair;

A spot to make the saved regret the deck
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck.
Such was the stern asylum Neuha chose

To shield her lover from his following foes ;
But all its secret was not told ; she knew

In this a treasure hidden from the view.

IT1.

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot,
The men that mann’d what held her Torquil’s lo,

79
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By her command removed, to strengthen more
The skiff which wafted Christian from the shore.
This he would have opposed ; but with a smile
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle,

And bade him “speed and prosper.” Ske would take
The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake.

They parted with this added aid ; afar

The proa darted like a shooting star,

And gain'd on the pursuers, who now steer’d
Right on the rock which she and Torquil near'd.
They pull'd ; her arm, though delicate, was free
And firm as ever grappled with the sea,

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier strength.
The prow now almost lay within its length

Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face,

With nought but soundless waters for its base ;
Within a hundred boats’ length was the foe,

And now what refuge but their frail canoe?

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye,
Which said—* Has Neuha brought me here to die?
Is this a place of safety, or a grave,

And yon huge rock the tombstone of the wave?”

Iv.

They rested on their paddles, and uprose
Neuha, and pointing to the approaching foes,
Cried, “ Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow
Then plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow.
There was no time to pause—the foes were near—
Chains in his eye, and menace in his ear;

With vigour they pull’d on, and as they came,
Hail'd him to yield, and by his forfeit name,
Headlong he leapt—to him the swimmer’s skill
Was native, and now all his hope from ill :

But how, or where? He dived, and rose no more ;
The boat’s crew look’d amazed o’er sea and shore,
There was no landing on that precipice,

Steep, harsh, and slippery as a ‘berg of ice.

They watch’d awhile to see him float again,

But not a trace rebubbled from the main :

The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face,

Since their first plunge, recall’d a single trace ;

'??
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The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam,
That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their latest home,
White as a sepulchre above the pair

Who left no marble (mournful as an heir),

The quiet proa wavering o'er the tide

Was all that told of Torquil and his bride ;

And but for this alone the whole might seem
The vanish’d phantom of a seaman’s dream.
They paused and search’d in vain, then pull'd away;
Every superstition now forbade their stay.

Some said he had not plunged into the wave,

But vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave;
Others, that something supernatural

Glared in his figure, more than mortal tall ;
While all agreed that in his cheek and eye

There was a dead hue of eternity.

Still as their oars receded from the crag,

Round every weed a moment would they lag,
Expectant of some token of their prey;

But no—he had melted from them like the spray.

V.

And where was he the pilgrim of the deep,
Following the nereid? Had they ceased to weep
For ever? or, received in coral caves,

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves ?
Did they with ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwell,
And sound with mermen the fantastic shell ?

Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air ?

Or had they perish’d, and in silence slept
Beneath the gulf wherein they boldly leapt ?

VI

Young Neuha plunged into the deep, and he
Follow'd : her track beneath her native sea

Was as a native’s of the element,

So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went,
Leaving a streak of light behind her heel,

Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious steel.
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace

The depths where divers hold the pearl in chase,

81
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Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas,

Pursued her liquid steps with heart and ease.
Deep—deeper for an instant Neuha led

The way—then upward soar'’d—and as she spread
Her arms, and flung the foam from off her locks,
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by the rocks,
They had gain'd a central realm of earth again,
But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain,
Around she pointed to a spacious cave,

Whose only portal was the keyless wave,

(A hollow archway by the sun unseen,

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green,

In some transparent ocean holiday,

When all the finny people are at play,)

Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil’s eycs,
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise ;
Led him to where the rock appear’d to jut,

And form a something like a Triton’s hut;

For all was darkness for a space, till day,
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray ;

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle

The dusty monuments from light recoll,

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine

'The vault drew half her shadow from the scene.

VII.

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew

A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo;

A plantain-leaf o’er all, the more to keep

Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep.

This mantle kept it dry ; then from a nook

Of the same plantain-leaf a flint she took,

A few shrunk wither’d twigs, and from the blade
Of Torquil’s knife struck fire, and thus array’d
The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high,
And show’d a self-born Gothic canopy ;

The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect,

The architrave some earthquake might erect ;
The buttress from some mountain’s bosom hurl’d,
When the Poles crash’d, and water was the world ;
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire,
While yet the globe reek’d from its funeral pyre;
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The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,

Were there, all scoop’d by Darkness from her cave.
There, with a little tinge of phantasy,

Fantastic faces mop’d and mow’d on high,

And then a mitre or a shrine would fix

The eye upon its seeming crucifix.

Thus Nature play’d with the stalactites,

And built herself a chapel of the seas.

VIIL

And Neuha took her Torquil by the hand,

And waved along the vault her kindled brand,
And led him into each recess, and show’d

The secret places of their new abode,

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared
Before, to soothe the lover’s lot she shared :
The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo,
And sandal oil to fence against the dew ;

For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread
Born of the fruit; for board the plantain spread
With its broad leaf, or turtle-shell which bore

A banquet in the flesh it cover’d o’er;

The gourd with water recent from the rill,

The ripe banana from the mellow hill ;

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light,

And she herself as beautiful as night,

To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene,

And make their subterranean world serene.

She had foreseen, since first the stranger’s sail
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might fail,
And form’d a refuge of the rocky den

For Torquil’s safety from his countrymen,

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe,
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ;
Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour
With all could cheer or deck their sparry bower ;
And now slhie spread her little store with smiles,
The happiest daughter of the loving isles.

IX.

She, as he gazed with grateful wonder, press'd
Her shelter'd love to her impassion’d breast ;
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And suited to her soft caresses, told

An olden tale of love,—for love is old,

Old as eternity, but not outworn

With each new being born or to be born:

How a young chief, a thousand moons ago,
Diving for turtle in the depths below,

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey,

Into the cave which round and o’er them lay ;
How in some desperate feud of after-time

He shelter’d there a daughter of the clime,

A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe,

Saved by his tribe but for a captive’s woe ;

How, when the storm of war was still’d, he led
His island clan to where the waters spread

Their deep-green shadow o’er the rocky door,
Then dived—it seem’d as if to rise no more :

His wondering mates, amazed within their bark,
Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue shark ;
Row’d round in sorrow the sea-girded rock,

Then paused upon their paddles from the shock ;
When, fresh and springing from the deep, they saw
A goddess rise—so deem’d they in their awe ;
And their companion, glorious by her side,

Proud and exulting in his mermaid bride :

And how, when undeceived, the pair they bore
With sounding conchs and joyous shouts to shore ;
How they had gladly lived and calmly died,

And why not also Torquil and his bride ?

Not mine to tell the rapturous caress

Which follow’d wildly in that wild recess

This tale ; enough that all within that cave

Was love, though buried strong as in the grave
Where Abelard, through twenty years of death,
When Eloisa’s form was lower'd beneath

Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press’d
The kindling ashes to his kindled breast.

The waves without sang round their couch, their roar
As much unheeded as if life were o'er;

Within, their hearts made all their harmony,
Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh.
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xl

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock
Which left them exiles of the hollow rock,

Where were they? O’er the sea for life they plied,
To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied.
Another course had been their choice—but where ?
The wave which bore them still their foes would bear,
Who, disappointed of their former chase,

In search of Christian now renew’d their race.
Eager with anger, their strong arms made way,
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey.

They gain'd upon them, all whose safety lay

In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay :

No further chance or choice remain’d ; and right
For the first further rock which met their sight
They steer'd, to take their latest view of land,

And yield as victims, or die sword in hand ;
Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop, who
Would still have battled for that scanty crew ;

But Christian bade them seck their shore again,
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain ;

For what were simple bow and savage spcar
Against the arms which must be wielded here?

XI,

They landed on a wild but narrow scene,

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ;
Prepared their arms, and w1th that gloomy eye,
Stern and sustain’d, of man’s extremity,

When hope is gone, nor glory’s self remains

To cheer resistance against death or chains,—
They stood, the three, as the three hundred stood
Who dyed '1he]mopyl'1, with holy blood.

But, ah ! how different ! 't is the cause makes all,
l.)egrades or hallows courage in its fall.

Q’er them no fame, eternal and intense,

Blazed through the clouds of death and beckon’d hence ;
No grateful country, smiling through her tears,
Begun the praises of a thousand years ;

No nation’s eye would on their tomb be bent,

No heroes envy them their monument ;
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However boldly their warm blood was spilt,
Their life was shame, their epitaph was guilt.
And this they knew and felt, at least the one,
The leader of the band he had undone ;

Who, born perchance for better things, had set
His life upon a cast which linger'd yet:

But now the die was to be thrown, and all
The chances were in favour of his fall :

And such a fall! But still he faced the shock,
Obdurate as a portion of the rock

Whereon he stood, and fix’d his levell’d gun,
Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun.

XIT.

The boat drew nigh, well arm’d and firm the crew
To act whatever duty bade them do ;

Careless of danger, as the onward wind

Is of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind.

And yet perhaps they rather wish’'d to go

Against a nation’s than a native foe,

And felt that this poor victim of self-will,

Briton no more, had once been Britain’s still.
They hail’d him to surrender—no reply ;

Their arms were poised, and glitter’d in the sky.
They hail'd again—no answer ; yet once more
They offer'd quarter louder than before.

The echoes only, from the rock’s rebound,

Took their last farewell of the dying sound.
Then flash’d the flint, and blazed the volleying flamc,
And the smoke rose between them and their aim,
While the rock rattled with the bullets” knell,
Which peal'd in vain, and flatten’d as they fell ;
Then flew the only answer to be given

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven.
After the first fierce peal, as they pull'd nigher,
They heard the voice of Christian shout, “ Now, fire!™
And ere the word upon the echo died,

Two fell ; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side,
And, furious at the madness of their foes,
Disdain’d all further efiorts, save to close,

But steep the crag, and all without a path,

Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath,
While, placed 'midst clefts the least accessible,
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Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well,
The three maintain’d a strife which must not yield,
In spots where eagles might have chosen to build.
Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell,
Dash’d on the shingles like the limpet shell ;

But still enough survived, and mounted still,
Scattering their numbers here and there, until
Surrounded and commanded, though not nigh
Enough for seizure, near enough to die,

The desperate trio held aloof their fate

But by a thread, like sharks who 've gorged the bait ;
Yet to the very last they battled well,

And not a groan inform’d their foes z/4o fell.
Christian died last—twice wounded ; and once more
Mercy was offer’'d when they saw his gore;

Too late for life, but not too late to die,

With, though a hostile hand, to close his cye.

A limb was broken, and he droop’d along

The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young.

The sound revived him, or appear'd to wake

Some passion which a weakly gesture spake:

He beckon’d to the foremost, who drew nigh,

But, as they near’d, he rear'd his weapon high—
His last ball had been aim’d, but from his breast
He tore the topmost button from his vest,

Down the tube dash’d it, levell'd, fired, and smiled
As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coil'd

His wounded, weary form, to where the steep
Look’d desperate as himself along the deep ;

(Cast one glance back, and clench’d his hand, and shook
His last rage 'gainst the earth which he forsook ;
Then plunged : the rock below received like glass
His body crush’d into one gory mass,

With scarce a shred to tell of human form,

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ;

A fair-haird scalp, besmear’d with blood and weeds,
Vet reek’d, the remnant of himself and deeds ;
Some splinters of his weapons (to the last,

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast)
Yet glitter'd, but at distance—hul'd away

To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray.

The rest was nothing—save a life mis-spent,

And soul—but who shall answer where it went?




88

TALES. [CANTO IV.

T is ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and they
Who doom to hell, themselves are on the way,
Unless these bullies of eternal pains

Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains.

XIIL

The deed was over! All were gone or ta’en,
The fugitive, the captive, or the slain.

Chain’d on the deck, where once, a gallant crew,
They stood with honour, were the wretched few
Survivors of the skirmish on the isle;

But the last rock left no surviving spoil.

Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering,
While o’er them flapp’d the sea-birds’ dewy wing,
Now wheeling nearer from the neighbouring surge,
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge:
But calm and carcless heaved the wave below,
Eternal with unsympathetic flow ;

Far o’er its face the dolphins sported on,

And sprung the flying fish against the sun,

Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height,
To gather moisture for another flight.

X1V.

T was morn ; and Neuha, who by dawn of day
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray,

And watch if aught approach’d the amphibious lair
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air:

It flappd, it fill'd, and to the growing gale

Bent its broad arch: her breath began to fail

With fluttering fear, her heart beat thick and high,
While yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie.
But no! it came not; fast and far away

The shadow lessen’d as it clear’d the bay.

She gazed and flung the sea-foam from her eyes,

To watch as for a rainbow in the skies.

On the horizon verged the distant deck,

Diminish’d, dwindled to a very speck-—

Then vanish’d.  All was ocean, all was joy !

Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy;
Told all she had seen, and all she hoped, and all
That happy love could augur or recall
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Sprung forth again, with Torquil following free

His bounding nereid over the broad sea ;

Swam round the rock, to where a shallow cleft

Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left

Drifting along the tide, without an oar,

That eve the strangers chased them from the shore ;
But when these vanish’d, she pursued her prow,
Regain’d, and urged to where they found it now;
Nor ever did more love and joy embark,

Than now were wafted in that slender ark.

XV.

Again their own shore rises on the view,

No more polluted with a hostile hue ;

No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam,

A floating dungeon :—all was hope and home !

A thousand proas darted o’er the bay,

With sounding shells, and heralded their way ;
The chiefs came down, around the people pour'd,
And welcomed Torquil as a son restored ;

The women throng’d, embracing and embraced
By Neuha, asking where they had been chased,
And how escaped? The tale was told ; and then
One acclamation rent the sky again ;

And from that hour a new tradition gave

Their sanctuary the name of “ Neuha’s Cave.”

A hundred fires, far flickering from the height,
Blazed o'er the general revel of the night,

The feast in honour of the guest, return’d

To peace and pleasure, perilously earn’d ;

A night succeeded by such happy days

As only the yet infant world displays.

VOL. 1L G
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Tramas,

MANFRED:
A DRAMATIC POEM.

¢¢There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

DRAMATIS PERSONAL.

MANFRED. WITCit OF THE ALPS.
Crnamors HUNTER, ARIMANES,

ABBOT OF ST. MAURICE. N EMESTS.

MANUEL. Tur DESTINIES.
HERMAN. SPIRITS, &C.

The Scene of the Drama is amongst the hicher Alps—partly in the Castle of
Manfred, and partly in the Mountains.

ACT &

ScENE I.—MANFRED alone.—Scene, a Gothic Gallery.—
Time, Midnight.

Man. TaE lamp must be replenish’d, but even then
It will not burn so long as I must watch :
My slumbers—if I slumber—are not sleep,
But a continuance of enduring thought,
Which then I can resist not: in my heart
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close
To look within ; and yet I live, and bear
The aspect and the form of breathing men.
But grief should be the instructor of the wise;
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Sorrow is knowledge : they who know the most
Must mourn the deepest o'er the fatal truth,
The tree of Knowledge is not that of Life.
Philosophy and science, and the springs
Of wonder, and the wisdom of the world,
I have essay’d, and in my mind there is
A power to make these subject to itself—
But they avail not: 1 have done men good,
And I have met with good even among men—
But this avail'd not : 1 have had my foes,
And none have baffled, many fallen before me—
But this avail’d not :—Good, or evil, life,
Powers, passions, all I see in other beings,
Have been to me as rain unto the sands,
Since that all-nameless hour. I have no dread,
And feel the curse to have no natural fear,
Nor fluttering throb, that beats with hopcs or wishes,
Or lurking love of t;omc.thmﬂr on the earth.
Now to my task.—
Mysterious agency !
Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe !
Whom I have sought in darkness and in light—
Ye, who do compass earth about, and dwell
In subtler essence—ye, to whom the tops
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts,
And earth’s and ocean’s caves familiar things—
1 call upon ye by the written charm
Which gives me power upon you—Rise! Appear!
[A pause.] They come not yet.—Now by the voice of him
Who 1s the first among you—Dby this sign,
Which makes you tremble—Dby the claims of him
Who is undying,—Rise! Appear! Appear !
[A pause.] 1f it be so—Spirits-of earth and air,
Ye shall not thus elude me : by a power,
Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell,
Which had its birthplace in a star condemn’d,
The burning wreck of a demolish’d world,
A wandering hell in the eterpal space ;
By the strong curse which is upon my soul,
The thought which is within me and around me,
I do compel ye to my will—Appear !
L4 star is seen at the darker end of the gallery, it is stalionary ;
and @ voice 1s heard stging.

G 2
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FIrST SPIRIT,

Mortal | to thy bidding bow’d,
From my mansion in the cloud,
Which the breath of twilight builds,
And the summer’s sunset gilds
With the azure and vermilion,
Which is mix’d for my pavilion ;
Though thy quest may be forbidden,
On a star-beam I have ridden:

To thine adjuration bow’d,
Mortal—Dbe thy wish avow'd !

Voice of the SECOND SPIRIT,

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ;
They crown’d him long ago

On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds,
With a diadem of snow.

Around his waist are forests braced,
The Avalanche in his hand ;

But ere it fall, that thundering ball
Must pause for my command.

The Glacier’s cold and restless mass
Moves onward day by day ;

But I am he who bids it pass,
Or with its ice delay.

I am the spirit of the place,
Could make the mountain bow

And quiver to its cavern’d base—
And what with me wouldst Z%ou ?

Voice of the THIRD SPIRIT.

In the blue depth of the waters,
Where the wave hath no strife,

Where the wind is a stranger,
And the sea-snake hath life,

Where the Mermaid 1s decking

- Her green hair with shells,

Like the storm on the surface
Came the sound of thy spells;

[AcT L
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O’er my calm Hall of Coral
The deep echo roll'd—

To the Spirit of Ocean
Thy wishes unfold !

FourTH SPIRIT.

Where the slumbering earthquake
Lies pillow’d on fire,

And the lakes of bitumen
Rise boilingly higher ;

Where the roots of the Andes
Strike deep in the earth,

As thelr summits to heaven
Shoot soaringly forth ;

I have quitted my birthplace,
Thy bidding to bide—

Thy spell hath subdued me,
Thy will be my guide !

Firra SpIriT.

I am the Rider of the wind,
The Stirrer of the storm ;

The hurricane I left behind
Is yet with lightning warm ;

To speed to thee, o’er shore and sea
I swept upon the blast :

The fleet I met sail’d well, and yet
"T will sink ere night be past.

"SIXTH SPIRIT.
My dwelling is the shadow of the night,
Why doth thy magic torture me with light ?

SEVENTH SPIRIT,

The star which rules thy destiny

Was ruled, ere earth began, by me :
It was a world as fresh and fair

As €eer revolved round sun in air;
Its course was free and regular,
Space bosom’d not a lovelier star.
The hour arrived—and it became

A wandering mass of shapeless flame,

93
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A pathless comet, and a curse,

The menace of the universe ;

Still rolling on with innate force,

Without a sphere, without a course,

A bright deformity on high,

The monster of the upper sky!

And thou ! beneath its influence born—
Thou worm ! whom I obey and scorn—
Forced by a power (which is not thine,
And lent thee but to make thee mine)
For this brief moment to descend,

Where these weak spirits round thee bend
And parley with a thing like thee—

What wouldst thou, Child of Clay ! with me?

Z7¢ SEVEN SPIRITS.

Earth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star,
Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay !
Before thee at thy quest their spirits are—
What wouldst thou with us, son of mortals—say?

Man. Forgetfulness —
Fipst Spirit. Of what—of whom—and why ?
Man. Of that which is within me ; read it there—
Ye know it, and I cannot utter 1t.
Speret. We can but give thee that which we possess ;
Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, the power
O’er earth—the \l.hole or portion—or a sign
Which shall control the elements, whereof
We are the dominators,—each and all,
These shall be thine.
Man, Oblivion, self-oblivion !
Can ye not wring from out the hidden realms
Ye offer so profusely what I ask?
Spirit. It is not in our essence, in our skill ;
But—thou may’st die.
Man, Will death bestow it on me?
Spirif, We are immortal, and do not forget ;
We are eternal ; and to us the past
Is, as the future, present. Art thou answer'd ? [here
Man. but the power which brought ye
Hath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will !
The mind, the spirit, the Promethean spark,
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The lightning of my being, is as bright,
Pervading, and far darting as your own,
And shall not yield to yours, though coop’d in clay !
Answer, or I will teach you what I am.

Spirit. We answer as we answer’d ; our reply
Is even in thine own words.

Man. Why say ye so?

Spirit. 1f, as thou say'st, thine essence be as ours,

We have replied in telling thee, the thing
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us.

Man. T then have call’d ye from your realms in vain ;
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me.

Spirit. Say,

What we possess we offer ; it is thine:

Bethink ere thou dismiss us ; ask again j

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of days——
Man. Accursed ! what have I to do with days?

They are too long already.—Hence—Dbegone !

Spirit. Yet pause: being here, our will would do thee
Bethink thee, is there then no other gift [service ;
Which we can make not worthless in thine eyes?

Man. No, none: yet stay—one moment, erc we parl,
I would behold ye face to face. I hear
Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds,

As music on the waters; and I see

The steady aspect of a clear large star;

But nothing more. Approach me as ye are,
Or one, or all, in your accustom’d forms.

Sperit. We have no forms, beyond the elements
Of which we are the mind and principle
But choose a form—in that we will appear.

Man. 1 have no choice; there is no form on earth
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let him,

Who is most powerful of ye, take such aspect
As unto him may seem most fitting—Come |
Seventh Spivit (appearing in the shape of a beautiful
Jemale jigure). bBehold !
Man. Oh God! if it be thus, and #kou
Art not a madness and a mockery,
I yet might be most happy. I will clasp thee,
And we again will be The figure vanishes.
My heart 1s crush’d !
[MANFRED falls senseless.
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(A4 woice is heard in the Incantation which Jollows.)

When the moon is on the wave,

And the glow-worm in the grass,
And the meteor on the grave,

And the wisp on the morass;
When the falling stars are shooting,
And the answerd owls are hooting,
And the silent leaves are still
In the shadow of the hill
Shall my soul be upon thine,

With a power and with a sign.

Though thy slumber may be deep,

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep ;

There are shades which will not vanish,
There are thoughts thou canst not banish ;
By a power to thee unknown,

Thou canst never be alone

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud,

Thou art gather'd in a cloud :

And for ever shalt thou dwell

In the spirit of this spell.

Though thou secest me not pass by,
Thou shalt feel me with thine eye
As a thing that, though unseen,
Must be near thee, and hath been ;
And when in that secret dread
Thou hast turn’d around thy head,
Thou shalt marvel I am not

As thy shadow on the spot,

And the power which thou dost feel
Shall be what thou must conceal,

And a magic voice and verse

Hath baptized thee with a curse ;
And a spirit of the air

Hath begirt thee with a snare ;

In the wind there is a voice

Shall forbid thee to rejoice;;

And to thee shall night deny

All the quiet of her sky ;

And the day shall have a sun,
Which shall make thee wish it done.
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From thy false tears I did distil

An essence which hath strength to kill ;
From thy own heart I then did wring
The black blood in its blackest spring ;
From thy own smile I snatch’d the snake,
For there it coil’d as in a brake ;

From thy own lip I drew the charm
Which gave all these their chiefest harm ;
In proving every poison known,

I found the strongest was thine own.

By thy cold breast and serpent smile,

By thy unfathom’d gulfs of guile,

By that most seeming virtuous eye,

By thy shut soul’s hypocrisy ;

By the perfection of thine art

Which pass’d for human thine own heart;
By thy delight in others’ pain,

And by thy brotherhood of Cain,

I call upon thee! and compel

Thyself to be thy proper Hell !

And on thy head I pour the vial

Which doth devote thee to this trial ;

Nor to slumber, nor to-die,

Shall be in thy destiny

Though thy death shall still seem near

To thy wish, but as a fear;

Lo ! the spell now works around thee,
And the clankless chain hath bound thee ;
O’er thy heart and brain together

Hath the word been pass’d—now wither |

ScenE II.

The Mountain of the Jungfrau.— Time, Morning.—MANFRED
alone upon the Clijs.

Man. The spirits I have raised abandon me,
The spells which I have studied baffle me,
The remedy I reck’d of tortured me ;

I lean no more on superhuman aid ;
It hath no power upon the past, and for
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The future, till the past be gulf’d in darkness,
It is not of my search.—My mother Earth !
And thou fresh breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains,
Why are ye beautiful? I cannot love ye.
And thou, the bright eye of the universe,
That openest over all, and unto all

Art a delight—thou shin’st not on my heart.
And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge
I stand, and on the torrent’s brink beneath
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs
In dizziness of distance ; when a leap,

A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring
My breast upon its rocky bosom’s bed

I feel the impulse—yet I do not plunge ;

I see the peril—yet do not recede ;

And my brain reels—and yet my foot is firm s

There is a power upon me which withholds,

And makes it my fatality to live,—

If it be life to wear within myself

This barrenness of spirit, and to be

My own soul’s sepulchre, for I have ceased

To justify my deeds unto myself—-

The last infirmity of evil. Ay,

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister, [A# eagle passes.

Whose happy flight is highest into heaven,

Well may’st thou swoop so near me—1I1 should be

Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets ; thou art gone

Where the eye cannot follow thee ; but thine

Yet pierces downward, onward, or above,

With a pervading vision.—Beautiful !

How beautiful is all this visible world !

How glorious in its action and itself !

But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we,

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit

To sink or soar, with our mix’d essence make

A conflict of its elements, and breathe

The breath of degradation and of pride,

Contending with low wants and lofty will,

Till our mortality predominates,

And men are—what they name not to themselves,

And trust not to each other. Hark ! the note,
[Zhe Shepherd's pipe in the distance is heard.
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‘The natural music of the mountain reed—

For here the patriarchal days are not

A pastoral fable—pipes in the liberal air,

Mix’d with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd ;
My soul would drink those echoes. Oh, that I were-
The viewless spirit of a lovely sound,

A living voice, a breathing harmony,

A bodiless enjoyment—Dborn and dying

With the blest tone which made me !

LEnter from below a CHAMOIS HUNTER.

Chamois Hunler. Even so
This way the chamois leapt : her nimble feet
Have baffled me ; my gains to-day will scarce
Repay my break-neck travail.—What is here ?

Who seems not of my trade, and yet hath reach’d
A height which none even of our mountaineers,
Save our best hunters, may attain : his garb

Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air

Proud as a free-born peasant’s, at this distance :
I will approach him nearer."

Man. (not perceiving the other). To be thus—
Grey-hair'd with anguish, like these blasted pines,
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless,

A Dblighted trunk upon a cursed root,
Which but supplies a feeling to decay—
And to be thus, eternally but thus,
Having been otherwise | Now furrow'd o’er
With wrinkles, plough’d by moments,—not by years,—
And hours, all tortured into ages—hours |
Which I outlive !—Ye toppling crags of ice !
Ye avalanches, whom a breath draws down
In mountainous o’'erwhelming, come and crush me!l
I hear ye momently above, beneath,
Crash with a frequent conflict; but ye pass,
And only fall on things that still would live ;
On the young flourishing forest, or the hut
And hamlet of the harmless villager.
C. Hun. The mists begin to rise from up the valley ;

I°ll warn him to descend, or he may chance
To lose at once his way and life together.

Man. The mists boil up around the glaciers ; clouds
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Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphury,
Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell,
Whose every wave breaks on a living shore,

Heap’d with the damn’d like pebbles.—I am giddy.

C. Hun. 1 must approach him cautiously; if near,
A sudden step will startle him, and he
Seems tottering already.

Man. Mountains have fallen,
Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shock
Rocking their Alpine brethren ; filling up
The ripe green valleys with destruction’s splinters ;
Damming the rivers with a sudden dash,

Which crush’d the waters into mist and made
Their fountains find another channel—thus,
Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg—
Why stood I not beneath 1t?

C. Hun. Friend ! have a care,
Your next step may be fatal !—for the love
Of him who made you, stand not on that brink !

Man. (not hearing him). Such would have been for me a

fitting tomb ;
My bones had then been quiet in their depth;
They had not then been strewn upon the rocks
For the wind’s pastime —as thus—thus they shall be—
In this one plunge.—Farewell, ye opening heavens !
Look not upon me thus reproachfully—
You were not meant for me—Earth ! take these atoms!

[4s MANFRED Zs 1 act To spring from the cliff, the CHAMOIS
HUNTER seizes and retains him with a sudden grasp.

C. Hun. Hold, madman !—though aweary of thy life,
Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood :
Away with me I will not quit my hold.
Man. 1 am most sick at heart—nay, grasp me not—
I am all feebleness—the mountains whirl
Spinning around me I grow blind What art thou?
C. Hun. T'll answer that anon.—Away with me—
The clouds grow thicker there—now lean on me—
Place your foot here—here, take this staff, and cling
A moment to that shrub—now give me your hand,
And hold fast by my girdle—softly—well—
The Chalet will be gain’d within an hour :
Come on, we'll quickly find a surer footing,
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And something like a pathway, which the torrent
Hath wash’d since winter.—Come, 't is bravely done—
You should have been a hunter.—Follow me.
[As they descend the rocks with difficuity, the scene closes.

ACT 1L
SCENE 1.—A cottage amongst the Bernese Alps.

MANFRED and the CHAMOIS HUNTER.

C. Hun. No, no—yet pause-—thou must not yet go forth :

Thy mind and body are alike unfit

To trust each other, for some hours, at least ;

When thou art better, I will be thy guide—

But whither?

Man. It imports not: I do know

My route full well, and need no further guidance.

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait bespeak thee of high lineage—

One of the many chiefs whose castled crags

Look o’er the lower valleys—which of these

May call thee lord? I only know their portals;

My way of life leads me but rarely down

To bask by the huge hearths of those old halls,

Carousing with the vassals ; but the paths,

Which step from out our mountains to their doors,

I know from childhood—which of these is thine?

Man. No matter.
C. Hun. Well, sir, pardon me the question;

And be of better cheer, Come, taste my wine ;

T is of an ancient vintage ; many a day

T has thaw’d my veins among our glaciers, now

Let it do thus for thine—Come, pledge me fairly.

Man. Away, away! there’s blood upon the brim !

Will it then never—never sink in the earth? [thee.
C. Hun. What dost thou mean? thy senses wander from
Man. 1 say 'tis blood—my blood ! the pure warm stream

Which ran in the veins of my father, and in ours

When we were in our youth, and had one heart,

And loved each other as we should not love,

And this was shed : but still it rises up,

Colouring the clouds, that shut me out from heaven,

Where thou art not—and I shall never be.
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C. Hun. Man of strange words, and some half-maddening
Which makes thee people vacancy, whate’er [sin.
Thy dread and sufferance be, there’s comfort yet—
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience—

Man. Patience and patience ! Hence—that word was

made

For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prey ;
Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine,—
I am not of thine order.

C. Hun. Thanks to heaven !
I would not be of thine for the free fame
Of William Tell ; but whatsoe’er thine ill,
It must be borne, and these wild starts are useless.

Man. Do I not bear it >—TLook on me—I live.

C. Hun. This is convulsion and no healthful life.

Man. 1 tell thee, man! I have lived many years,
Many long years, but they are nothing now
To those which I must number: ages—ages—

Space and eternity—and consciousness,
With the fierce thirst of death—and still unslaked !

C. Hun. Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age
Hath scarce been set ; I am thine elder far.

Man. Think'st thou existence doth depend on time?
It doth ; but actions are our epochs : mine
Have made my days and nights imperishable,

Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore,
Innumerable atoms ; and one desert,

Barren and cold, on which the wild waves break,
But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks,
Rocks, and the salt-surf weeds of bitterness.

C. Hun. Alas! he’s mad—but yet I must not leave him.

Man. T would I were—for then the things I see
Would be but a distemper’d dream.

C. Hun. What 1s 1t
That thou dost see, or think thou look’st upon?

Man. Myself, and thee a peasant of the Alps—

Thy humble virtues, hospitable home,

And spirit patient, pious, proud, and free ;

Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts ;
Thy days of health, and nights of sleep ; thy toils,
By danger dignified, yet guiltless ; hopes

Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave,

With cross and garland over its green turf,
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And thy grandchildren’s love for epitaph;
This do I see—and then I look within—
It matters not—my soul was scorch’d already !
C. Hun. And wouldst thou then exchange thy lot for mine ?
Man. No, friend ! I would not wrong thee, nor exchange
My lot with living being: I can bear—
However wretchedly, 't is still to bear—
In life what others could not brook to dream,
But perish in their slumber.
C. Hun. And with this—
This cautious feeling for another’s pain,
Canst thou be black with evil >—say not so.
Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak'd revenge
Upon his enemies ?
Man. Oh ! no, no, no !
My injuries came down on those who loved me—
On those whom I best loved : I never quell’d
An enemy, save in my just defence—
But my embrace was fatal.
C. Hun. Heaven give thee rest !
And penitence restore thee to thyself;
My prayers shall be for thee.
NMan. I need them not—
Jut can endure thy pity. T depart—
T is time—farewell —Here ’s gold, and thanks for thee—
No words—it is thy due.—I'ollow me not—
I know my path—the mountain peril 's past :
And once again I charge thee, follow not !
[£xit MANFRED,

Scene II.

A lowwer Valley in the Alps.—A Cataract,
Linter MANYRED,

Tt is not noon—the sunbow’s rays still arch
The torrent with the many hues of heaven,
And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column
O’er the crag’s headlong perpendicular,
And fling its lines of foaming light along,
And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail,
The Giant steed, to be bestrode by Death,
As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes
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But mine now drink this sight of loveliness ;
I should be sole in this sweet solitude,

And with the Spirit of the place divide

The homage of these waters.—I will call her.

[MANFRED Zakes some of the waler into the palm of his hand,

and flings it into the aiy multlering the adjuration.  After
a pause, the WITCH OF THE ALPS 7ises beneath the arch of
the sunbow of the torrent.

Beautiful Spirit ! with thy hair of light,
And dazzling eyes of glory, in whose form
The charms of earth’s least mortal daughters grow
To an unearthly stature, in an essence
Of purer elements ; while the hues of youth,—
Carnation’d like a sleeping infant’s cheek,
Rock’d by the beating of her mother’s heart,
Or the rose tints, which summer’s twilight leaves
Upon the lofty glacier’s virgin snow,
The blush of earth embracing with her heaven,—
Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame
The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er thee.
Beautiful Spirit! in thy calm clear brow,
Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul,
Which of itself shows immoartality,
I read that thou wilt pardon to a Son
Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit
At times to commune with them—if that he
Avail him of his spells—to call thee thus,
And gaze on thee a moment.
Witch. Son of Earth!
I know thee, and the powers which give thee power;
I know thee for a man of many thoughts,
And deeds of good and 1ll, extreme in both,
Fatal and fated in thy sufferings.
I have expected this—what wouldst thou with me?
Man. To look upon thy beauty—nothing further.
The face of the earth hath madden’d me, and 1
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce
To the abodes of those who govern her—
But they can nothing aid me. I have sought
From them what they could not bestow, and now
I search no further.
Witch. What could be the quest
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Which is not in the power of the most powerful,
The rulers of the invisible ?
Man. A boon ;

But why should T repeat it ? 't were in vain.
Witch. 1 know not that ; let thy lips utter it.
Man. Well, though it torture me, 't is but the same;

My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards

My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men,

Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes;

The thirst of their ambition was not mine ;

The aim of their existence was not mine ;

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers,

Made me a stranger ; though I wore the form,

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh,

Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me

Was there but one who—but of her anon.

I said with men, and with the thoughts of men,

I held but slight communion ; but instead,

My joy was in the wilderness,—to breathe

The difficult air of the iced mountain’s top,

Where the birds dare not build, nor the insect’s wing

Flit o’er the herbless granite ; or to plunge

Into the torrent, and to roll along

On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave

Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow.

In these my early strength exulted ; or

To follow through the night the moving moon,

The stars and their development ; or catch

The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim ;

Or to look, list’'ning, on the scatter’d leaves,

While Autumn winds were at their evening song.

These were my pastimes, and to be alone;

For if the beings, of whom I was one,—

Hating to be so,—cross'd me in my path,

I felt myself degraded back to them,

And was all clay again. And then I dived,

In my lone wanderings, to the caves of death,

Searching its cause in its effect; and drew

From wither'd bones, and skulls, and heap’d up dust,

Conclusions most forbidden. Then I pass’d

The nights of years in sciences untaught,

Save in the old time ; and with time and toil,

And terrible ordeal, and such penance

VOL. II. H
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As in itself hath power upon the air,
And spirits that do compass air and earth,
Space, and the peopled infinite, I made
Mine eyes familiar with Eternity,
Such as, before me, did the Magi, and
He who from out their fountain dwellings raised
Eros and Anteros, at Gadara,
As I do thee ;—and with my knowledge grew
The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy
Of this most bright intelligence, until—

Witch. Proceed.

Man. Oh ! I but thus prolong’d my words,
Boasting these idle attributes, because
As I approach the core of my heart’s grief—
But to my task. I have not named to thee
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being,
With whom I wore the chain of human ties ;
If I had such, they seem’d not such to me;
Yet there was one—

Witch. Spare not thyself—proceed.

Man. She was like me in lineaments ; her eyes,
Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone
Even of her voice, they said were like to mine ;
But soften’d all, and temper'd into beauty :
She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings,
The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind
To comprehend the universe : nor these
Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine,
Pity, and smiles, and tears—which 1 had not;
And tenderness—but that I had for her;
Humility—and that I never had.
Her faults were mine—her virtues were her own—
I loved her, and destroy’'d her !

Witch. With thy hand ?
Man. Not with my hand, but heart, which broke her
It gazed on mine, and wither’d. I have shed |heart ;

Blood, but not hers—and yet her blood was shed ;
I saw—and could not stanch it.

Witch. And for this—
A being of the race thou dost despise,
The order, which thine own would rise above,
Mingling with us and ours,—thou dost forego
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The gifts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st back
To recreant mortality——Away !

Man. Daughter of air! I tell thee, since that hour—
But words are breath—look on me in my sleep,
Or watch my watchings—Come and sit by me !
My solitude is solitude no more,

But peopled with the Furies ;—1I have gnash'd
My teeth in darkness till returning morn,

Then cursed myself till sunset ;—I have pray’'d
For madness as a blessing—'t is denied me.

I have affronted death—Dbut in the war

Of elements the waters shrunk from me,

And fatal things pass'd harmless ; the cold han
Of an all-pitiless demon held me back,

Back by a single hair, which would not break.
In fantasy, imagination, all

The affluence of my soul—which one day was
A Creesus in creation—I plunged deep,

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back
Into the gulf of my unfathom’d thought.

I plunged amidst mankind—Forgetiulness

I sought in all, save where 't is to be found,
And that I have.to learn ; my sciences,

My long-pursued and superhuman art,

Is mortal here : 1 dwell in my despair—

And live—and live for ever.

Witch. It may be
That 1 can aid thee.
Man. To do this thy power

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with then.
Do so—in any shape—in any hour—
With any torture—so it be the last.

Witch. That is not in my province ; but if thou
Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do
My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes.

Man. 1 will not swear—Obey ! and whom ? the spirit
Whose presence I command, and be the slave
Of those who serve me—Never !

Witch. Is this all ?
Hast thou no gentler answer P—VYet bethink thee,
And pause ere thou rejectest.

Man. I have said it.

T3
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Witch. Enough ! I may retire then—say !
Man. Retire!  [Zhe WiTcH disappears.
Man. (alone). We are the fools of time and terror:
Steal on us, and steal from us ; yet we live, [Days
Loathing our life, and dreading still to die.
In all the days of this detested yoke—
This vital weight upon the struggling heart,
Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain,
Or joy that ends in agony or faintness—
In all the days of past and future, for
In life there is no present, we can number
How few—how less than few—wherein the soul
Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws back
As from a stream in winter, though the chill
Be but a moment’s. 1 have one resource
Still in my science—I can call the dead,

And ask them what it is we dread to be:

The sternest answer can but be the Grave,
And that is nothing. If they answer not—-—
The buried Prophet answer’d to the Hag

Of Endor ; and the Spartan Monarch drew
From the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spirit
An answer and his destiny—he slew

That which he loved, unknowing what he slew,
And died unpardon’d—though he call'd in aid
The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused
The Arcadian Evocators to compel

The indignant shadow to depose her wrath,
Or fix her term of vengeance—she replied

In words of dubious import, but fulfill'd.

1f I had never lived, that which I love

Had still been living ; had I never loved,
That which T love would still be beautiful,
Happy and giving happiness. What is she?
What is she now ?—-a sufferer for my sins—
A thing I dare not think upon—or nothing.
Within few hours I shall not call in vain—
Vet in this hour I dread the thing I dare :
Until this hour I never shrunk to gaze

On spirit, good or evil—now I tremble,

And feel a strange cold thaw upon my heart,
But I can act even what I most abhor,

And champion human fears.—The night approaches. [ Zxt,
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Scene IIIT.
The Summit of the Jungfran Mountain,
Lnter FirsT DESTINY,

The moon is rising broad, and round, and bright ;
And here on snows, where never human foot

Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread,

And leave no traces: o’er thy savage sea,

The glassy ocean of the mountain ice,

We skim its rugged breakers, which put on

The aspect of a tumbling tempest’s foam,

Frozen in a moment—a dead whirlpool’s image :
And this most steep fantastic pinnacle,

The fretwork of some earthquake—where the clouds
Pause to repose themselves in passing by—

Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils ;

Here do I wait my sisters, on our way

To the Hall of Arimanes, for to-night

Is our great festival—'t is strange they come not.

A Voice without singing.

The Captive Usurper,
Hurl’d down from the throne
Lay buried in torpor,
Forgotten and lone ;
I broke through his slumbers,
I shiver'd his chain,
I leagued him with numbers—
He’s Tyrant again !

With the blood of a million he’ll answer my care,
With a nation’s destruction—his flight and despair.

Second Voice, without.

The ship sail'd on, the ship sail’d fast,

But I left not a sail, and T left not a mast

There is not a plank of the hull or the deck,

And there 1s not a wretch to lament o’er his wreck ;
Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the hair,
And he was a subject well worthy my care ;

109
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A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea—
But I saved him to wreak further havoc for me!

First DESTINY, answering.

The city lies sleeping ;
The morn, to deplore it,

May dawn on it weeping:
Sullenly, slowly,

The black plague flew o’er it—
Thousands lie lowly ;

Tens of thousands shall perish ;
The living shall fly from

The sick they should cherish ;
But nothing can vanquish

The touch that they die from.
Sorrow and anguish,

And evil and dread,
Envelope a nation ;

The blest are the dead,

Who see not the sight
Of their own desolation ;

~ This work of a night—
This wreck of a realm—this deed of my doing—
For ages 1’ve done, and shall still be renewing !

Enter the SECOND and THIRD DESTINIES.

The Three.

Our hands contain the hearts of men,
Qur footsteps are their graves ;

We only give to take again
The spirits of our slaves!

First Des. Welcome I—Where ’s Nemesis ?
Second Des. . At some great work ;

But what I know not, for my hands were full.
Third Des. Behold she cometh.

Enter N EMESIS.

First Des. - Say, where hast thou been?
My sisters and thyself are slow to-night.

Nem. 1 was detain’d repairing shatter'd throres,
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties,
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Avenging men upon their enemies,

And making them repent their own revenge ;

Goading the wise to madness ; from the dull

Shaping out oracles to rule the world

Afresh, for they were waxing out of date,

And mortals dared to ponder for themselves,

To weigh kings in the balance, and to speak

Of freedom, the forbidden fruit—Away !

We have outstay’d the hour—mount we our clouds?
; | Zxeunt.

SceNE IV.

The Hall of Arimanes—Arimanes on his Throne, a Globe of
Fire, surrounded by the Spirits.

Iymn of the SPIRITS,

Hail to our Master |—Prince of Earth and Air!
Who walks the clouds and waters—in his hand
The sceptre of the elements, which tear
Themselves to chaos at his high command !
He breatheth—and a tempest shakes the sea ;
He speaketh—and the clouds reply in thunder ;
He gazeth—from his glance the sunbeams flee ;
He moveth—earthquakes rend the world asunder,
Beneath his footsteps the volcanoes rise ;
His shadow is the Pestilence ; his path
The comets herald through the crackling skies :
And planets turn to ashes at his wrath.
To him War offers daily sacrifice ;
To him Death pays his tribute ; Life is his,
With all its infinite of agonies—
And his the spirit of whatever is !

Enter the DESTINIES and NEMESIS.

First Des. Glory to Arimanes ! on the earth
His power increaseth—both my sisters did
His bidding, nor did I neglect my duty !

Second Des. Glory to Arimanes! we who bow
The necks of men, bow down before his throne !

Third Des. Glory to Arimanes ! we await
His nod !

Nem. Sovereign of Sovereigns ! we are thine,
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And all that liveth, more or less, is ours,

And most things wholly so ; still to increase
Our power, increasing thine, demands our care,
And we are vigilant. Thy late commands ‘
Have been fulfill'd to the utmost.

Fnter NNANFRED,

A Spirit. What is here?
A mortal '—Thou most rash and fatal wretch,
Bow down and worship! -
Second Spirit. I do know the man—
A Magian of great power, and fearful skill !
Third Spirit. Bow down and worship, slave !'—What,
know’st thou not
Thine and our Sovereign >—Tremble, and obey ! [clay,
All the Spirits. Prostrate thyself, and thy condemned
Child of the Earth ! or dread the worst.

Man. I know it;
And yet ye see I kneel not.
Fourth Spirit. 'T will be taught thee.

Man. T is taught already ;—many a night on the carth,
On the bare ground, have I bow'd down my face,
And strew'd my head with ashes ; I have known
The fulness of humiliation, for
I sunk before my vain despair, and knelt
To my own desolation.
Fifth Spirit. Dost thou dare
Refuse to Arimanes on his throne
What the whole earth accords, beholding not
The terror of his glory >—Crouch, I say.
Man. Bid him bow down to that which is above him,
The overruling Infinite—the Maker,
Who made him not for worship—Ilet him kneel,
And we will kneel together.

The Spirits. Crush the worm !
Tear him in pieces !—
First Des. Hence ! avaunt —he’s miue.

Prince of the Powers invisible ! This man

Is of no common order, as his port

And presence here denote ; his sufferings:

Have been of an immortal nature, like

Our own ; his knowledge, and his powers and will,
As far as is compatible with clay,
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Which clogs the ethereal essence, have been such
As clay hath seldom borne; his aspirations
Have been beyond the dwellers of the earth,
And they have only taught him what we know—
That knowledge is not happiness, and science
But an exchange of ignorance for that
Which is another kind of ignorance.
This is not all—the passions, attributes
Of carth and heaven, from which no power, nor being,
Nor breath from the worm upwards 1s exempt,
Have pierced his heart, and in their consequence
Made him a thing which I, who pity not,
Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine,
And thine, it may be ; be it so, or not,
No other Spirit in this region hath
A soul like his—or power upon his soul.
Nem. What doth he here then?
First Des. Let him answer that.
Man. Ye know what I have known ; and without power
I could not be amongst ye: but there are
Powers deeper still beyond—I come in quest
Of such, to answer unto what I seck.
Nem. What wouldst thou ?
Man. Thou canst not reply to me,
Call up the dead—my question is for them.
Nem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avouch
The wishes of this mortal ?

Ari. Yea.
WNenmt. Whom wouldst thou
Uncharnel ?
Man. One without a tomb—call up
Astarte,
NEMESIS.

Shadow ! or Spirit !
Whatever thou art,
Which still doth inherit
The whole or a part
Of the form of thy birth,
Of the mould of thy clay,
Which return’d to the earth,
Re-appear to the day !
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Bear what thou borest,
The heart and the form,
And the aspect thou worest
Redeem from the worm.
Appear |—Appear |—Appear !
Who sent thee there requires thee here !

[ The Phantom of ASTARTE rises and stands in the midst.
Man. Can this be death? there’s bloom upon her cheek ;

But now I see it is no living hue,

But a strange hectic—like the unnatural red
Which Autumn plants upon the perish’d leaf.
It is the same! Oh, God! that I should dread
To look upon the same—Astarte |—No,

I cannot speak to her—but bid her speak—
Forgive me or condemn me.

N EMESIS.

By the power which hath broken
The grave which enthrall’d thee,

Speak to him who hath spoken,
Or those who have call’d thee!

Man. She is silent,
And in that silence I am more than answer'd.
Nem. My power extends no further. Prince of Air!
Tt rests with thee alone—command her voice.
Ari. Spirit—obey this sceptre !
Nem. Silent still !
She is not of our order, but belongs
To the other powers. Mortal! thy quest is vain,
And we are baffled also.
Man. Hear me, hear me—
Astarte ! my beloved ! speak to me:
I have so much endured—so much endure—
Look on me ! the grave hath not changed thee more
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedst me
Too much, as I loved thee : we were not made
To torture thus each other, though it were
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved.
Say that thou loath’st me not—that I do bear
This punishment for both—that thou wilt be
One of the blessed—and that I shall die;
For hitherto all hateful things conspire
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To bind me in existence—in a life
Which makes me shrink from immortality—
A future like the past. I cannot rest.
I know not what I ask, nor what I seek:
I feel but what thou art, and what I am;
And I would hear yet once before I perish
The voice which was my music—Speak to me !
For I have call’d on thee in the still night,
Startled the slumbering birds from the hush’d boughs,
And woke the mountain wolves, and made the caves
Acquainted with thy vainly echoed name,
Which answer'd me—many things answer'd me—
Spirits and men—Dbut thou wert silent all.
“Yet speak to me! 1 have outwatch’d the stars,
And gazed o’er heaven in vain in search of thee,
Speak to me! I have wanderd o’er the earth,
And never found thy likeness—Speak to me !
Look on the fiends around—they feel for me:
I fear them not, and feel for thee alone—
Speak to me ! though it be in wrath ;—but say—
I reck not what—but let me hear thee once—
This once—once more ! '
Phantom of Astarte.  Manfred !
Man. Say on, say on—
I live but in the sound—it is thy voice !
Phan. Manfred! To-morrow ends thine earthly ills.
Farewell !
Man. Yet one word more—am I forgiven?
Phan. Farewell !
Man. Say, shall we meet aggin?
LPhan. Farewell !
Man. One word for mercy | Say, thou lovest me.
Phan, Manfred !  [Zhe Spirit of ASTARTE disappears.
Nem, She’s gone, and will not be recall’d ;
Her words will be fulfil’ld. Return to the earth.
A Spirit. He is convulsed.—This is to be a mortal
And seek the things beyond mortality.
Another Spirit. Yel, see, he mastereth himself, and makes
His torture tributary to his will.
Had he been one of us, he would have made
An awful spirit.
Nem. Hast thou further question
Of our great sovereign, or his worshippers ?
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Man. None. .
Nent, Then for a time farewell.

Man. We meet then! Where? On the earth P—
Even as thou wilt : and for the grace accorded

I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well !
[Zxit MANFRED.

(Scene closes.)

ACT T,
ScENE 1—A Hall in the Castle of Manfred.
MANFRED and HERMAN,

Man. What is the hour?

Her. It wants but one till sunset,
And promises a lovely twilight.
Man. Say,

Are all things so disposed of in the tower
As I directed ?
Her. All, my lord, are ready :
Here is the key and casket.
Man. It is well:
Thou may’st retire. [Zxit HERMAN.
Man. (alone). There is a calm upon me—
Inexplicable stillness ! which till now
Did not belong to what I knew of life.
If that I did not know philosophy
To be of all our vanities the motliest,
The merest word that ever fool’d the ear
From out the schoolman’s jargon, I should deem
The golden secret, the sought “ Kalon,” found,
And seated in my soul. It will not last,
But it is well to have known it, though but once:
It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense,
And I within my tablets would note down
That there is such a feeling. Who is there ?

Re-enter HERMAN.

Her. My lord, the abbot of St. Maurice craves
To greet your presence.
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Enter the ABBOT OF ST. MAURICE.

Abbot. Peace be with Count Manfred !
Man. Thanks, holy father ! welcome to these walls ;
Thy presence honours them, and blesseth those
Who dwell within them.
Abbot. Would it were so, Count !
But I would fain confer with thee alone.
Man. Herman, retire.—What would my reverend guest?
Abbot, Thus, without prelude :—Age and zeal, my office
And good intent, must plead my privilege ;
Our near, though not acquainted, neighbourhood,
May also be my herald. Rumours strange,
And of unholy nature, are abroad,
And busy with thy name ; a noble name
For centuries: may he who bears it now
Transmit it unimpair'd !
Man. Proceed,—1 listen.
Abbot. ’T is said thou holdest converse with the things
Which are forbidden to the search of man;
That with the dwellers of the dark abodes,
The many evil and unheavenly spirits
Which walk the valley of the shade of death,
Thou communest. I know that with mankind,
Thy fellows in creation, thou dost rarely
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy. |
Man. And what are they who do avouch these things?
Abbot. My pious brethren—the scared peasantry—
Even thy own vassals—who do look on thee
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life ’s in peril.
Man. Take it.
Abbot. I come to save, and not destroy :
T would not pry into thy secret soul ;
But if these things be sooth, there still is tinie
For penitence and pity : reconcile thee
With the true church, and through the church to heaven.
Man. 1 hear thee, This is myreply : whate’er
I may have been, or am, doth rest between
Heaven and myself. T shall not choose a mortal
To be my mediator. Have I sinn’d
Against your ordinances ? prove and punish !
Abbot. My son! I did not speak of punishment,



113

DRAMAS. [AcT 1L

But penitence and pardon ;—with thyself
The choice of such remains—and for the last,
Our institutions and our strong belief
Have given me power to smooth the path from sin
To higher hope and better thoughts ; the first
I leave to heaven,—* Vengeance is mine alone !”
So saith the Lord, and with all humbleness
His servant echoes back the awful word.
Man. Old man ! there is no power in holy men,
Nor charm in prayer, nor purifying form
Of penitence, nor outward look, nor fast,
Nor agony—nor, greater than all these,
The innate tortures of that deep despair,
Which is remorse without the fear of hell,
But all in all sufficient to itself
Would make a hell of heaven—can exorcise
From out the unbounded spirit the quick sense
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufferance, and revenge
Upon itself ; there is no future pang
Can deal that justice on the self-condemn’d
He deals on his own soul.
Abbot. All this 1s well ;
For this will pass away, and be succeeded
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up
With calm assurance to that blessed place,
Which all who seek may win, whatever be
Their earthly errors, so they be atoned :
And the commencement of atonement is
The sense of its necessity. Say on—
And all our church can teach thee shall be taught ;
And all we can absolve thee shall be pardon’d.
Man. When Rome’s sixth emperor was near his last,
The victim of a self-inflicted wound,
To shun the torments of a public death
From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier,
With show of loyal pity, would have stanch’d
The gushing throat with his officious robe ;
The dying Roman thrust him back, and said—
Some empire still in his expiring glance—
“TIt is too late—is this fidelity? ”
Abbot, And what of this?
Man. I answer with the Roman—
“It is too late | ”
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Abbot. It never can be so,
To reconcile thyself with thy own soul,
And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no hope?
'T'is strange—even those who do despair above,
Yet shape themselves some fantasy on earth,
To which frail twig they cling, like drowning men.
Man, Ay—father ! I have had those earthly visions,
And noble aspirations in my youth,
To make my own the mind of other men,
The enlightener of nations ; and to rise
I knew not whither—it might be to fall ;
But fall, even as the mountain-cataract,
Which having leapt from its more dazzling height,
Fven in the foaming strength of its abyss,
(Which cast up misty columns that become
Clouds raining from the re-ascended skies,)
Lies low but mighty still.—But this 1s past,
My thoughts mistook themselves.
Abbot. And wherefore so?
Man. 1 could not tame my nature down ; for he
Must serve who fain would sway ; and soothe, and sue,
And watch all time, and pry into all place,
And be a living lie, who would become
A mighty thing amongst the mean, and such
The mass are ; 1 disdain to mingle with
A herd, though to be leader—and of wolves.
The lion is alone, and so am 1.
Abbot. And why not live and act with other men ?
Man. Because my nature was averse from life ;
And yet not cruel ; for I would not make
But find a desolation. Like the wind,
The red-hot breath of the most lone simoom,
Which dwells but in the desert, and sweeps o'er
The barren sands which bear no shrubs to blast,
And revels o’er their wild and arid waves,
And secketh not, so that it is not sought,
But being met is deadly,—such hath been
The course of my existence ; but there came
Things in my path which are no more.
Abbot. Alas!
I ’gin to fear that thou art past all aid
From me and from my calling; yet so young,
1 still would—
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Man. Look on me ! there is an order
Of mortals on the earth, who do become
Old in their youth, and die ere middle age,
Without the violence of warlike death ;
Some perishing of pleasure, some of study,
Some worn with toil, some of mere weariness,
Some of disease, and some insanity,
And some of wither'd or of broken hearts;
For this last is a malady which slays
More than are number’d in the lists of Fate,
Taking all shapes, and bearing many names.
Look upon me ! for even of all these things
Have I partaken ; and of all these things,
One were enough ; then wonder not that I
Am what I am, but that T ever was,
Or having been, that T am still on earth.
Abbot, Yet, hear me still—
Man. Old man! I do respect
Thine order, and revere thy years ; I deem
Thy purpose pious, but it is In vain:
Think me not churlish ; I would spare thyself,
Far more than me, in shunning at this time
All further colloquy—and so—farewell. [Zxit MANFRED.
Abbot. This should have been a noble creature : he
Hath all the energy which would have made
A goodly frame of glorious elements,
Had they been wisely mingled ; as it is,
It is an awful chaos—Ilight and darkness,
And mind and dust, and passions and pure thoughts
Mix’d, and contending without end or order,—
All dormant or destructive : he will perish,
And yet he must not ; I will try once more.
For such are worth redemption ; and my duty
Is to dare all things for a righteous end.
1’1l follow him—but cautiously, though surely.
| £xif ABBOT.

SceNeE II.
Another Chamber.

MANFRED and HERMAN.

Her. My lord, you bade me wait on you at sunsct:
He sinks behind the mountain,
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Man. Doth he so?
1 will look on him.
(MANFRED advances to the window of the Hall.
Glorious Orb! the idol
Of early nature, and the vigorous race '
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons
Of the embrace of angels, with a sex
More beautiful than they, which did draw down
The erring spirits who can neer return.—
Most glorious orb ! that wert a worship, ere
The mystery of thy making was reveal'd !
Thou ecarliest minister of the Almighty,
Which gladden’d, on their mountain tops, the hearts
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd
Themselves in orisons ! Thou material God!
. And representative of the Unknown—
Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star!
Centre of many stars ! which mak’st our earth
Endurable, and temperest the hues
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays !
Sire of the seasons | Monarch of the climes,
And those who dwell in them ! for near or far,
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee
Even as our outward aspects ;—thou dost rise,
And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well !
I ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take
My latest look ; thou wilt not beam on one
To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been
Of a more fatal nature. He 1s gone:
I follow. : [Zxit MANFRED.

Scene 111

The Mountains—The Castle of Manfred at some distance— A
Terrace before a Tower— Time, T wilight.

HERMAN, MANUEL, and other Dependants of MANFRED.

Her, 'T is strange enough ; night after night, for years,
He hath pursued long vigils in this tower,
Without a witness. 1 have been within it,—
So have we all been oft-times ; but from it,
Or its contents, it were impossible
VOL. 1L 1
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To draw conclusions absolute, of aught

His studies tend to. To be sure, there is

One chamber where none enter: I would give
The fee of what I have to come these three years,
To pore upon its mysteries.

Manuel. "T were dangerous ;
Content thyself with what thou know’st already.

Fer. Ah! Manuel! thou art elderly and wise,
And couldst say much ; thou hast dwelt within the castle—
How many years is 't?

Manuel. Ere Count Manfred’s birth,
I served his father, whom he nought rescmbles.

Her. There be more sons in like predicament.
But wherein do they differ ?

Manuel. I speak not
Of features or of form, but mind and habits :

Count Sigismund was proud, but gay and free,—
A warrior and a reveller ; he dwelt not

With books and solitude, nor made the night

A gloomy vigil, but a festal time,

Merrier than day; he did not walk the rocks
And forests like a wolf, nor turn aside

From men and their delights.

Her. Beshrew the hour,
But those were jocund times! I would that such
Would visit the old walls again ; they look
As if they had forgotten them.

Manuel. These walls
Must change their chieftain first. Oh! I have seen
Some strange things in them, Herman.

Her. ' Come, be friendly ;
Relate me some to while away our watch :

I’ve heard thee darkly speak of an event
Which happen’d hereabouts, by this same tower.

Manuel. That was a night indeed | T do remember
'T was twilight, as it may be now, and such
Another evening ;—yon red cloud, which rests
On Eigher’s pinnacle, so rested then,—

So like that it might be the same ; the wind
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows
Began to glitter with the climbing moon ;

Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower,—
How occupied, we knew not, but with him
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The sole companion of his wanderings
And watchings—her, whom of all earthly things
That lived, the only thing he seem’d to love,—
As he, mdcul by blood was bound to do,
The lady Asta te, his—
Hush ! who comes here?

Enter the Appor,
Abbet. Where is your master ?

Her. Yonder in the tower.
Abbot. 1 must speak with him.
Manuel. “T is impossible ;

He is most private, and must not be thus
Intruded on.

Abbot, Upon myself I take
The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be—
But I must see him.

Her. Thou hast seen him once
This eve already.
Abbot. Herman ! I command thee,

Knock, and apprise the Count of my approach.
Her. We dare not.

Abbot. " Then it seems I must be herald
Of my own purpose.

Manuel. Reverend father, stop—
I pray you pause.

Abbot. Why so?

Manuel. But step this way,

And 1 will tell you further,
| Lixeunt.

Scene IV,

Iuterior of the Tower.
MANEFRED alone.

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops
Of the snow-shining mountains.—Beautiful !
I linger yet with Nature, for the Night

Hath been to me a more familiar face

Than that of man; and in her starry shade
Of dim and solitary loveliness,

I learn’d the language of another world.

I do remember me, that in my youth,
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When 1 was wandeiing,—upon such a night
1 stood within the Coliseum’s wall,
'Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ;
The trees which grew along the broken arches
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars
Shone through the rents of ruin ; from afar
The watch-dog bay’d beyond the Tiber ; and
More near from out the Casars’ palace came
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly,
Of distant sentinels the fitful song
Begun and died upon the gentle wind.
Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach
Appear’d to skirt the horizon, yet they stood
Within a bowshot. Where the Casars dwelt,
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst
A grove which springs through levell'd battlements,
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths,
Ivy usurps the laurel’s place of growth :
But the gladiators’ bloody Circus stands,
A noble wreck in ruinous perfection,
While Czesar's chambers, and the Augustan halls,
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.
And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon
All this, and cast a wide and tender light,
Which soften’d down the hoar austerity
Of rugged desolation, and fill'd up,
As 't were anew, the gaps of centuries ;
Leaving that beautiful which still was so,
And making that which was not, till the place
Became religion, and the heart ran o’er
With silent worship of the great of old,—
The dead but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule
Our spirits from their urns.

T was such a night!
*T is strange that I recall it at this time ;
But I have found our thoughts take wildest flight
Even at the moment when they should array
Themselves in pensive order.

Lnter the ABBOT.

Abbot. My good lord!
I crave a second grace for this approach,
But yet let not my humble zeal offend
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By its abruptness—all it hath of il
Recoils ¢n me; its good in the effect
May light upon your head—could I say /eari—
Could I touch ziat, with words or prayers, I should
Recall a noble spirit which hath wanderd ;
But is not yet all lost.
Man. Thou know'st me not;
My days are number'd, and my deeds recorded :
Retire, or 't will be dangerous—Away !
Abbot. Thou dost not mean to menace me?
Man. Not I;
I simply tell thee peril is at hand,
And would preserve thee.

Abbot. What dost thou mean?

Man. L.ook there!
What dost thou see?

Abbot, Nothing.

Man. Look there, I say,

And stedfastly ;—now tell me what thou seest?
Abbot That which should shake me, but I fear it not :
I see a dusk and awful figure rise,
Like an infernal god, from out the earth ;
His face wrapt in a mantle, and his form
Robed as with angry clouds: he stands between
Thyself and me—but 1 do fear him not.
Man. Thou hast no cause—he shall not harm thee
His sight may shock thine old limbs into palsy.
I say to thee—Retire !
Abbot. And I reply—
Never—till T have battled with this fiend :—
What doth he here?
Man. Why—ay—what doth he here?
I did not send for him,—he 1s unbidden.
Abbot. Alas! lost mortal ! what with guests like these
Hast thou to do? I tremble for thy sake:
Why doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him?
Ah! he unveils his aspect: on his brow
The thunder-scars are graven: from his eye
Glares forth the immortality of hell—
Avaunt !—
Man. Pronounce—what is thy mission?
Spirit. Come !
bbor. What art thou, unknown being? answer!—speak!

but
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Spirit. The genius of this mortal.-——Come ! ’t is time.
Man. 1 am prepared for all things, but deny

The power which summons me. Who sent thee here?
Spirit. Thou'lt know anon—Come ! come !
Man. I have commanded

Things of an essence greater far than thine,

And striven with thy masters. Get thee hence !
Spirit. Mortal ! thine hour is come—Away ! T say.
Man. 1 knew, and know my hour is come, but not

To render up my soul to such as thee:

Away! [I’ll die as I have lived—alone.
Spirit. Then I must summon up my brethren.—Rise !

[Other Spirits rise up.

Abbot. Avaunt! ye evil ones —Avaunt! | say;

Ye have no power where piety hath power,

And I do charge ye in the name
Spirit. Old man !

We know ourselves, our mission, and thine order ;

Waste not thy holy words on idle uses,

It were in vain: this man is forfeited.

Once more I summon him—Away ! Away !
Man. 1 do defy ye,—though I fecel my soul

Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy ye;

Nor will I hence, while I have earthly breath

To breathe my scorn upon ye—earthly strength

To wrestle, though with spirits ; what ye take

Shall be ta'en limb by hmb.
Spirit. Reluctant mortal !

Is this the Magian who would so pervade

The world invisible, and make himself

Almost our equal?  Can it be that thou

Art thus in love with life? the very life

Which made thee wretched !
Man. Thou false fiend, thou liest !

My life 1s in its last hour,—#%az I know,

Nor would redeem a moment of that hour;

I do not combat against death, but thee

And thy surrounding angels; my past power

Was purchased by no compact with thy crew,

But by superior science—penance, daring,

And length of watching, strength of mind, and skill

In knowledge of our fathers—when the earth

Saw men and spirits walking side by side,
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And gave ye no supremacy : I stand
Upon my strength—I do defy—deny—
Spurn back, and scorn ye !'—

Spirit. But thy many crimes
Have made thee -
Man. What are they to such as thee?

Must crimes be punish’d but by other crimes,
And greater criminals >—Back to thy hell !
Thou hast no power upon me, /at I feel;
Thou never shalt possess me, /2at 1 know :
What I have done is done ; I bear within
A torture which could nothing gain from thines:
The mind which is immortal makes itself
Requital for its good or evil thoughts,—
Is its own origin of ill and end
And its own place and time: its innate sense,
When stripp'd of this mortality, derives
No colour from the flecting things without,
But is absorb’d in sifferance or in joy,
Born from the knowledge of its own desert.
Thou didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not tempt me ;
I have not been thy dupe, nor am thy prey—
But was my own destroyer, and will be
My own hereafter,—Back, ye baffled fiends |—
The hand of death is on me—but not yours !
[Zhe Demons disapjerr.
Abbot. Alas! how pale thou art—thy lips are white—
And thy breast heaves—and in thy gasping throat
The accents rattle : Give thy prayers to heaven—
Pray—albeit but in thought,—but die not thus.
Man. 'T'is over—my dull eyes can fix thee not;
But all things swim around me, and the earth
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee well !
Give me thy hand.
Abbot. Cold—cold—even to the heart—
But yet one prayer—Alas ! how fares it with thee ?
Man. Old man ! ’t is not so difficult to die.
[MANFRED expires,
Abbet. He's gone—his soul hath ta’en its earthless flight;
Whither ? I dread to think—but he is gone.
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MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICL :
AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY,

IN FIVE ACTS.

“ Dux inquieti turbidus Adrice.” —IHORACE.

PREFACE.

THE conspiracy of the Doge Marino Faliero is one of the
most remarkable events in the annals of the most singular
government, city, and people of modern history. It occurred
in the year 1355. ]Lverythlng about Venice 1s, or was, extra-
ordinary—her aspect is like a dream, and her ]mtory 1s like a
romance. The story of this Doge is to be found in all her
Chronicles, and particularly detailed in the “Lives of the
Doges,” by Marin Sanuto, which is given in the Appendix. It
is simply and clearly u.htud and is perhaps more dramatic in
itself than any scenes which can be founded upon the subject.

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents and
of courage. I find him commander- in-chief of the land forces
at the siege of Zara, where he beat the King of Hungary and
his army of eighty thousand men, killing eight thousand men,
and keeping the besieged at the same time in check ; an explmt
to which I know none similar in history, except that of Casar
at Alesia, and of Prince Eugene at Belgrade. He was, after-
wards commander of the fleet in the same war. He took Capo
d’'Istria. He was ambassador at Genoa and Rome,—at which
last he received the news of his election to the dukedom;
his absence being a proof that he sought it by no intrigue,
since he was apprised of his predecessor’s death and his own
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succession at the same moment. But he appears to have
been of an ungovernable temper. A story is told by Sanuto,
of his having, many years before, when podesta and captain
at Treviso, boxed the ears of the bishop, who was somewhat
tardy in bringing the Host. For this, honest Sanuto “saddles
him with a judgment,” as Thwackum did Square; but he
does not tell us whether he was punished or rebuked by the
Senate for this outrage at the time of its commission. He
seems, indeed, to have been afterwards at peace with the
church, for we find him ambassador at Rome, and invested
with the fief of Val di Marino, in the march of Treviso, and
with the title of count, by Lorenzo Count-bishop of Ceneda.
For these facts my authorities are Sanuto, Vettor Sandi, Andrea
Navagero, and the account of the siege of Zara, first published
by the indefatigable Abate Morelli, in his * Monumenti Vene-
ziani di varia Letteratura,” printed in 1796, all of which I have
looked over in the original language. The moderns, Dari,
Sismondi, and Laugier, nearly agree with the ancient chroniclers.
Sismondi attributes the conspiracy to his jealousy; but I find
this nowhere asserted by the national historians. Vettor Sandi,
indeed, says, that “ Altri scrissero che . . . .. dalla gelosa
suspizion di esso Doge siasi fatto (Michel Steno) staccar con
violenza,” &ec. &ec. ; but this appears to have been by no means
the general opinion, nor is it alluded to by Sanuto, or by Nava
gero: and Sandi himself adds, a moment after, that * per altre
Veneziane memorie traspiri, che non il se/e desiderio di ven-
detta lo dispose alla congiura ma anche la innata abituale
ambizion sua, per cui anelava a farsi principe independente.”
The first motive appears to have been excited by the gross
affront of the words written by Michel Steno on the ducal chair,
and by the light and inadequate sentence of the Forty on the
offender, who was one of their “tre Capi.” The attentions of
Steno himself appear to have been directed towards one of lier
damsels, and not to the ¢ Dogaressa” herself, against whose
fame not the slighest insinuation appears, while she is praised
for her beauty, and remarked for lier youth. Neither do 1 find
it asserted (unless the hint of Sandi be an assertion), that the
Doge was actuated by jealousy of his wife; but rather by
respect for her, and for his own honour, warranted by his past
services and present dignity.

I know not that the historical facts are alluded to in English,
unless by Dr. Moore in his View of Italy. His account is
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false and flippant, full of stale jests about old men and young
wives, and wondering at so great an effect from so slight a
cause. How so acute and severe an observer of mankind as
the author of Zeluco could wonder at this is inconceivable.
He knew that a basin of water spilt on Mrs. Masham's gown
deprived the Duke of Marlborough of his command, and led to
the inglorious peace of Utrecht—that Louis XIV. was plunged
into the most desolating wars, because his minister was nettled
at his finding fault with a window, and wished to give him
another occupation—that Helen lost Troy—that Lucretia ex-
pelled the Tarquins from Rome—and that Cava brought the
Moors to Spain—that an insulted husband led the Gauls to
Clusium, and thence to Rome—that a single verse of Frederick
11 of Prussia on the Abbé de Bornis, and a jest on Madame de
Pompadour, led to the battle of Rosbach—that the elopement
of Dearbhorgil with MacMurchad conducted the Enghsh to
the slavery of Ireland—that a personal pique between Maria
Antoinette and the Duke of Orleans precipitated the first ex-
pulsion of the Bourbons—and, not to multiply instances, that
Commodus, Domitian, and Caligula fell victims not to their
public tyranny, but to private vengeance—and that an order to
make Cromwell disembark from the ship in which he would
have sailed to America destroyed both King and Common-
wealth. After these instances, on the least reflection, it is
indeed extraordinary in Dr. Moore to seem surprised that a
man used to command, who had served and swayed in the
most important offices, should fiercely resent, in a fierce age,
an unpunished affront, the grossest that can be offered to a man,
be he prince or peasant. The age of Falicro is little to the
purpose, unless to favour it—

“The young man’s wrath is like straw on fire,
But like red-hot steel is the old man’s ire.”

““ Young men soon give and soon forget affronts,
Old age is slow at both.”

Laugier’s reflections are more philosophical :—* Tale fit il
fine ignominioso di un’ uomo, che la sua nascitd, la sua eta, il
suo carattere dovevano tener lontano dalle passioni produttrici
di grandi deliti. I suol Zalenti per lungo tempo esercitati ne’
maggiori impieghi, la sua capacithy sperimentata ne’ goverm e
nelle ambasciate, gli avevano acquistato la stima e la fiducia
de’ cittadini, ed avevano uniti i suffragj per collocarlo alla testa
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della republica. Innalzato ad un grado che terminava glorio-
samente la sua vita, il risentimento di un’ ingiuria leggiera
insinud nel suo cuore tal veleno che basto a corrompere le
antiche sue qualitd, e a condurlo al termine dei scellerati; Serio
esempio, che prova non esservi eta, in cui la prudenza umana sia
sicura, e che nell' womo restano sempre passiont capact a disonor-
arlo, quando non invigili sopra se stesso.”* A

Where did Dr. Moore find that Marino Faliero begged his
life? I have searched the chroniclers, and find nothing of the
kind : it is true that he avowed all. He was conducted to the
place of torture, but there is no mention made of any appli-
cation for mercy on his part ; and the very circumstance of their
having taken him to the rack seems to argue anything but his
having shown a want of firmness, which would doubtless have
been also mentioned by those minute historians, who by no
means favour him: such, indeed, would be contrary to his
character as a soldier, to the age in which he lived, and a?
which he died, as it is to the truth of history. I know no
justification, at any distance of time, for calumniating an
historical character ; surely truth belongs to the dead, and to
the unfortunate : and they who have died vpon a scaffold have
generally had faults enough of their own, without attributing to
them that which the very incurring of the perils which conducted
them to their violent death renders, of all others, the most
improbable. The black veil which is painted over the place of
Marino Faliero amongst the Doges, and the Giants’ Staircase
where he was crowned, and discrowned, and decapitated, struck
forcibly upon my imagination; as did his fiery character and
strange story. 1 went, in 1819, in search of his tomb more
than once to the church San Giovanni e San Paolo; and, as 1
was standing before the monument of another family, a priest
came up to me and said, “I can show you finer monuments
than that” 1 told him that I was in search of that of the
Faliero family, and particularly of the Doge Marino’s. “Oh,”
said he, “ I will show it you ;" and conducting me to the out-
side, pointed out a sarcophagus in the wall with an illegible
inscription. He said that it had been in a convent adjoining,
but was removed after the French came, and placed in its
present situation ; that he had seen the tomb opened at its
removal ; there were still some bones remaining, but no positive

* Taugier, Hist. de la Répub. de Venise.
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vestige of the decapitation. The equestrian statue of which I
have made mention in the third act as before that church is
not, however, of a Faliero, but of some other now obsolete
warrior, although of a later date. There were two other Doges
of this family prior to Marino; Ordelafo, who fell in battle at
Zara, in 1117 (where his descendant afterwards conquered the
Huns), and Vital Faliero, who reigned in 1082. The family,
originally from Fano, was of the most illustrious in blood
and wealth in the city of once the most wealthy ard still the
most ancient families in Europe. The length I have gone
into on this subject will show the interest I have taken in it.
Whether I have succeeded or not in the tragedy, I have at
least transferred into our language an historical fact worthy
of commemoration.

It is now four years that I have meditated this work; and
before 1 had sufficiently examined the records, I was rather
disposed to have made it turn on a jealousy in Faliero. But,
perceiving no four.dation for this in historical truth, and aware
that jealousy is an exhausted passion in the drama, I have given
it a more historical form. I was, besides, well advised by the
late Matthew Lewis on that point, in talking with him of my
intention at Venice in 1817. ““If you make him jealous,” said
he, “recollect that you have to contend with established writers,
to say nothing of Shakspeare, and an exhausted subject :—
stick to the old fiery Doge’s natural character, which will bear
you out, if properly drawn: and make your plot as regular as
you can.” Sir William Drummond gave me nearly the same
counsel. How far 1 have followed these instructions, or
whether they have availed me, is not for me to decide. I have
had no view to the stage ; in its present state it is, perhaps, not
a very exalted object of ambition; besides, I have been too
much behind the scenes to have thought it so at any time.
And I cannot conceive any man of irritable feeling putting
himself at the mercies of an audience. The sneering reader,
and the loud ecritic, and the tart review, are scattered and
distant calamities ; but the tiampling of an intelligent or of an
ignorant audience on a production which, be it good or bad,
has been a mental labour to the writer, is a palpable and
immediate grievance, heightened by a man’s doubt of their
competency to judge, and his certainty of his own imprudence
in electing them his judges. Were I capable of writing a play
which could be deemed stage-worthy, success would give me
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no pleasure, and failure great pain. It is for this reason that,
even during the time of being one of the committee of one of
the theatres, I never made the attempt, and never will. But
surely there is dramatic power somewhere, where Joanna
Baillie, and Milman, and John Wilson exist. The “City of the
Plague” and the “Fall of Jerusalem” are full of the best
matériel for tragedy that has been seen since Horace Walpole,
except passages of Ethwald and De Montfort. It is the fashion
to underrate Horace Walpole; firstly, because he was a noble-
man, and secondly, because he was a gentleman; but, to say
nothing of the composition of his incomparable letters, and of
the “Castle of Otranto,” he is the “* Ultimus Romanorum,”
the author of the *Mpysterious Mother,” a tragedy of the
highest order, and not a puling love-play. He is the father
of the first romance and of the last tragedy in our language,
and surely worthy of a higher place than any living writer, be
he who he may.

In speaking of the drama of “ Marino Faliero,” I forgot to
mention, that the desire of preserving, though still too remote,
a nearer approach to unity than the irregularity, which is the
reproach of the English theatrical compositions, permits, has
induced me to represent the conspiracy as already formed, and
the Doge acceding to it; whereas, in fact, it was of his own
preparation, and that of Israel Bertuccio. The other characters
(except that of the Duchess), incidents, and almost the time,
which was wonderfully short for such a design in real life, are
strictly historical, except that all the consultations took place
in the palace. Had I followed this, the unity would have
been better preserved ; but I wished to produce the Doge in
the full assembly of the conspirators, instead of monotonously
placing him always in dialogue with the same individuals. For
the real facts, 1 refer to the Appendix.
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MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICE.

DRAMATIS PERSONA.

MEN,
MARINO FALIERO, Dage of Venice.
Berruccio FALIERO, Nephew of the
z)l.'{gt'.
LioNt, a Patrician and Senator.
BENINTENDE, Chicf of the Councit
of Ten.
MicHEL STENO, One of the three
Capi of the Forty.
IsrRAEL BERTUCCIO,
Chief of the
Arsenal,
Puinip CALENDARO,
DAGOLING, I
BERTRAM,

Conspirators,

¢ Signore  di

J Notte,” one of
Signor of the Night, the  Officers
L belonging o

the Republic.

First Cilizen.
Second Citizen.
Third Citizen.
VINCENZO,
PIETRO,
BATTISTA,
Secretary of the Council of Ten.
Guards, Conspiralors, Ciltzens, The
Council of Ten, 1%e Giunta,
&, &

Officers belonging to Ue
Ducal Palace.

WOMEN.

ANGIOLINA, Wife to the Doge.
MARIANNA, Aer Friend.

Female Attendants, &«

Seene, VENICE—in the year 1355.

ACT L

ScENE L.—An Antechamber in the Diucal Palace.

P1ETRO speaks, i entering, o BATTISTA.

Pje. s not the messenger return’d ?

bat.

Not yct;

1 have sent frequently, as you commanded,
But still the Signory is deep in council,

And long debate on

Steno’s accusation.

Pje. Too long—at ledst so thinks the Doge.

Bat.

How bears he

These moments of suspense ?

- Fre.

With struggling paticnce.

Placed at the ducal table, coverd o'er
With all the apparel of the state; petitions,
Despatches, judgments, acts, reprieves, reports,
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He sits as rapt in duty ; but whene’er
He hears the jarring of a distant door,
Or aught that intimates a coming step,
Or murmur of a voice, his quick eye wanders,
And he will start up from his chair, then pause,
And seat himself again, and fix his gaze
Upon some edict ; but I have observed
For the last hour he has not turn’d a leaf.

Bat. "Tis said he is much moved,—and doubtless 't was
Foul scorn in Steno to offend so grossly.

Pie. Ay, if a poor man: Steno's a partrician,
Young, galliard, gay, and haughty.

Bat. Then you think
He will not be judged hardly ?
Pre. T were enough

He be judged justly, but 't 1s not for us
To anticipate the sentence of the Forty.
Bat. And here it comes.—What news, Vincenzo?

Lnter VINCENZO.
Vin. T is
Decided ; but as yet his doom’s unknown :
1 saw the president in act to seal
The parchment which will bear the Forty’s judgment
Unto the Doge, and hasten to inform him. | Lxeunt.

SceNE 11.
The Ducal Chamber.

MaRrINO FALIERO, Doge ; and his Nephew, BERTUCCIO
FALIERO.

Ber. F. 1t cannot be but they will do you justice.
Doge. Ay, such as the Avogadori did,
Who sent up my appeal unto the Forty
To try him by his peers, his own tribunal.
PBer. F. His peers will scarce protect him ; such an act
Would bring contempt on all authority.
Doge. Know you not Venice? Know you not the
Forty ?
But we shall see anon.
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Ber. F. (addressing VINCENZO, then entering).
How now—what tidings ?

Vin. T am charged to tell his highness that the couit
Has pass’'d its resolution, and that, soon
As the due forms of judgment are gone through,

The sentence will be sent up to the Doge ;

In the mean time the Forty doth salute

The Prince of the Republic, and entreat

His acceptation of their duty.

Doge. Yes—

They are wondrous dutiful, and ever humble.

Sentence is pass’d, you say?

Vin. It is, your highness:
The president was sealing it, when I
Was call’d in, that no moment might be lost
In forwarding the intimation due
Not only to the Chief of the Republic,

But the complainant, both in one united.

Ber. F. Are you aware, from aught you have perceived,
Of their decision?

Vin. No, my lord ; you know
The secret custom of the courts in Venice.

Ber. F. True ; but there still is something given to guess,
Which a shrewd gleaner and quick eye would catch at;
A whisper, or a murmur, or an air
More or less solemn spread o’er the tribunal.

The Forty are but men—most worthy men,

And wise, and just, and cautious—this I grant—

And secret as the grave to which they doom

The guilty : but with all this, in their aspects—

At least in some, the juniors of the number—

A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo,

Would read the sentence ere it was pronounced.

Vin. My lord, I came away upon the moment,

And had no leisure to take note of that

Which pass’d among the judges, even in seeming ;

My station near the accused too, Michel Steno,

Made me
Doge (abruptly). And how look'd /e? deliver that.
Vin. Calm, but not overcast, he stood resign’d

To the decree, whate'er it were ;—but lo !

It comes, for the perusal of his highness.
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Enter the SECRETARY of the Forty.

Sec. The high tribunal of the Forty sends
Health and respect to the Doge Faliero,
Chief magistrate of Venice, and requests
His highness to peruse and to approve
The sentence pass'd on Michel Steno, born
Patrician, and arraign’d upon the charge
Contain’d, together with its penalty,
Within the rescript which I now present.
Doge. Retire, and wait without.
[ Zxeunt SECRETARY and VINCENZO.
Take thou this paper :

The misty letters vanish from my eyes ; .
I cannot fix them.
Ber. F. Patience, my dear uncle:

Why do you tremble thus?—nay, doubt not, all
Will be as could be wish’d.

Doge. Say on.

Ber. I, (reading). “ Decreed
In council, without one dissenting voice,
That Michel Steno, by his own confession,
Guilty on the last night of Carnival
Of having graven on the ducal throne
The following words &

Doge. Wouldst thou repeat them ?
Wouldst Zkowu repeat them—~72ion, a Faliero,
Harp on the deep dishonour of our house,
Dishonour’d in its chief—that chief the prince
Of Venice, first of cities 7—"To the sentence.

Ber. F. Forgive me, my good lord ; 1 will obey—
(Leads). ““That Michel Stero be detain’d a moenth
In close arrest.”

Doge. Proceed.

Ber. F. My lord, ’tis finish’d.

Doge. How say you?—finish’d! Do I dream?—'tis
false—

Give me the paper—(Snalches the paper and reads)—
“T'1s decreed in council
That Michel Steno ™ Nephew, thine arm !

Ber. F. Nay,
Cheer up, be calm ; this transport 1s uncall’d for—
Let me seek some assistance.

VOL. 11, K
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Doge. Stop, sir—Stir not—

T 1s past.
Ber. F. 1 cannot but agree with you

The sentence is too slight for the offence ;

It is not honourable in the Forty

To affix so slight a penalty to that

Which was a foul affront to you, and even

To them, as being your subjects; but ’tis not

Yet without remedy : you can appeal

To them once more, or to the Avogadori,

Who, seeing that true justice is withheld,

Will now take up the cause they once declined,

And do you right upon the bold delinquent.

Think you not thus, good uncle? why do you stand

So fixXd? You heed me not:—I pray yvou, hear me'!
Doge (dashing dowon the ducal bonnet, and offering to

trample wpon it, exclaims, as he is withheld by his
nephet).
Oh ! that the Saracen were in St. Mark’s !
Thus would I do him homage.

Ber. F. For the sake
Of Heaven and all its saints, my lord
Daoge. S Away !

Oh, that the Genoese were in the port !
Oh, that the Huns whom I o’erthrew at Zara
Were ranged around the palace !

Ber. K. T 1s not well
In Venice’ Duke to say so.
Doge. Venice’ Duke !

Who now is Duke in Venice? let me see him,
That he may do me right.
Ber. I. If you forget
Your office, and its dignity and duty,
Remember that of man, and curb this passion.
The Duke of Venice——
Doge (interrupting him). There is no such thing—
It is a word—nay, worse—a worthless by-word :
The most despised, wrong'd, outraged, helpless wretch,
Who begs his bread, if 't is refused by one,
May win it from another kinder heart:
But he, who is denied his right by those
Whose place it is to do no wrong, is poorer
Than the rejected beggar—he’s a slave—
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And that am I, and thou, and all our house,
Even from this hour; the meanest artisan
Will point the finger, and the haughty noble
May spit upon us :(—where is our redress?
Ber. F. The law, my prince——
Doge (interrupting him). You see what it has done ;
I ask’d no remedy but from the law,
~ 1 sought no vengeance but redress by law,
I call’d no judges but those named by law ;
As sovereign, I appeal’d unto my subjects,
The very subjects who had made me sovereign,
And gave me thus a double right to be so.
The rights of place and choice, of birth and service,
Honours and years, these scars, these hoary hairs,
The travel, toil, the perils, the fatigues,
The blood and sweat of almost eighty years,
Were weigh’d 1’ the balance, ’gainst the foulest stain,
The grossest insult, most contemptuous crime
Of a rank, rash patrician—and found wanting !
And this 1s to be borne !
Ber. F. I say not that :—
In case your fresh appeal should be rejected,
We will find other means to make all even.
Dege. Appeal again ! art thou my brother’s son?
A scion of the house of Faliero ?
The nephew of a Doge? and of that blood
Which hath already given three dukes to Venice?
But thou say’st well—we must be humble now.
Ber. F. My princely uncle ! you are too much moved j—
I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly
Left without fitting punishment : but still
This fury doth exceed the provocation,
Or any provocation : if we are wrong'd,
We will ask justice; if it be denied,
We''ll take it ; but may do all this in calmness—
Deep Vengeance is the daughter of deep Silence.
I have yet scarce a third part of your years,
I love our house, I honour you, its chief,
The guardian of my youth, and its instructor—
But though I understand your grief, and enter
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me
To see your anger, like our Adrian waves,
O’ersweep all bounds, and foam itself to air.
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Doge. 1 tell thee—must 1 tell thee—what thy father
Would have required no words to comprehend ?

Hast thou no feeling save the external sense
Of torture from the touch? hast thou no soul—
No pride—no passion—no deep sense of honour?

Ber. F T is the first time that honour has been doubted,
And were the Jast, from any other sceptic.

Doge. You know the full offence of this born villain,
This creeping, coward, rank, acquitted felon,

Who threw his sting into a poisonous libel,

And on the honour of—Oh God! my wife,

The nearest, dearest part of all men’s honour,

I eft a base slur to pass from mouth to mouth

Of loose mechanics, with all coarse foul comments,
And villainous jests, and blasphemies obscene ;
While sneering nobles, in more polish’d guise,
Whisper'd the tale, and smiled upon the lie

Which made me look like them—a courteous wittol,
Patient—ay, proud, it may be, of dishonour.

Ber. F. But still it was a lie—you knew it false,
And so did all men.

Dage. Nephew, the high Roman
Said, “Cesar’s wife must not even be suspected,”
And put her from him.

Ber. F. True—but in those days

Doge. What is it that a Roman would not suffer,
That a Venetian prince must bear? old Dandolo
Refused the diadem of all the Ceesars,

And wore the ducal cap I trample on,
Because 't 1s now degraded.

Ber. F. ’T is even so.

Doge. 1t is—it is ;—I did not visit on
The innocent creature thus most vilely slander’d
Because she took an old man for her lord,

For that he had been long her father’s friend
And patron of her house, as if there were
No love in woman’s heart but lust of youth
And beardless faces ;—I did not for this
Visit the villain’s infamy on her,

But craved my country’s justice on his head,
The justice due unto the humblest being
Who hath a wife whose faith is sweet to him,
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Who bhath a home whose hearth is dear to him,
Who hath a name whose honour’s all to him,
When these are tainted by the accursing breath
Of calumny and scorn.
DBer. F. And what redress
Did you expect as his fit punishment?
Doge. Death! Was I not the sovereign of the state—
Insulted on his very throne, and made
A mockery to the men who should obey me?
Was I not injured as a husband? scorn’d
As man ? reviled, degraded, as a prince?
Was not offence like his a complication
Of insult and of treason ?—and he lives !
Had he instead of on the Doge’s throne
Stamp'd the same brand upon a peasant’s stool,
His blood had gilt the threshold ; for the carle
Had stabb’d him on the instant.
Ber, F. Do not doubt it,
He shall not live till sunset—leave to me
The means, and calm yourself.
Doge. Hold, nephew : this
Would have sufficed but yesterday ; at present
I have no further wrath against this man.
Ber. F. What mean you? is not the offence redoubled
By this most rank—1I will not say—acquittal ;
For it is worse, being full acknowledgment
Of the offence, and leaving it unpunish’d ?
Doge. 1t 1s redondled, but not now by him:
The Forty hath decreed a month’s arrest—
We must obey the Forty.
Ber, F. Obey Zhkem f
Who have forgot their duty to the sovereign?
Doge. Why yes ;—Dboy, you perceive it then at last :
Whether as fellow-citizen who sues
For justice, or as sovereign who commands 1it,
They have defrauded me of both my rights
(For here the sovereign is a citizen) ;
But, notwithstanding, harm not thou a hair
Of Steno’s head—he shall not wear it long.
Ber. F. Not twelve hours longer, had you left to me
The mode and means : if you had calmly heard me,
I never meant this miscreant should escape,
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But wish’d you to repress such gusts of passion,
That we more surely might devise together
His taking off.
Doge. No, nephew, he must live ;
At least, just now—a life so vile as his
Were nothing at this hour; in th’ olden time
Some sacrifices ask’d a single victim,
Great expiations had a hecatomb.
Ber. F. Your wishes are my law : and yet I fain
Would prove to you how near unto my heart
The honour of our house must ever be.
Doge. Fear not; you shall have time and place of proof :
But be not thou too rash, as I have been.
I am ashamed of my own anger now ;
I pray you, pardon me.
Der. F. Why, that’s my uncle !
The leader, and the statesman, and the chief
Of commonwealths, and sovereign of himself!
1 wonder’d to perceive you so forget
All prudence in your fury at these years,
Although the cause
Doge. Ay, think upon the cause—
Forget it not :—When you lie down to rest,
Let it be black among your dreams ; and when
The morn returns, so let it stand between
The sun and you, as an ill-omen’d cloud
Upon a summer day of festival:
So will it stand to me ;—but speak not, stir not,—
Leave all to me; we shall have much to do,
And you shall have a part.—But now retire,
T is fit I were alone.
Ber. F. (taking wpand placing the ducal bonnet on the table).
Ere I depart,
I pray you to resume what you have spurn’d,
Till you can change it haply for a crown.
And now I take my leave, imploring you
In all things to rely upon my duty
As doth become your near and faithful kinsman,
And not less loyal citizen and subject.
[Zxit BerTUCCIO FALIERO.
Doge(solus). Adieu, myworthynephew.—Hollow bauble !
[ Zaking up the ducal cap.
Beset with all the thorns that line a crown,
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Without investing the insulted brow

With the all-swaying majesty of kings ;

Thou idle, gilded, and degraded toy,

Let me resume thee as I would a vizor. | Luets it on.
How my brain aches beneath thee ! and my tcuples
Throb feverish under thy dishonest weight.

Could I not turn thee to a diadem?

Could I not shatter the Briarean sceptre

Which in this hundred-handed senate rules,

Making the people nothing, and the prince

A pageant? In my life I have achieved

Tasks not less difficult—achieved for them,

Who thus repay me! Can I not requite them?

Oh for one year! Oh! but for even a day

Of my full youth, while yet my body served

My soul as serves the generous steed his lord,

I would have dash’d amongst them, asking fcw

In aid to overthrow these swoln patricians ;

But now I must look round for other hands

To serve this hoary head ;—but it shall plan

In such a sort as will not leave the task

Herculean, though as yet 'tis but a chaos

Of darkly brooding thoughts : my fancy 1s

In her first work, more nearly to the light

Holding the sleeping images of things

For the selection of the pausing judgment.—

The troops are few in

Lnter VINCENZO.

Vin. There 1s one without
Craves audience 0[ your highness.
Doge. I'm unwell —

I can see no one, not even a patrician—
Let him refer his business to the council,
Vin. My lord, I will deliver your reply ;
It cannot much import—he’s a plebeian,
The master of a galley, I believe.
Doge. How ! did you say the patron of a galley?
That is—I mean—a servant of the state:
Admit him, he may be on public service.
[ Zx7t VINCENZO,
Doge (solus). This patron may be sounded ; I will try
I know the people to be discontented : [him,



44

DRAMAS. [ACT 1.

They have cause, since Sapienza’s adverse day,

When Genoa conquer'd : they have further cause,
Since they are nothing in the state, and in

The city worse than nothing—mere machines,

To serve the nobles’ most patrician pleasure.

The troops have long arrears of pay, oft promised,
And murmur deeply—any hope of change

Will draw them forward : they shall pay themselves
With plunder :—but the priests—I doubt the priesthood
Will not be with us ; they have hated me

Since that rash hour, when, madden’d with the drone,
I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso,

Quickening his holy march ; yet, n ¢’ ertheless,

They may be won, at least their chief at Rome,

By some well-timed concessions ; but, above

All things, I must be speedy : at my hour

Of twilight little light of life remains.

Could 1 free Venice, and avenge my wrongs,

I had lived too long, and willingly would s'eep

Next moment with 1y sires ; and, wanting this,
Better than sixty of my fourscore years

Had been already where—how soon, I care not—
The whole must be extinguish’d ; better that

They ne’er had been, than drag me on to be

The thing these arch-oppressors fain would make me.
Let me consider—of efficient troops

There are three thousand posted at

Fnter VINCENZO and ISRAEL BERTUCCIO.

Vin. May it please
Your highness, the same patron whom I spake of
Is here to crave your patience.
Doge. Ieave the chamber,
Vincenzo.— [ it VINCENZO.
Sir, you may advance—what would you ?
I. Ber. Redress.
Doge. Of whom?
1. Ber. Of God and of the Doge.
Doge. Alas! my friend, you seck it of the twain
Of least respect and interest in Venice.
You must address the council.
1. Ber. "T were 1In vain ;
For he who injured me is one of them.
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Doge. There’s blood upon thy face—how came it there?
Z. Ber. T is mine, and not the first T 've shed for Venice,
But the first shed by a Venetian hand :
A noble smote me.
Doge. Doth he live?
1. Ber, Not long—
But for the hope 1 had and have, that you,
My prince, yourself a soidier, will redress
Him, whom the laws of discipline and Venice
Permit not to protect himself :—if not—
I say no more.

Doge. But something you would do—
Is it not so?
1. Ber, I am a man, my lord.
Doge. Why so is he who smote you.
L By He is call’d so0;

Nay, more, a noble one—at least, in Venice:
But since he hath forgotten that I am one,

And treats me like a brute, the brute may turn—
T is said the worm will.

Daoge. Say—his name and lineage ?
/. Ber. Barbaro.
Doge. What was the cause ? or the pretext ?

Z. Ber. 1 am the chief of the arsenal, employ’d
At present in repairing certain galleys
But roughly used by the Genoese last year.
This morning comes the noble Barbaro
Full of reproof, because our artisans
Had left some frivolous order of his house,
To execute the state’s decree: 1 dared
To justify the men—he raised his hand ;—
Behold my blood ! the first time it ¢’er flow’d
Dishonourably.
Doge. Have you long time served ?
I. Ber. So long as to remember Zara’s siege,
And fight beneath the chief who beat the Huns there,
Sometime my general, now the Doge Faliero.—
Doge. How ! are we comrades ?—the state’s ducal robes
Sit newly on me, and you were appointed
Chief of the arsenal ere I came from Rome;
So that I recognised you not.  Who placed you?
7, Ber. The late Doge ; keeping still my old command
As patron of a galley : my new office
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Was given as the reward of certain scars
(So was your predccessor pleased to say) :
I little thought his bounty would conduct me
To his successor as a helpless plaintiff ;
At least, in such a cause.
Doge. Are you much hurt ?
7. Ber, Trreparably in my self-esteem.
Doge. Speak out ; fear nothing : being stung at heart,
What would you do to be revenged on this man ?
7. Ber. That which I dare not name, and yet will do.
Doge. Then wherefore came you here ?
1. Der. I come for justice,
Because my general is Doge, and will not
See his old soldier trampled on. Had any
Save Faliero fill'd the ducal throne,
This blood had been wash’d out in other blood.
Doge. You come to me for justice—unto me /
The Doge of Venice, and I cannot give it;
I cannot even obtain it—'t was denied
To me most solemnly an hour ago!
7. Ber. How says your highness?

Duge. Steno is condemn’d
To a month’s confinement.
1. Ber. What ! the same who dared

To stain the ducal throne with those foul words,
That have cried shame to every ear in Venice?
Doge. Ay, doubtless they have echo’d o’er the arsenal,
K eeping due time with every hammer’s clink
As a good jest to jolly artisans ;
Or making chorus to the creaking oar,
In the vile tune of every galley-slave,
Who, as he sung the merry stave, exulted
He was not a shamed dotard like the Doge.
7. Ber. 1s’t possible ? a month's imprisonment !
No more for Steno?
Doge. Vou have heard the offence,
And now you know his punishment ; and then
You ask redress of me/ Go to the Forty,
Who pass’d the sentence upon Michel Steno ;
They 'll do as much by Barbaro, no doubt.
7. Ber. Ah!| dared I speak my feelings !
Doge. Give them breath.
Mine have no further outrage to endure,
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Z. Ber. Then in a word, it rests but on your word
To punish and avenge—I will not say
My petty wrong, for what is a mere blow,
However vile, to such a thing as I am?—
But the base insult done your state and person.
Doge. You overrate my power, which is a pageant.
This cap is not the monarch’s crown ; these robes
Might move compassion, like a begzar's rags ;
Nay, more, a beggar’s are his own, and these
But lent to the poor puppet, who must play
Its part with all its empire in this ermine.
/. bLer. Wouldst thou be king?

Doge. Yes—ofa happy people.
Z. Ber. Wouldst thou be sovereign lord of Venice?
Daoge.: Ay,

If that the people shared that sovereignty,
So that nor they nor I were further slaves
To this o'ergrown aristocratic Hydra,
The poisonous heads of whose envenom’d body
Have breathed a pestilence upon us all.
1. DBer. Yet, thou wast born, and still hast lived, patrician,
Doge. In evil hour was I so born ; my birth
Hath made me Doge to be insulted : but
I lived and toil'd a soldier and a servant
Of Venice and her people, not the senate ;
Their good and my own honour were my guerdon.
I have fought and bled ; commanded, ay, and conquar'd ;
Have made and marr'd peace oft in embas isies,
As it might chance to be our country’s ‘vantage ;
Have traversed land and sea in constant dut_v
Through almost sixty years, and still for Venice,
My fathers’ and my birthplace, whose dear spires,
Rising at distance o’er the blue Lagoon,
It was reward enough for me to view
Once more ; but not for any knot of men,
Nor sect, nor faction, did I bleed or sweat !
But would you know why I have done all this?
Ask of the bleeding pelican why she
Hath ripp’d her bosom? Had the bird a voice,
She ’d tell thee ’t was for a// her little ones.
/. Ber. And yet they made thee duke.
Doge. They made me so ;
I sought it not, the flattering fetters met me
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Returning from my Roman embassy,
And never having hitherto refused
Toil, charge, or duty for the state, I did not,
At these late years, decline what was the highest
Of all in seeming, but of all most base
In what we have to do and to endure:
Bear witness for me thou, my injured subject,
When I can neither right myself nor thee.
7. Ber. You shall do both, if you possess the will ;
And many thousands more not less oppress’d,
Who wait but for a signal—will you give it?
Doge. You speak in riddles.
1. Ber. Which shall soon be read
At peril of my life, if you disdain not
To lend a patient ear.
Doge. Say on.
1. Ber. Not thou,
Nor I alone, are injured and abused,
Contemn’d and trampled on ; but the whole people
Groan with the strong conception of their wrongs ;
The foreign soldiers in the senate’s pay
Are discontented for their long arrears ;
The native mariners, and civic troops,
Feel with their friends ; for who is he amongst them
Whose brethren, parents, children, wives, or sisters,
Have not partook oppression, or pollution,
From the patricians? And the hopeless war
Against the Genoese, which is still maintain’d
With the plebeian blood, and treasure wrung
From their hard earnings, has inflamed them further :
Even now—Dbut, I forget that speaking thus,
Perhaps I pass the sentence of my death ! [death
Doge. And suffering what thou hast done—fear’st thou
Be silent then, and live on, to be beaten
By those for whom thou hast bled:
L. Ber. No, I will speak
At every hazard ; and if Venice’ Doge
Should turn delator, be the shame on him,
And sorrow too; for he will lose far more

" Than 1.

Doge. From me fear nothing ; out with it ! [secret
I. Ber. Know then, that there are met and sworn in
A band of brethren, valiant hearts and true ;
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Men who have proved all fortunes, and have long

Grieved over that of Venice, and have right

To do so; having served her in all climes,

And having rescued her from foreign foes,

Would do the same from those within her walls.

They are not numerous, nor yet too few

For their great purpose ; they have arms, and means,

And hearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient courage.
Doge. For what then do they pause?

A, Ber, An hour to strike.
Doge (aside). Saint Mark’s shall strike that hour!
1. bBer. I now have placed

My life, my honour, all my earthly hopes

Within thy power, but in the firm belief

That injuries like ours, sprung from one cause,

Will generate one vengeance : should it be so,

Be our chief now—our sovereign hereafter.
Doge. How many are yer

L. Ber. I’ll not answer that
Till I am answer’d.
Doge. How, sir! do you menace ?

1. Ber. Noj; I affirm. I have betray'd mysell’;
But there’s no torture in the mystic wells
Which undermine your palace, nor in those
Not less appalling cells, the “leaden roofs,”
To force a single name from me of others,
The Pozzi and the Piombi were in vain ;
They might wring blood from me, but treachery never.
And I would pass the fearful “ Bridge of Sighs,”
Joyous that mine must be the last that e’er
Would echo o’er the Stygian wave which flows
Between the murderers and the murder'd, washing
The prison and the palace walls: there are
Those who would live to think on ’t, and avenge me.
Doge. 1f such your power and, purpose, why come here
To sue for justice, being in the course
To do yourself due right ?
1. Ber. Because the man,
Who claims protection from authority,
Showing his confidence and his submission
To that authority, can hardly be
Suspected of combining to destroy it.
Had I sate down too humbly with this blow,
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A moody brow and mutter’d threats had made me
A mark’d man to the Forty’s inquisition ;
But loud complaint, however angrily
It shapes its phrase, is little to be fear'd,
And less distrusted. But, besides all this,
I had another reason.
Doge. What was that?
7. Ber. Some rumours that the Doge was greatly moved
By the reference of the Avogadori
Of Michel Steno’s sentence to the Forty
Had reach’d me. 1 had served you, honour'd you,
And felt that you were dangerously insulted,
Being of an order of such spirits, as
Requite tenfold both good and evil : 't was
My wish to prove and urge you to redress.
Now you know all ; and that I speak the truth,
My peril be the proof.
Daoge. You have deeply ventured ;
But all must do so who would greatly win:
Thus far 1’1l answer you—your secret s safe.
Z. Ber. And is this all?

Doge. Unless with all intrusted,
What would you have me answer?
1. Ber. I would have you

Trust him who leaves his life in trust with you.

Doge. But I must know your plan, your names, anc.

numbers ;

The last may then be doubled, and the former
Matured and strengthen’d.

1. Ber. We 're enough already ;
You are the sole ally we covet now.

Doge. But bring me to the knowledge of your chiefs.

/. Ber. That shall be done upon your formal pledge
To keep the faith that we will pledge to you.

Doge. When? where?

Z. Ber. This night 1’1l bring to your apartment
Two of the principals: a greater number
Were hazardous.

Doge. Stay, I must think of this.—
What if I were to trust myself amongst you,
And leave the palace?

1. Der. You must come alone.

Doge. With but my nephew.
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1. Ber. Not were he your son.

LDoge. Wretch! darest thou name my son? He died in
At Sapienza for this faithless state. . |arms
Oh! that he were alive, and I in ashes !

Or that he were alive ere I be ashes!
I should not need the dubious aid of strangers.

1. Ber. Not one of all those strangers whom thou
But will regard thee with a filial feeling, [doubtest,
So that thou keep’st a father’s faith with them.

Doge. The die is cast. Where is the place of meeting?

/. Ber. At midnight I will be alone and mask’d
Where’er your ]nghness pleases to direct me,

To wait your coming, and conduct you where
You shall receive our homage, and pronounce
Upon our project.

Daoge. At what hour arises
The moon?

1. Ber.  Late, but the atmosphere is thick and dusky,
"T'1s a sirocco.

Doge, At the midnight hour, then,

Near to the church where sleep my sires ; the same,
Twin-named from the apostles, John and Paul ;

A gondola, with one oar only, will

Lurk in the narrow channel which glides by.

Be there.

L. Ber. 1 will not fail,

Doge. And now retire

Z. Ber. In the full hope your highness will not falter
In your great purpose. Prince, I take my leave.

[Eu! IsrRAEL BERTUCCIO.

Doge (solus). At midnight, by the church Sants John

and Paul,
Where sleep my noble fathers, I repair—
To what? to hold a council in the dark
With common ruffians leagued to ruin states !
And will not my great sires leap from the vault,
Where lie two doges who preceded me,
And pluck me down amongst them? Would they could !
For 1 should rest in honour with the honour’d.
Alas! I must not think of them, but those
Who have made me thus unworthy of a name
Noble and brave as aught of consular
On Roman marbles ; but I will redeem it
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Back to its antique lustre in our annals,

By sweet revenge on all that s base in Verice,
And freedom to the rest, or leave it black

To all the growing calumnies of time,

Which never spare the fame of him who fails,
But try the Caesar, or the Cataline,

By the true touchstone of desert—success.

ACT II.
ScENE 1.—An apartment in th: Ducal Palace.

ANGIOLINA (wife of the DOGE) and MARIANNA.

Ang. What was the Doge’s answer ?

Mar. That he was
That moment summon’d to a conference ;
But 't is by this time ended. I perceived
Not long ago the senators embarking ;
And the last gondola may now be seen
Gliding into the throng of barks which stud
The glittering waters.

Ang. Would he were return’d!
He has been much disquieted of late ;
And Time, which has not tamed his fiery spirit,
Nor yet enfeebled even his mortal frame,
Which seems to me more nourish’'d by a soul
So quick and restless that it would consume
Less hardy clay—Time has but little power
On his resentments or his griefs, Unlike
To other spirits of his order, who,
In the first burst of passion, pour away
Their wrath or sorrow, all things wear in him
An aspect of eternity: his thoughts,
His feelings, passions, good or evil, ali
Have nothing of old age ; and his bold brow
Bears but the scars of mind, the thoughts of years,
Not their decrepitude : and he of late
Has been more agitated than his wont.
Would he were come ! for I alone have power
Upon his troubled spirit.

Mar. It is true,
His highness has of late been greatly moved
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By the affront of Steno, and with cause
But the offender doubtless even now
Is doom’d to expiate his rash insult with
Such chastisement as will enforce respect
To female virtue, and to noble blood.
Ang. "T was a gross insult ; but I heed it not
For the rash scorner’s falsehood in itself,
But for the effect, the deadly deep impression
Which it has made upon Faliero’s soul,
The proud, the fiery, the austere—austere
To all save me: I tremble when I think
To what it may conduct.

Mar. Assuredly
The Doge cannot suspect you ?
Ang. Suspect e /

Why Steno dared not: when he scrawl’d his lie,
Grovelling by stealth in the moon’s glimmering light,
His own still conscience smote him for the act,

And every shadow on the walls frown’d shame

Upon his coward calumny,

Mar. T were fit
He should be punish’d grievously.
Ang. He is so.

Mar. What! is the sentence pass’d? is he condemn’d ?
Ang. 1 know not that, but he has been detected.
Mar. And deem you this enough for such foul scorn ?
Ang. 1 would not be a judge in my own cause,

Nor do I know what sense of punishment

May reach the soul of ribalds such as Steno;

But if his insults sink no deeper in

The minds of the inquisitors than they

Have ruffled mine, he will, for all acquittance,

Be left to his own shamelessness or shame.
Mar. Some sacrifice is due to slander'd virtue.
Ang. Why, what is virtue if it needs a victim ?

Or 1f it must depend upon men’s words ?

The dying Roman said, ‘“’t was but a name :”

It were indeed no more, if human breath

Could make or mar it.
Mar, Yet full many a dame,

Stainless and faithful, would feel all the wrong

Of such a slander ; and less rigid ladies,

Such as abound in Venice, would be loud

VOL. 1I. L
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And all-inexorable in their cry
For justice.
Ang. This but proves it is the name
And not the quality they prize: the first
Have found it a hard task to hold their honour,
If they require it to be blazon’d forth ;
And those who have not kept it, seek its seeming

As they would look out for an ornament

Of which they feel the want, but not because
They think it so ; they live in others’ thoughts,
And would seem honest as they must seem fair.
Mar. You have strange thoughts for a patrician dame.
Ang. And yet they were my father’s ; with his name,
The sole inheritance he left.
Mar. You want none ;
Wife to a prince, the chief of the Republic.
Ang. 1 should have sought none though a peasant’s bride,
But feel not less the love and gratitude
Due to my father, who bestow’d my hand
Upon his early, tried, and trusted friend,
The Count Val di Marino, now our Doge.
Mar. And with that hand did he bestow your heart?
Ang. He did so, or it had not been bestow’d.
Mar. Yet this strange disproportion in your years,
And, let me add, disparity of tempers,
Might make the world doubt whether such an union
Could make you wisely, permanently happy.
Ang. The world will think with worldlings; but my

Has still been in my duties, which are many, [heart
But never difficult.
Mar. And do you love him?

Ang. Ilove all noble qualities which merit
Love, and I loved my father, who first taught me
To single out what we should love in others,
And to subdue all tendency to lend
The best and purest feelings of our nature
To baser passions. He bestow’d my hand
Upon Faliero: he had known him noble,

Brave, generous ; rich in all the qualities

Of soldier, citizen, and friend ; in all

Such have I found him as my father said.

His faults are those that dwell in the higch bosoms
Of men who have commanded ; too much pride,
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And the deep passions fiercely foster'd by
The uses of patricians, and a life
Spent in the storms of state and war; and also
From the quick sense of honour, which becomes
A duty to a certain sign, a vice
When overstrain’d, and this T fear in him.
And then he has been rash from his youth upwards,
Yet temper'd by redeeming nobleness
In such sort, that the wariest of republics
Has lavish’d all its chief employs upon him,
From his first fight to his last embassy,
From which on his return the dukedom met him.
Mar. But previous to this marriage, had your heart
Ne’er beat for any of the noble youth,
Such as in years had been more meet to match
Beauty like yours? or since have you ne’er seen
One, who, if your fair hand were still to give,
Might now pretend to Loredano’s daughter?
Ang. T answer'd your first question when I said
I married.
Mar. And the second?
Ang. : Needs no answer.
Mar. 1 pray your pardon, if I have offended.
Ang. T feel no wrath, but some sarprise : I knew not
That wedded bosoms could permit theinselves
To ponder upon what they zoze might choose,
Or aught save their past choice.
Mar. "T is their past choice
That far too often makes them deem they would
Now choose more wisely, could they cancel it,
Ang. 1t may be so. I knew not of such thoughts.
Mar. Here comes the Doge—shall I retire?
Ang. It may
Be better you should quit me ; he seems wrapt
In thought.—How pensively he takes his way !
[ Zxit MARIANNA.

FEnter the DOGE and PIETRO.

Doge (musing). There is a certain Philip Calendaro
Now in the Arsenal, who holds command
Of eighty men, and has great imnfluence
Besides on all the spirits of his comrades:
This man, I hear, is bold and popular,
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Sudden and daring, and yet secret ; 't would
Be well that he were won: I needs must hope
That Israel Bertuccio has secured him,
But fain would be
Pie. My lord, pray pardon me
For breaking in upon your meditation ;
The Senator Bertuccio, your kinsman,
Charged me to follow and inquire your pleasure
To fix an hour when he may speak with you.
Doge. At sunset.—Stay a moment—let me see—
Say n the second hour of mght. | Z£xit PIETRO.
Ang. My lord !
Doge. My dearest child, forgive me—why delay
So long approaching me ?—I saw you not.
Ang. You were absorb’d in thought, and he who now
Has parted from you might have words of weight
To bear you from the senate.
Doge. From the senate?
Ang. 1 would not interrupt him in his duty
And theirs.
Doge. The senate’s duty | you mistake ;
T is we who owe all service to the senate.
Ang. 1 thought the Duke had held command in Venice.
Doge. He shall.—But let that pass.—We will be jocund.
How fares it with you? have you been abroad?
The day is overcast, but the calm wave
Favours the gondolier’s light skimming oar ;
Or have you held a levee of your friends ?
Or has your music made you solitary ?
Say—is there aught that you would will within
The little sway now left the Duke? or aught
Of fitting splendour, or of honest pleasure,
Social or lonely, that would glad your heart,
To compensate for many a dull hour, wasted
On an old man oft moved with many cares ?
Speak, and 'tis done.
Ang. Youre ever kind to me.
I have nothing to desire, or to request,
Except to see you oftener and calmer.
Doge. Calmer?
Ang. Ay, calmer, my good lord.—Ah, why
Do you still keep apart, and walk alone,
And let such strong emotions stamp your brow,
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As not betraying their full import, yet
Disclose too much ?

Doge. Disclose too much !—of what?
What is there to disclose?

Ang. A heart so ill
At ease.

Doge. 'Tis nething, child.—But in the state
You know what daily cares oppress all those
Who govern this precarious commonwealth ;
Now suffering from the Genoese without,
And malcontents within—’t is this which makes me
More pensive and less tranquil than my wont.
Ang. Yet this existed long before, and never,
Till in these late days did I see you thus.
Forgive me ; there is something at your heart
More than the mere discharge of public duties,
Which long use and a talent like to yours
Have render’d light, nay, a necessity,
To keep your mind from stagnating. T is not
In hostile states, nor perils, thus to shake you,—
You, who have stood all storms and never sunk,
And climb’d up to the pinnacle of power
And never fainted by the way, and stand
Upon it, and can look down steadily
Along the depth beneath, and ne’er feel dizzy.
Were Genoa’s galleys riding in the port,
Were civil fury raging in St. Mark’s,
You are not to be wrought on, but would fall,
As you have risen, with an unalter’d brow :
Your feelings now are of a different kind ;
Something has stung your pride, not patriotism.
Doge. Pride! Angiolina? Alas! none is left me.
Ang. Yes—the same sin that overthrew the angels,
And of all sins most easily besets
Mortals the nearest to the angelic nature:
The vile are only vain; the great are proud.
Daoge. 1 &ad the pride of honour, of yoxr honour,
Deep at my heart—But let us change the theme.
Ang. Ah no !—As I have ever shared your kindness
In all things else, let me not be shut out
From your distress: were it of public import,
You know I never sought, would never seek,
To win a word [rom you; but feeling now
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Your grief is private, it belongs to me

To lighten or divide it.  Since the day

When foolish Steno’s ribaldry detected

Unfix'd your quiet, you are greatly changed,

And I would soothe you back to what you were.
Doge. To what I was !—have you heard Steno’s sentence ?
Ang. No.

Doge. A month's arrest.

Ang, Is it not enough?

Dm Enough !—yes, for a drunken galley slave,
Who, stung by stripes, may murmur at his master ;
But not for a deliberate, false, cool villain,

Who stains a lady’s and a prince’s honour

Even on the throne of his authority.

Ang. There seems to me enough in the conviction
Of a patrician guilty of a falsel 100d :

All other punishment were light unto

His loss of honour.

Doge. Such men have no honour;

They Tave but their vile lives—and these are ‘3[111’6(1
Ang, You would not have him die for this offence ?
Da ve. Not noze —being still alive, I’d have him live

Long as /¢ can; he has Lmsul to merit death ;

The guilty saved hath damn’d hisshundred Judges,

And he is pure, for now his crime is theirs.

Ang. Oh! had this false and flippant libeller
Shed his young blood for his absurd lampoon,

Neé'er from that moment could this breast have known

A joyous hour, or dreamless slumber more.

Doge. Does not the law of Heaven say blood for blood ?
And he who Zzin#s kills more than he who sheds it.
Is it the pain of blows, or shame of blows,

That makes such deadly to the sense of man?

Do not the laws of man say blood for honour,—

And, less than honour, for a little gold?

Say not the laws of nations blood for treason ?

Is’t nothing to have fill'd these veins with poison

I'or their once healthful current? is it nothing

To have stain’d your name and mine—the noblest names 7

Is’t nothing to have brought into contempt

A prince before his people? to have fail'd

In the respect accorded by mankind

To youth in woman, and old age in man?
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To virtue in your sex, and dignity
In ours?—but let them look to it who have saved him.
Ang. Heaven bids us to forgive our enemies.
.DcJ“ Doth Heaven forgive her own? s Satan saved
From wrath eternal ?
Ang. Do not speak thus wildly—
Heaven will alike forgive you and your foes
Doge. Amen! May Heaven forgive them !

Aﬁﬂ And will you?
Dngc Yes, when they are in heaven !
Ang. And not till then?

Doge. What matters my forgiveness? an old man’s,
Worn out, scorn’d, spurn’d, abused ; what matters then
My pardon more than my resentment, both
Being weak and worthless? I have lived too long;
But let us change the argument.—My child !

My injured wife, the child of Loredano,

The brave, the chivalrous, how little decm’d

Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend,

That he was linking thee to shame —Alas !

Shame without sin, lor thou art faultless, Hadst thou
But had a different husband, @zy husband

In Venice save the Doge, this blight, this brand,

This blasphemy had never fallen upon thee.

So young, so beautiful, so good, so pure,

To suffer this, and yet be unavenged !

Ang. 1T am too well avenged, for you still love me,
And trust, and honour me ; and all men know
That you are just, and I am true : what more
Could I require, or you command ?

Doye, "T is well,

And may be better ; but whate’er betide,
Be thou at least kind to my memory.

Ang. Why speak you thus?

Doge. It is no matter why ;
But I would still, whatever others think,

Have your respect both now and in my grave.

Ang. Why should you doubt it? has it ever fail’d?

Lgge. Come hither, child ; I would a word with you.
Your father was my friend ; unequal fortune
Made him my debtor for some courtesies
Which bind the good more firmly : when, oppress’d
With his last malady, he will'd our union,



160 DRAMAS. [AcT 11,

It was not to repay me, long repaid

Before by his great loyalty in friendship ;

His object was to place your orphan beauty

In honourable safety from the perils

Which, in this scorpion nest of vice, assail

A lonely and undower'd maid. I did not

Think with him, but would not oppose the thought
Which soothed his death-bed.

Ang. I have not forgotten
The nobleness with which you bade me speak
If my young heart held any preference
Which would have made me happier ; nor your offer
To make my dowry equal to the rank
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim
My father’s last injunction gave you.

Doge. Thus
'T was not a foolish dotard’s vile caprice,

Nor the false edge of aged appetite,

Which made me covetous of girlish beauty,
And a young bride: for in my fieriest youth

I sway'd such passions ; nor was this my age
Infected with that leprosy of lust

Which taints the hoariest years of vicious men,
Making them ransack to the very last

The dregs of pleasure for their vanish’d joys ;
Or buy in selfish marriage some young victim,
Too helpless to refuse a state that’s honest,
Too feeling not to know herself a wretch.

Our wedlock was not of this sort; you had
Freedom from me to choose, and urged in answer
Your father’s choice.

Ang. I did so; I would do so
In face of earth and heaven ; for I have never
Repented for my sake ; sometimes for yours,

In pondering o’er your late disquietudes.

Daoge. 1 knew my heart would never treat you harshly ;

I knew my days could not disturb you long ;
And then the daughter of my earliest friend,
His worthy daughter, free to choose again,
Wealthier and wiser, in the ripest bloom

Of womanhood, more skilful to select
By passing these probationary years
Inheriting a prince’s name and riches,
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Secured, by the short penance of enduring
An old man for some summers, against all
That law’s chicane or envious kinsmen might
Have urged against her right ; my best friend’s child
Would choose more fitly in respect of years,
And not less truly in a faithful heart.
Ang. My lord, I look’d but to my father’s wishes,
Hallow’d by his last words, and to my heart
For doing all its duties, and replying
With faith to him with whom I was affianced.
Ambitious hopes ne'er cross’d my dreams ; and should
The hour you spcak of come, 1t will be seen so.
Doge. 1 do believe you ; and 1 know you true;
For love, romantic love, which in my youth
I knew to be illusion, and ne’er saw
Lasting, but often fatal, it had been
No lure for me, in my most passionate days,
And could not be so now, did such exist.
But such respect, and mildly paid regard
As a true feeling for your welfare, and
A free compliance with all honest wishes,—
A kindness to your virtues, watchfulness
Not shown, but shadowing o’er such little failings
As youth is apt in, so as not to check
Rashly, but win you from them ere you knew
You had been won, but thought the change your choice;
A pride not in your beauty, but your conduct
A trust in you ; a patriarchal love,
And not a doting homage ; friendship, faith,—
Such estimation in your eyes as these
Might claim, I hoped for.
Ang. And bhave ever had.
Doaoge. 1 think so. For the difference in our years
You knew it, choosing me, and chose : I trusted
Not to my qualities, nor would have faith
In such, nor outward ornaments of nature,
Were I still in my five and twentieth spring ;
I trusted to the blood of Loredano
Pure in your veins; I trusted to the soul
God gave you—to the truths your father tanght you—
To your belief in Heaven—to your mild virtues—
To your own faith and honour, for my own.
Ang. You have done well—I thank you for that trust,
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Which T have never for one moment ceased

T'o honour you the more for.

Doge. Where 1s honour,

Innate and precept-strengthen’d,’tis the rock

Of faith connubial : where it is not—where

Light thoughts are lurking, or the vanities

Of worldly pleasure rankle in the heart,

Or sensual throbs convulse it, well 1T know,

T were hopeless for humanity to dream

Of honesty in such infected blood,

Although 't were wed to him it covets most:

An incarnation of the poet’s god

In all his marble-chisell’d beauty, or

The demi-deity, Alcides, In

Tlis majesty of superhuman manhood,

Would not suffice to bind where virtue is not;

Tt is consistency which forms and proves it:

Vice cannot fix, and virtue cannot change.

The once fall'n woman must for ever fall ;

For vice must have variety, while virtue

Stands like the sun, and all which rolls around

Drinks life, and light, and glory from her aspect.
Ang. And seeing, feeling thus this truth in others,

(I pray you pardon me ;) but wherefore yield you

To the most fierce of fatal passions, and

Disquiet your great thoughts with restless hate

Of such a thing as Steno?

Daoge. You mistake me.

It is not Steno who could move me thus;

Had it been so, he should——Dbut let that pass.
Ang. What is ’t you feel so deeply, then, even now?
Doge. The violated majesty of Venice,

At once msulted in her lord and laws.

Ang. Alas! why will you thus consider 1t ?
Doge. 1 have thought on’t till but let me lead you
back

To what I urged ; all these things being noted,

I wedded you ; the world then did me justice

Upon the motive, and my conduct proved

They did me right, while yours was all to praises

You had all freedom, all respect, all trust

From me and mine ; and, born of those who made

Princes at home, and swept kings from their thrones
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On foreign shores, in all things you appear’d
Worthy to be our first of native dames,
Ang. To what does this conduct?
Daoge. To thus much—that
A miscreant’s anary breath may blast it all—
A villain, whom for his unbridled bearing,
Even in the midst of our great festival,
I caused to be conducted forth, and taught
How to demean himself in ducal chambers ;
A wretch like this may leave upon the wall
The blighting venom of his sweltering heart,
And this shall spread itself in gmual po1son,
And woman's innocence, man’s honour, pass
Into a by-word ; and the doubly felon
(Who first insulted virgin modesty
By a gross affront to your attendant damsels
Amidst the noblest of our dames in public)
Requite himself for his most just expulsion
By blackening publicly his soverecizn’s consort
And be absolved by his upright compeers.
Ang. But he has been condemn’d into captivity.
Doge. Tor such as him a dungeon were acquittal ;
And his brief term of mock-arrest will pass
Within a palace. DBut I'’ve done with him ;
The rest must be with you.
Ang. With me, my lord?
Doge. Yes, Angiolina. Do not marvel ; 1
THave let this prey upon me till I feel
My life cannot be long ; and fain would have you
Regard the m)um_uuns you will find within
This scroll (Girving her a paper) Fear not ; they are for
your advantage :
Read them hereafter at the fitting hour.
Ang. My lord, in life, and after life, you shall
Be honour'd still by me : but may your days
Be many yet—and happier than the present !
This passion mll give way, and )ou will be
Serene, and whi at you were.
Doge. 1 will be w hat T should l.)e, or be nothing ;
But never more—oh ! never, never more,
()’er the few days or hours which yet await
The blighted old age of Faliero, shall
Sweet quiet shed her sunset ! Never more




DRAMAS. [AcT 1.

Those summer shadows rising from the past
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life,
Mellowing the last hours as the night approaches,
Shall soothe me to my moment of long rest.
I had but little more to ask, or hope,
Save the rezards due to the blood and sweat,
And the soul’s labour through which I had toil'd
To make my country honour'd. As her servant—
Her servant, though her chief—I would have gone
Down to my fathers with a name serene
And pure as theirs ; but this has been denied me.—
Would I had died at Zaral
Ang. There you saved
The state ; then live to save her still. A day,
Another day like that would be the best
Reproof to them, and sole revenge for you.
Doge. But one such day occurs within an age;
My life is little less than one, and 't is
Enough for Fortune to have granted once,
That which scarce one more favour'd citizen
May win in many states and years. But why
Thus speak I? Venice has forgot that day—
Then why should I remember it ?>—Farewell,
Sweet Angiolina ! I must to my cabinet ;
There ’s much for me to do—and the hour hastens.
Ang. Remember what you were.
Daoge. It were in vain !
Joy’s recollection is no longer jOY,
While sorrow’s memory is a sorrow still.
Ang. At least, whate’er may urge, let me implore
That you will take some little pause of rest
Your sleep for many nights has been so turbid,
That it had been relief to have awaked you,
Had I not hoped that Nature would o’erpower
At length the thoughts which shock your slumbers thus.
An hour of rest will give you to your toils
With fitter thoughts and freshen’d strength.
Daoge. I cannot—
I must not, if I could ; for never was
Such reason to be watchful : yet a few—
Yet a few days and dream-perturbed nights,
And T shall slumber well—but where ?>—no matter.
Adieu, my Angiolina.
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Ang. Let me be
An instant—yet an instant your companion !
I cannot bear to leave you thus.

Doge. Come then,
My gentle child—forgive me ; thou wert made
For better fortunes than to share in mine,
Now darkling in their close toward the deep vale
Where Death sits robed in his all-sweeping shadow.
When I am gone—it may be sooner than
Fven these years warrant, for there is that stirring
Within, above, around, that in this city
Will make the cemeteries populous
As e’er they were by pestilence or war,—
When I @m nothing, let that which T was
Be still sometimes a name on thy sweet lips,
A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing
Which would not have thee mourn it, but remember.
Let us begone, my child—the time is pressing. [ Zxeunt.

Scene IL
A retived spol near the Arsenal.

ISRAEL BERTUCCIO @nd PHILIP CALENDARO.

Cal. How sped you, Israel, in your late complaint?
1. ber. Why, well.

Cal. Is’t possible ? will he be punish’'d ?

1. Ber. Yes.
Cal. With what? a mulct or on arrest?

1. Ber, With death !

Cal. Now you rave, or must intend revenge,
Such as T counsell'd you, with your own hand.
[, Ber. Yes; and for one sole draught of hate, forego
The great redress we meditate for Venice,
And change a life of hope for one of exile ;
Leaving one scorpion crush'd, and thousands sting'ng
My friends, my family, my countrymen !
No, Calendaro; these same drops of blood,
Shed shamefully, shall have the whole of his
For their requital but not only his ;
We will not strike for private wrongs alone :
Such are for selfish passions and rash men,
But are unworthy a tyrannicide.
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Cal. You have more patience than I care to boast.
Had I been present when you bore this insult,
I must have slain him, or expired myself
In the vain effort to repress my wrath. [marr'd :
7. Ber. Thank Heaven you were not—all had else been
As 'tis, our cause looks prosperous still.

Cal. i You saw
The Doge—what answer gave he?
L. Ber. That there was

No punishment for such as Barbaro.
Cal, 1 told you so before, and that ’t was 1dle
To think of justice from such hands.
1. Ber. At least,
It lull’d suspicion, showing confidence.
Had I been silent, not a sbirro but
Had kept me in his eye, as meditating
A silent, solitary, deep revenge.
Cal. But wherefore not address you to the Council ?
The Doge is a mere puppet, who can scarce
Obtain right for himself. Why speak to him ?
7. Ber. You shall know that hereafter.
Cal. Why not now?
7. Ber. Be patient but till midnight. Get your musters,
And bid our friends prepare their companics :
Set all in readiness to strike the blow,
Perhaps in a few hours; we have long waited
For a fit time—that hour 15 on the dial,
It may be, of to-morrow’s sun : delay
Beyond may breed us double danger. Sce
That all be punctual at our place of meeting,
And arm’d, excepting those of the Sixtecn,
Who will remain among the troops to wait
The signal.
Cal. These brave words have breathed new life
Into my veins ; 1'm sick of these protracted
And hesitating councils: day on day
Crawl'd on, and added but another link
To our long fetters, and some fresher wrong
Inflicted on our brethren or ourselves,
Helping to swell our tyrants’ bloated strength.
Let us but deal upon them, and I care not
For the result, which must be death or freedom !
I'm weary to the heart of finding neither.
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4. Ber. We will be free in life or death ! the grave
Is chainless. Have you all the musters ready ?
And are the sixteen companies completed
To sixty?
Cal. All save two, in which there are
Twenty-five wanting to make up the number.
4. Ber. No matter; we can do without. Whose are
they ? |
Cal. Bertram’s and old Soranzo’s, both of whom
Appear less forward in the cause than we are.
/. Ber. Your fiery nature makes you deem all those
Who are not restless cold : but there exists
Oft in concentred spirits not less daring
Than in more loud avengers. Do not doubt them.
Cal. I do not doubt the elder ; but in Bertram
There is a hesitating softness, fatal
To enterprise like ours: I've seen that man
Weep like an infant o’er the misery
Of others, heedless of his own, though greater ;
And in a recent quarrel I beheld him
Turn sick at sight of blood, although a villain’s.
£. Ber. The truly brave are soft of heart and eyes,
And feel for what their duty bids them do.
I have known Bertram long ; there doth not breathe
A soul more full of honour.
al. : It may be so:
I apprehend less treachery than weakness ;
Yet as he has no mistress, and no wife
To work upon his milkiness of spirit,
He may.go through the ordeal ; it is well
He 1s an orphan, friendless save in us:
A woman or a child had made him less
Than either in resolve.
1. Ber. Such ties are not
For those who are call’d to the high destinies
Which purify corrupted commonwealths ;
We must forget all feelings save the oze,
We must resign all passions save our purpose,
* We must behold no object save our country,
And only look on death as beautiful,
So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven,
And draw down freedom on her evermore.
Cal. But if we fall———
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I. Ber. They never fail who die
In a great cause: the block may soak their gore ;
Their heads may sodden in the sun ; their limbs
Be strung to city gates and castle walls—

But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom,

They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts
Which overpower’d all others, and conduct

The world at last to freedom. What were we,

If Brutus had not lived? He died in giving
Rome liberty, but left a deathless lesson—

A name which is a virtue, and a soul

Which multiplies itself throughout all time,

When wicked men wax mighty, and a state

Turns servile. He and his high friend were styled
“ The last of Romans !” Let us be the first

Of true Venetians, sprung from Roman sires.

Cal. Our fathers did not fly from Attila
Into these isles, where palaces have sprung
On banks redeem’d from the rude ocean’s ooze,
To own a thousand despots in his place.

Better bow down before the Hun, and call
A Tartar lord, than these swoln silkworm masters !
The first at least was man, and used his sword
As sceptre : these unmanly creeping things
Command our swords, and rule us with a word
As with a spell,
1. Ber, It shall be broken soon.
You say that all things are in readiness ;
‘l'o-day I have not been the usual round,
And why thou knowest ; but thy vigilance
Will better have supplied my care : these orders
In recent council to redouble now
Our efforts to repair the galleys, have
Lent a fair colour to the introduction
Of many of our cause into the arsenal,
As new artificers for their equipment,
Or fresh recruits obtain’d in haste to man
The hoped-for fleet.—Are all supplied with arms?

Cal. All who were deem’d trustworthy: there are some
Whom it were well to keep in ignorance
Till it be time to strike, and then supply them ;
When in the heat and hurry of the hour
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They have no opportunity to pause,
But needs must on with those who will surround them.
I. Ber. You have said well. Have you remark’d all
such ?
Cal. 1’ve noted most ; and causced the other chiefs
To use like caution in their companies.
As far as I have seen, we are cnough
To make the enterprise secure, «f 't 1s
Commenced to-morrow ; but, till 't 1s begun,
Each hour is pregnant with a thousand perils.
/1, Ber. Let the Sixteen meet at the wonted hour,
Except Soranzo, Nicoletto Blondo,
And Marco Giuda, who will keep their watch
Within the arsenal, and hold all ready,
Expectant of the signal we will fix on.
Cal. We will not fail. _
1. Ber. Let all the rest be therc;
I have a stranger to present to them.
Cal. A stranger! doth he know the secret?
I Der. Yes.
Cal. And have you dared to peril your friends’ lives
On a rash confidence in one we know not?
£ Ber. 1 have nisk’d no man’s hife except my own—
Of that be certain: he is one who may
Make our assurance doubly sure, according
His aid ; and if reluctant, he no less
Is in our power : he comes alone with me,
And cannot ’scape us ; but he will not swerve.
Cal. 1 cannot _]ud&(, of this until I know him:
Is he one of our order?
1. Ber. Ay, in spirit,
Although a child of greatness; he is one—
Who would become a throne, or overthrow one—
One who has done great deeds, and seen great changes ;
No tyrant, though bred up to tyranny ;
Valiant in war, :md sage in council : noble
In nature, although ]mughty quick, yet wary :
Yet for all this, so full of certain passions,
That if once stirr'd and baffled, as he has been
Upon the tendurest points, there is no Fury
In Grecian story like to that which wrings
His vitals with her burning hands, till he
Grows capable of all things for revenge ;
VOL. 1L M



And add too, that his mind is liberal,

He sees and feels the people are oppress’d,

And shares their sufferings.  Take him ail in all,

We have need of such, and such have need of us.
Cal. And what part would you have him take with us?
7. Ber. It may be, that of chief.

Cal. What ! and resign
Your own command as leader?
1. Der. Even so.

My object is to make your cause end well,
And not to push myself to power. Experience,
Some skill, and your own choice, had mark’d me o.:t
To act in trust as your commander, till
Some worthier should appear : if I have found such
As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think you
That I would hesitate from selfishness,
And, covetous of brief authority,
Stake our deep interest on my single thoughts,
Rather than yield to one above me in
All leading qualities? No, Calendaro,
Know your friend better; but you all shall judge.
Away ! and let us meet at the fix’d hour.
Be vigilant, and-all will yet go well.
Cal. Worthy Bertuccio, 1 have known you ever
Trusty and brave, with head and heart to plan
What 1 have still been prompt to execute.
For my own part, I seek no other chief;
What the rest will decide I know not, but
I am with vou, as I have ever been,
In all our undertakings. Now farewell,
Until the hour of midnight sces us meet. [Zxewnt.

ACT I1L

GepNE T.—Scene, the Space between the Canal and the Church
of San Giovanni e San Paolo. An equestrian Statue before
it A Gondola lies in the Canal at some distance.

Enter the DOGE alone, disguised.

Doge (solus). 1 am before the hour, the hour whose voice,
Pealing into the arch of night, might strike
'These palaces with ominous tottering,
And rock their marbles to the corner-stone,
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Waking the sleepers from some hideous dream

Of indistinct but awful augury

Of that which will befall them. Yes, proud city!
Thou must be cleansed of the black blood which makes
A lazar-house of tyranny: the task [thee
Is forced upon me, I have sought it not ;

And therefore was I punish’d, seeing this
Patrician pestilence spread on and on,

Until at length it smote me in my slumbers,

And I am tainted, and must wash away

The plague spots in the healing wave. Tall fane!
Where sleep my fathers, whose dim statues shadow
The floor which doth divide us from the dead,
Where all the pregnant hearts of our bold blood,
Moulder’d into a mite of ashes, hold

In one shrunk heap what once made many heroes,
When what is now a handful shook the earth—
Fane of the tutelar saints who guard our house !
Vault where two Doges rest—my sires | who died
The one of toil, the other in the field,

With a long race of other lineal chiefs

And sages, whose great labours, wounds, and state
I have inherited,—]let the graves gape,

Till all thine aisles be peopled with the dead,
And pour them from thy portals to gaze on mel

I call them up, and them and thee to witness
What it hath been which put me to this task—
Their pure high blood, their blazon-roll of glories,
Their mighty name dishonour'd all 7z me,

Not 4y me, but by the ungrateful nobles

We fought to make our equals, not our lords:
And chiefly thou, Ordelafo the brave,

Who perish'd in the field, where I since conquer’d,
Battling at Zara, did the hecatombs

Of thine and Venice’ foes, there offer’d up

By thy descendant, merit such acquittance?
Spirits | smile down upon me; for my cause

Is yours, in all life now can be of yours,—

Your fame, your name, all mingled up in mine,
And in the future fortunes of our race !

Let me but prosper, and I can make this city
Free and immortal, and our house’s name
Worthier of what you were, now and hereafter !

l‘\l -
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Enter ISRAEL DERTUCCIO.

7. Ber. Who goes there?

Dage. A friend to Venice.

1. Ber. T is he.
Welcome, my lord,—you are before the time.

Daoge. 1 am ready to proceed to your assembly.

I. Ber. Have with you.—1I am proud and pleased to see
Such confident alacrity. Your doubts
Since our last meeting, then, are all dispell’d ?

Doge. Not so—bul I have set my little left
Of life upon this cast: the die was thrown
When 1 first listen'd to your treason.—Start not !

Zhat s the word ; 1 cannot shape my tonguc

To syllable black deeds into smooth names,
Though I be wrought on to commit them. When
I heard you tempt your sovereign, and forbore

To have you dragg’d to prison, I became

Your guiltiest accomplice : now you may,

If it so please you, do as much by me.

Z. Ber. Strange words, my lord, and most unmerited ;
I am no spy, and neither are we traitors.

Doge. We— We/—no matter—you have earn’d the
To talk of us.—But to the point.—If this [right
Attempt succeeds, and Venice, render’d free
And flourishing, when we are in our graves,

Conducts her generations to our tombs,
And makes her children with their little hands
Strew flowers o’er her deliverers’ ashes, then
The consequence will sanctify the deed,
And we shall be like the two Bruti in

The annals of hereafter; but if not.

If we should fail, employing bloody means
And secret plot, although to a good end,
Still we are traitors, honest Israel ;—thou
No less.than he who was thy sovereign

Six hours ago, and now thy brother rebel.

/L. Ber. T i1s not the moment to consider thus,
Else I could answer.—Let us to the meetiny
Or we may be observed in lingering here.

Doge. We are observed, and have been.

1. Ber. We observed !
Let me discover—and this steel——
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Doge. Put up;
Here are no human witnesses : look there—
What s€e you?

L. Ber. Only a tall warrior’s statue
Bestriding a proud steed, in the dim light
Of the dull moon.

Dage. That warrior was the sire
Of my sire’s fathers, and that statue was
Decreed to him by the twice rescued city :—
Think you that he looks down on us or no?

Z. Ber. My lord, these are mere fantasies ; there are
No eyes in marble.

Doge. But there are in Death.
I tell thee, man, there is a spirit in
Such things that acts and sees, unseen, though felt;
And, if there be a spell to stir the dead,
T 1s in such deeds as we are now upon.
Deem’st thou the souls of such a race as mine
Can rest, when he, their last descendant chief,
Stands plotting on the brink of their pure graves
With stung plebelans ?

L Bet, . It had been as well
To have ponder’d this before—, ere you embark’d
In our great enterprise.—Do you repent?

Doge. No—Dbut I fee/, and shall do to the last.
I cannot quench a glorious life at once,
Nor dwindle to the thing I now must be,
And take men's lives by stealth, without some pause:
Yet doubt me not ; it is this very feeling,
And knowing w/hat has wrung me to be thus,
Which 1s your best security. There’s not
A roused mechanic in your busy plot
So wrong’d as I, so fall'n, so loudly call’d
To his redress : the very means 1 am forced
By these fell tyrants to adopt is such,
That I abhor them doubly for the deeds
Which I must do to pay them back for theirs.

7. Ber. Let us away—hark—the hour strikes.

Doge. On—on—
It is our knell, or that of Venice—On.

I. Ber. Say rather, 'tis her freedom’s rising peal
Of triumph. This way—we are near the place.

| Lxeunt.
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SceNE II.
The House where the Conspirators meel.

DacorLiNo, DorRo, BERTRAM, FEDELE, TREVISANO, CALENDARO,
ANTONIO DELLE BENDE, &c. &c.

Cal. (entering). Are all here?

Dag. All with you ; except the three
On duty, and our leader Israel,
Who is expected momently.

Cal. Where’s Bertram ?
Ber. Here!
Cal. Have: you not been able to complete

The number wanting in your company ?
Ber. 1 had mark’d out some : but I have not dared
To trust them with the secret, till assured
That they were worthy faith.
Cal. There 1s no need
Of trusting to their faith ; /o, save ourselves
And our more chosen comradcs, is aware
Fully of our intent? they think themselves
Engaged 1n secret to the Signory,
To punish some more dissolute young nobles
Who have defied the law in their excesses ;
But once drawn up, and their new swords well flesh’d
In the rank hearts of the more odious senators,
They will not hesitate to follow up
Their blow upon the others, when they see
The example of their chief, and I for one
Will set them such, that they for very shame
And safety will not pause till all have perish’d.
Ber. How say you? all/
Cal. Whom wouldst thou spare?
Ber. I spare i
I have no power to spare. I only question’d,
Thinking that even amongst these wicked men
There might be some, whose age and qualities
Might mark them out for pity.
Cal. Yes, such pity
As when the viper hath been cut to pieces,
The separate fragments quivering in the sun,
In the last energy of venomous life,
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Deserve and have. Why, I should think as soon
Of pitying some particular fang which made
One in the jaw of the swoln serpent, as
Of saving one of these : they form but links
Of one long chain ; one mass, one breath, one body ;
They eat, and drink, and live, and breed together,
Revel and lie, oppress, and kill in concert,—
So let them die as one /
Dayg. Should ene survive,
He would be dangerous as the whole ; it is not
Their number, be it tens or thousands, but
The spirit of this aristocracy
Which must be rooted out; and if there were
A single shoot of the old tree in life,
"T would fasten in the soil, and spring again
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fruit.
Bertram, we must be firm !

Cal. Look to it well,
Pertram ; I have an eye upon thee.

Ber. Who
Distrusts me?

Cal. Not I; forif I did so

Thou wouldst not now be there to talk of trust:
It is thy softness, not thy want of faith,
Which makes thee to be doubted.

Ber. You should know
Who hear me, who and what I am; a man
Roused like yourselves to overthrow oppression ;
A kind man, I am apt to think, as some
Of you have found me ; and if brave or no,

You, Calendaro, can pronounce, who have seen me
Put to the proof; or, if you should have doubts,
I’ll clear them on your person !

Cal. You are welcome,
When once our enterprise is o’er, which must not
Be interrupted by a private brawl.

Ber, T am no brawler ; but can bear myself
As far among the foe as any he
Who hears me ; else why have I been selected
To be of your chief comrades? but no less
I own my natural weakness ; I have not
Yet learn’d to think of indiscriminate murder
Without some sense of shuddering ; and the sight
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Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps is not
To me a thing of triumph, nor the death
Of men surprised a glory. Well—too well
I know that we must do such things on those
Whose acts have raised up such avengers; but
If there were some of these who could be saved
From out this sweeping fate, for our own sakes
And for our honour, to take off some stain
Of massacre, which else pollutes it wholly,
I had been glad ; and see no cause in this
For sneer, nor for suspicion !

Dag. Calm thee, Bertram,
For we suspzct thee not, and take good heart.
It is the cause, and not our will, which asks
Such actions from our hands ; we'll wash away
All stains in freedom’s fountain !

Enter ISRAEL BERTUCCIO, and the DOGE, disguised.

Dag. Welcome, Israel.
Consp. Most welcome.—DBrave Bertuccio, thou art late
Who 1s this stranger ?
Cal. It is time to name him.
Our comrades are even now prepared to greet him
In brotherhood, as I have made it known
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause,
Approved by thee, and thus approved by ali,
Such is our trust in all thine actions. Now
Let him unfold himself,
1. Ber. Stranger, step forth !
| Zhe Doge discovers himself.
Consp. To arms !—we are betray’d——it is the Doge !
Down with them both ! our traitorous captain, and
The tyrant he hath sold us to.
Cal. (drawing his sword). Hold! hold!
Who moves a step against them dies. Hold! hear
Bertuccio—What ! are you appall’d to see
A lone, unguarded, weaponless old man
Amongst you ?—Israel, speak ; what means this mystery ?
I, Ber. Let them advance and strike at their own
Ungrateful suicides! for on our lives [bosoms,
Depend their own, their fortunes, and their hopes.
Doge. Strike I—If T dreaded death, a death more fearful
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Than any your rash weapons can inflict,
I should not now be here : Oh, noble Courage !
The eldest born of Fear, which makes you brave
Against this solitary hoary head !
See the bold chiefs, who would reform a state
And shake down senates, mad with wrath and dread
At sight of one patrician! Butcher me !

- You can, I care not.—Israel, are these men
The mighty hearts you spoke of? look upon them !

Cal. IFaith | he hath shamed us, and deservedly,
Was this your trust in your true chief, Bertuccio,
To turn your swords against him and his guest?
Sheathe them, and hear him.

1. Ber. I disdain to speak.
They might and must have known a heart like mine
Incapable of treachery ; and the power
They gave me to adopt all fitting means
To further their design was nc’er abused.

They might be certain that whoe’er was brought
By me into this council had been led
To take his choice—as brother, or as victim.

Doge. And which am I to be? your actions leave
Some cause to doubt the freedom of the choice.

/. Ber. My lord, we would have perish’d here together,
Had these rash men proceeded ; but, beho'd,

They are ashamed of that mad moment’s impulse,
And droop their heads ; believe me, they are such
As I described them—speak to them.

Cal. Ay, speak;
We are all listening in wonder.

1. Ber. (addressing the conspirators). You are safe,
Nay, more, almost triumphant—listen then,

And know my words for truth.

Doge. You see me here,
As one of you hath said, an old, unarm’d,
Defenceless man ; and yesterday you saw me
Presiding in the hall of ducal state,

Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles,

Robed in official purple, dealing out

The edicts of a power which is not mine,

Nor yours, but of our masters—the patricians.
Why I was there you know, or think you know ;
Why I am /ere, he who hath been most wrong'd,
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He who among you hath been most insulted,
Outraged, and trodden on, until he doubt

If he be worm or no, may answer for me,

Asking of his own heart what brought him here ?
You know my recent story, all men know it,

And judge of it far differently from those

Who sate 1n judgment to heap scorn on scorn.
But spare me the recital—it 1s here,

Here at my heart the outrage—but my words,
Already spent in unavailing plaints,

Would only show my feebleness the more,

And I come here to strengthen even the strong,
And urge them on to deeds, and not to war

With woman’s weapons ; but I need not urge you.
Our private wrongs have sprung from public vices,
In this—I cannot call it commonwealth,

Nor kingdom, which hath neither prince nor people,
But all the sins of the old Spartan state

Without its virtues—temperance and valour,

The Lords of Lacedeemon were true soldiers,

But ours are Sybarites, while we are Helots,

Of whom I am the lowest, most enslaved ;
Although dress'd out to head a pageant, as

The Greeks of yore made drunk their slaves to form
A pastime for their children. You are met

To overthrow this monster of a state,

This mockery of a government, this spectre,
Which must be exorcised with blood,—and then
We will renew the times of truth and justice,
Condensing 1n a fair free commonwealth

Not rash equality but equal rights,

Proportion’d like the columns to the temple,
Giving and taking strength reciprocal,

And making firm the whole with grace and beauty,
So that no part could be removed without
Infringement of the general symmetry.

In operating this great change, I claim

To be one of you—if you trust in me ;

If not, strike home,—my life 1s compromised,
And 1 would rather fall by freemen’s hands

Than live another day to act the tyrant

As delegate of tyrants ; such I am not,

And never have been—read it in our annals;
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I can appeal to my past government

In many lands and cities ; they can tell you

If I were an oppressor, or a man

Feeling and thinking for my fellow-men.

Haply had T been what the senate sought,

A thing of robes and trinkets, dizen’d out

To sit in state as for a sovereign’s picture ;

A popular scourge, a ready sentence-signer,

A stickler for the Senate and ““the Forty,”

A sceptic of all measures which had not

The sanction of ‘“the Ten,” a council-fawner,

A tool, a fool, a puppet,—they had ne’er
Foster'd the wretch who stung me. What I suffer
Has reach’d me through my pity for the people ;
That many know, and they who know not yet
Will one day learn: meantime I do devote,
Whate'er the issue, my last days of life—

My present power such as it is, not that

Of Doge, but of a man who has been great
Before he was degraded to a Doge,

And still has individual means and mind ;

I stake my fame (and I had fame)—my breath—
(The least of all, for its last hours are nigh)

My heart, my hope, my soul, upon this cast !
Such as I am, I offer me to you

And to your chiefs ; accept me or reject me,—
A Prince who fain would be a citizen

Or nothing, and who has lelt his throne to be so.

Cal. Long live Faliero !—Venice shall be free!

Consp. Long live Faliero !

I, DBer. Comrades ! did I well?
Is not this man a host in such a cause ?

Doge. This is no time for eulogies, nor place
For exultation. Am I one of you?

Cal. Ay, and the first among us, as thou hast becn
Of Venice—be our general and chief.

Doge. Chief |—general !—1I was general at Zara,
And chief in Rhodes and Cyprus, prince in Venice:
I cannot stoop that is, I am not fit
To lead a band of——patriots : when I lay
Aside the dignities which I have borne,

'T is not to put on others, but to be
Mate to my fellows—but now to the point ;
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Israel has stated to me your whole plan—
"T'is bold, but feasible if I assist i,
And must be set in motion instantly.

Cal. F'en when thou wilt. Is it not so, my friends?
I have disposed all for a sudden blow ;

When shall it be then?

Dge. At sunrise,

Ber. So soon ?

Doge. So soon P—so late—each hour accumulates
Peril on peril, and the more so now
Since I have mingled with you ;—know you not
The Council, and “the Ten?” the spies, the eyes
Of the patricians dubious of their slaves,

And now more dubious of the prince they have made one?
I tell you, you must strike, and suddenly,
Full to the Hydra’s heart—its heads will follow.

Cal. With all my soul and sword, I yicld assent;
Our companies are ready, sixty each,

And all now under arms by Israel’s order;
tach at their different place of rendezvous,
And vigilant, expectant of some blow ;

Let each repair for action to his post !
And now, my lord, the signal ?

Doge, When you hear
The great bell of Saint Mark’s, which may not be
Struck without special order of the Doge
(The last poor privilege they leave their prince),
March on Saint Mark’s !

1. Ber. And there ?—

Doge. Jy different routes
Let your march be directed, every sixty
Entering a separate avenue, and still
Upon the way let your cry be of war
And of the Genocse fleet, by the first dawn
Discern’'d before the port; form round the palace,
Within whose court will be drawn out in arms
My nephew and the clients of our house,

Many and martial ; while the bell tolls on,
hout ye, “‘Saint Mark !|—the foe is on our waters !”

Cal. 1 see it now—Dbut on, my noble lord.

Doge. All the patricians flocking to the Council,
(Which they dare not refuse, at the dread signal
Pealing from out their patron saint’s proud tower,)
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Will then be gather'd in unto their harvest.

And we will reap them with the sword for sickle.
If some few should be tardy or absent them,

"T will be but to be taken faint and single,
When the majority are put to rest.

Cal. Would that the hour were come! we will not scotch,
But kill.

Ber,  Once more, sir, with your pardon, I
Would now repeat the question which I ask’d
Before Bertuccio added to our cause
The great ally who renders it more sure,

And therefore safer, and as such admits
Some dawn of mercy to a portion of
Our victims-—must all perish in this slaughter?

Cal. All who encounter me and mine, be sure,
The mercy they have shown, I show.

Consp. All! all!

Is this a time to talk of pity? when
Have they €’er shown, or felt, or feign'd it?

l. Bey. Beitram,
This false compassion is a folly, and
Injustice to thy comrades and thy cause !

Dost thou not see, that if we single out
Some for escape, they live but to avenge

The fallen? and how distinguish now the innocent
From out the guilty? all their acts are one—
A single emanation from one body,

Together knit for our oppression! 'Tis
Much that we let their children live ; T doubt
If all of these even should be set apart :

The hunter may reserve some single cub
From out the tiger’s litter, but who ¢’er
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam,
Unless to perish by their fangs ? however,-

I will abide by Doge Faliero’s counsel :

Let him decide if any should be saved.

Doge. Ask me not— tempt me not with such a question-—
Decide yourselves.

I. Ber. You know their private virtues
Far better than we can, to whom alone
Their public vices, and most foul oppression,

Have made them deadly ; if there be amongst them
One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce.
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Doge. Dolfino’s father was my friend, and Lando
Fought by my side, and Marc Cornaro shared
My Genoesc embassy: I saved the life
Of Veniero—shall T save it twice?
Would that I could save them and Venice also !
All these men, or their fathers, were my friends
Till they became my subjects ; then fell from me
As faithless leaves drop from the o’erblown flower,
All left me a lone blighted thorny stalk,
Which, in its solitude, can shelter nothing ;
So, as they let me wither, let them perish.
Cal. They cannot co-exist with Venice’ freedom !
Doge. Ye, though you know and feel our mutual mass
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant
What fatal poison to the springs of life,
To human ties, and all that’s good and dear,
Lurks in the present institutes of Venice :
All these men were my friends : I loved them, they
Requited honourably my regards ;
We served and fought ; we smiled and wept in concert ;
We revell'd or we sorrow’d side by side ;
We made alliances of blood and narriage ;
We grew in years and honours fairly,-—till
Their own desire, not my ambition, made
Them choose me for their prince, and then farewell !
Farewell all social memory ! all thoughts
In common ! and sweet bonds which link old friendships,
When the survivors of long years and actions,
Which now belong to history, soothe the days
Which yet remain by treasuring each other,
And never meet, but each behold the mirror
Of half a century on his brother’s brow,
And sees a hundred beings, now in earth,
I'lit round them whispering of the days gone by,
And seeming not all dead, as long as two
Of the brave, joyous, reckless, glorious band,
Which once were one and many, still retain
A breath to sigh for them, a tongue to speak
Of deeds that else were silent, save on marble ——
Oime! Oime !—and must I do this deed ?
1. Ber. My lord, you are much moved : it is not now
T'hat such things must be dwelt upon.
Daoge. Your patience
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A moment—TI recede not : mark with me
The gloomy vices of this government. [me—
From the hour they made me Doge, the Doge THEY made
Farewell the past ! I died to all that had bcen
Or rather they to me : no friends, no kindness,
No privacy of life—all were cut off -
They came not near me, such approach gave umbrage;
They could not love me, such was not the law;
They thwarted me, ’t was the state’s policy ;
They baffled me, 't was a patrician’s duty ;
They wrong’d me, for such was to right the state ;
They could not right me, that would give suspicion ;
So that I was a slave to my own subjects ;
So that I was a foe to my own friends ;
Begirt with spies for guards, with robes for power,
With pomp for freedom, L,aolers for a council,
Inquisitors for friends, and hell for life !
I had one only fount of quiet left,
And that they poison’d. My pure household gods
Were shiver'd on my hearth, and o’er their shrine
Sate grinning Ribaldry and sneering Scorn. [be
/. Ber.- You have been deeply wrong'd, and now shall
Nobly avenged before another night.
Doge. T had borne all—it hurt me, but I bore it—
Till this last running over of the cup
Of bitterness—until this last loud insult,
Not only unredress’d, but sanction’d ; then,
And thus, I cast all further feelings from me—
The feLIIn”H which they crush'd for me, long, long
Before, even in their oath of false allcg,lance !
Even in that very hour and vow, they abjured
Their friend and made a sovereign, as boys make
Playthings, to do their pleas and be broken |
I from that hour have seen but senators
In dark suspicious conflict with the Doge,
Brooding with him in mutual hate and fear;
They dreading he should snatch the tyranny
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyrants.
To me, then, these men have no private life,
Nor claim to ties they have cut off from others;
As senators for arbitrary acts
Amenable, I look on them—as such
Let them be dealt upon.
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Cal. And now to action !
Hence, brethren, to our posts, and may this be
The last night of mere words: I'd fain be doing!
Saint Mark’s great bell at dawn shall find me wakeful !
1. Ber. Disperse then to your posts : be firm and vigilant ;
Think on the wrongs we bear, the rights we claim.
This day and night shall be the last of peril !
Watch for the signal, and then march. I go
To join my band ; let each be prompt to marshal
His separate charge : the Doge will now return
To the palace to prepare all for the blow.
We part to meet in freedom and in glory !
Cal. Doge, when I greet you next, my homage to you
Shall be the head of Steno on this sword !
Doge. No ; let him be reserved unto the last,
Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey.
Till nobler game 1s quarried : his offence
Was a mere ebullition of the vice,
The general corruption generated
By the foul aristocracy : he could not—
He dared not in more honourable days
Have risk’d it. I have merged all private wrath
Against him in the thought of our great purpose.
A slave insults me—1I require his punishment
From his proud master’s hand ; if he refuse it,
The offence grows his, and let him answer it.
Cal. Yet, as the immediate cause of the alliance
Which consecrates our undertaking more,
I owe him such deep gratitude, that fain
I would repay him as he merits; may I?
Doge. You would but lop the hand, and I the head ;
You would but smite the scholar, I the master ;
You would but punish Steno, I the senate,
I cannot pause on individual hate,
In the absorbing, sweeping, whole revenge,
Which, like the sheeted fire from heaven, must Dlast
Without distinction, as it fell of yore,
Where the Dead Sea hath quench'd two cities’ ashes.
7. Ber. Away, then, to your posts! I but temain
A moment to accompany the Doge
To our late place of tryst, to see no spies
Have been upon the scout, and thence I hasten
To where my allotted band 1s under arms.
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Cal. Farewell, then,—until dawn !
Z. Ber. Success go with you !
Consp. We will not fail—Away! My lord, farewell !

[ Ze conspirators salute the Docr and 1srRAEL BERTUCCIO,
and relire, headed by PuiLip CALENDARO. Z%e DoGEe
and ISRAEL BERTUCCLO remain.

£. Ber. We have them in the toil—it cannot fail !
Now thourt indeed a sovereign, and wilt make
A name immortal greater than the greatest :
Free citizens have struck at kings ere now ;
Caesars have fallen, and even patrician hands
Have crush’d dictators, as the popular steel
Has reach’d patricians: but, until this hour,
What prince has plotted for his people’s freedom ?
Or risk’d a life to liberate his subjects?
For ever, and for ever, they conspire
Against the people, to abuse their hands
To chains, but laid aside to carry weapons
Against the fellow-nations, so that yoke
On yoke, and slavery and death may whet,
WNot glut, the never-gorged Leviathan !
Now, my lord, to our enterprise :—’tis great,
And greater the reward ; why stand you rapt?
A moment back, and you were all impatience !
Doge. And is it then decided ! must they die?
1. Ber. Who?
Doge. My own friends by blood and courtesy,
And many deeds and days—the senators?
4. Ber. You pass'd their sentence, and it is a just one.
Doge. Ay, so it seems, and so it is to you,
You are a patriot, plebeian Gracchus—
The rebels’ oracle, the people’s tribune—
I blame you not—you act in your vocation
They smote you, and oppress’d you, and despised you;
So they have me . but you n€’er spake with them ;
You never broke their bread, nor shared their salt ;
You never had their wine-cup at your lips ;
You grew not up with them, nor laugh’d, nor wept,
Nor held a revel in their company ;
‘Neéler smiled to see them smile, nor claim’d their smile
In social interchange for yours, nor trusted,
Nor wore them in your heart of hearts, as I have :
YOL, IL. N
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These hairs of mine are grey, and so are theirs,
The elders of the Council : I remember
When all our locks were like the raven’s wing,
As we went forth to take our prey around
The isles wrung from the false Mahometan ;
And can I see them dabbled o’er with blood ?
Each stab to them will seem my suicide.
7. Ber. Doge ! Doge ! this vacillation is unworthy
A child ; if you are not in second childhood,
Call back your nerves to your own purpose, nor
Thus shame yourself and me. By heavens ! 1’d rather
Forego even now, or fail in our intent,
Than see the man I venerate subside
From high resolves into such shallow weakness !
You have seen blood in battle, shed it, both
Your own and that of others ; can you shrink then
From a few drops from veins of hoary vampires,
Who but give back what they have drain’d from millions?
Doge. Bear with me! Step by step, and blow on blow,
I will divide with you ; think not I waver:
Ah! no; it is the certainty of all
Which I must do doth make me tremble thus,
But let these last and lingering thoughts have way,
To which you only and the night are conscious,
And both regardless : when the hour arrives,
'T is mine to sound the knell, and strike the blow,
Which shall unpeople many palaces,
And hew the highest gencalogic trees
Down to the earth, strew’d with their bleeding fruit,
And crush their blossoms into barrenness :
This will I—must I—have I sworn to do,
Nor aught can turn me from my destiny ;
But still I quiver to behold what I
Must be, and think what I have bzen! Bear with me.
7. Ber. Re-man your breast; I feel no such remorse,
I understand it not: why should you change?
You acted, and you act, on your free will.
Doge. Ay, there it is—ypou feel not, nor do I,
Else I should stab thee on the spot, to save
A thousand lives, and killing, do no murder ;
You fee/ not—you go to this butcher-work
As if these high-born men were steers for shambles :
When all is over, you'll be free and merry,
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And calmly wash those hands incarnadine ;
But I, outgoing thee and all thy fellows
In this surpassing massacre, shall be,
Shall see and feel—oh God ! oh God ! ’tis true,
And thou dost well to answer that it was
“ My own free will and act,” and yet you err,
For T'zez// do this! Doubt not—fear not : I
Will be your most unmerciful accomplice !
And yet I act no more on my free will,
Nor my own feelings—both compel me back ;
But there is 4e// within me and around,
And like the demon who believes and trembles
Must I abhor and do. Away ! away !
Get thee unto thy fellows, 1 will hie me
‘T'o gather the retainers of our house.
Doubt not, St. Mark’s great bell shall wake all Venice,
Except her slaughter’d senate: ere the sun
Be broad upon the Adriatic there
Shall be a voice of weeping, which shall drown
The roar of waters in the cry of blood !
I am resolved—come on.
L. Ber. With all my soul !
Keep a firm rein upon these bursts of passion
Remember what these men have dealt 1o thee,
And that this sacrifice will be succeeded
By ages of prosperity and freedom
To this unshackled city : a true tyrant
Would have depopulated empires, nor
Have felt the strange compunction which hath wrung you
To punish a few traitors to the people.
‘Trust me, such were a pity more misplaced
Than the late mercy of the state to Steno.
Loge. Man, thou hast struck upon the chord which jars
All nature from my heart, Hence to our task ! | Lxccunt.
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ACT IV.

SceENE 1.— Palazzo of the Patrician 1.10N1.  L10NI laying aside
the mask and cloak which the Venelian wore in public, attended
by a Domestic.

Lioni. 1 will to rest, right weary of this revcl,
The gayest we have held for many moons,
And yet, I know not why, it cheer'd me not;
There came a heaviness across my heart,
Which, in the lightest movement of the dance,
Though eye to eye, and hand in hand united
Even with the lady of my love, oppress’d me,
And through my spirit chill’d my blood, until
A damp like death rose o’er my brow ; I strove
To laugh the thought away, but 't would not be ;
Through all the music ringing in my ears
A knell was sounding as distinct and clear,
Though low and far, as e’er the Adrian wave
Rose o'er the city’s murmur in the night,
Dashing against the outward Lido’s bulwark :
So that I left the festival before
It reach’d its zenith, and will woo my pillow
For thoughts more tranquil, or forgetfulness.
Antonio, take my mask and cloak, and light
The lamp within my chamber.

Ant. Yes, my lord :
Command you no refreshment?
Liont. Nought, save sleep,

Which will not be commanded. Let me hope it,
[ Zxit ANTONIO.

Though my breast feels too anxious ; I will try
Whether the air will calin my spirits : "t is
A goodly night ; the cloudy wind which blew
From the Levant hath crept into 1ts cave,
And the broad moon has brighten’d. What a stillness !

| Goes to an open latiice.
And what a contrast with the scene I left,
Where the tall torches’ glare, and silver lamps’
More pallid gleam along the tapestried walls,
Spread over the reluctant gloom which haunts
Those vast and dimly-latticed galleries
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A dazzling mass of artificial light,

Which show'd all things, but nothing as they were.
There Age, essaying to recall the past,

After long striving for the hues of youth

At the sad labour of the toilet, and

Full many a glance at the too faithful mirror,
Prank’d forth in all the pride of ornament,

Forgot itself, and trusting to the falsehood

Of the indulzent beams, which show, yet hide,
Believed itself forgotten, and was fool'd.

There Youth, which needed not nor thought of such
Vain adjuncts, lavish’d its true bloom, and health,
And bridal beauty, in the unwholesome press

Of flush’d and crowded wassailers, and wasted

Its hours of rest in dreaming this was pleasure ;
And so shall waste them till the sunrise streams
On sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, which should not
Have worn this aspect yet for many a year.

The music, and the banquet, and the wine,

The garlands, the rose odours, and the flowers,
The sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments,

The white arms and the raven hair, the braids
And bracelets ; swanlike bosoms, and the necklace,
An India in itself, yet dazzling not

The eye like what it circled ; the thin robes,
Floating like light clouds 'twixt our gaze and heaven ;
The many-twinkling feet so small and sylphlike,
Suggesting the more sceret symmetry

Of the fair forms which terminate so well—

All the delusion of the dizzy scene,

Its false and true enchantments—art and nature,
Which swam before my giddy eyes, that drank
The sight of beauty as the parched pilgrim’s

On Arab sands the false mirage, which offers

A lucid lake to his eluded thirst,

Are gone. Around me are the stars and waters—
Worlds mirror'd in the ocean, goodlier sight

Than torches glared back by a gaudy glass;

And the great element, which is to space

What ocean is to earth, spreads its blue depths,
Soften’d with the first breathings of the spring ;
The high moon sails upon her beauteous way,
Serenely smoothing o’er the lofty walls
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Of those tall piles and sea-girt palaces,
Whose porphyry pillars, and whose costly fronts,
Fraught with the orient spoil of many marbles,
Like altars ranged along the broad canal,
Seem each a trophy of some mighty deed
Rear'd up from out the waters, scarce less strangely
Than those more massy and mysterious giants
Of architecture, those Titanian fabrics,
Which point in Egypt’s plains to times that have
No other record. All is gentle : nought
Stirs rudely ; but, congenial with the night,
Whatever walks is gliding like a spirit.
The tinklings of some vigilant guitars
Of sleepless lovers to a wakeful mistress,
And cautious opening of the casement, showing
That he is not unheard ; while her young hand,
Fair as the moonlight of which it seems part,
So delicately white, it trembles in
The act of opening the forbidden lattice,
To let in love through music, makes his heart
Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight ; the dash
Phosphoric of the oar, or rapid twinkle
Of the far lights of skimming gondolas,
And the responsive voices of the choir
Of boatmen answering back with verse for verse ;
Some dusky shadow checkering the Rialto;
Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire,
Are all the sights and sounds which here pervade
The ocean-born and earth-commanding city—
How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm !
I thank thee, Night! for thou hast chased away
Those horrid bodements which, amidst the throng,
I could not dissipate : and with the blessing
Of thy benign and quiet influence,
Now will I to my couch, although to rest
Is almost wronging such a night as this.——

[A knocking is heard from without,
Hark ! what is that? or who at such a moment?

FEnler ANTONIO,

Ant. My lord, a man without, on urgent business,
TImplores to be admitted.
Lioni, Is he a strangor?
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Ant. His face is muffled in his cloak, but hoth
His voice and gestures seem familiar to me.
I craved his name, but this he seem’d reluctant
To trust, save to yourself: most earnestly
He sues to be admitted to approach you.
Lioni. 'T is a strange hour, and a suspicious bearing !
And yet there is slight peril : tis not in
Their houses noble men are struck at ; still,
Although I know not that I have a foe
In Venice, 't will be wise to use some caution,
Admit lhim, and retire ; but call up quickly
Some of thy fellows, who may wait without,—
Who can this man be ?
[ Zxit ANTONIO, and refurns with BERTRAM muffled.
Ber. My good lord Lioni,
I have no time to lose, nor thou,—dismiss
This menial hence ; I would be private with you.
Lioni. It seems the voice of Bertram—Go, Antonio.
Lixit ANTONIO.
Now, stranger, what would you at such an hour?
Ber. (discovering fumself). A boon, my noble patron ;
you have granted
Many to your poor client, Bertram ; add
This one, and make him happy.
Lion:. Thou hast known me
From boyhood, ever ready to assist thee
In all fair objects of advancement, which
Beseem one of thy station ; I would promise
Ere thy request was heard, but that the hour,
Thy bearing, and this strange and hurried mode
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit
Hath some mysterious import—Dbut say on—
What has occurr’d, some rash and sudden broil ?—
A cup too much, a scuffle, and a stab ?—
Mere things of every day ; so that thou hast not
Spilt noble blood, I guarantee thy safety :
But then thou must withdraw, for angry friends
And relatives, in the first burst of vengeance,
Are things in Venice deadlier than the laws.
Ber. My lord, I thank you ; but——
Lioni. But what? You have not
Raised a rash hand against one of our order?
If so, withdraw and fly, and own it not ;
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I would not slay—but then I must not save thee!

He who has shed patrician blood
Ber. I come

To save patrician blood, and not to shed it !

And thereunto I must be speedy, for

FEach minute lost may lose a life ; since Time

Has changed his slow scythe for the two-edged sword,
And is about to take, instead of sand,

The dust from sepulchres to fill his hour-glass !—

Go not #kowx forth to-morrow !

Lioni. Wherefore not ?
What means this menace?
Ber. Do not seek its meaning,

But do as I implore thee ;—stir not forth,
Whate’er be stirring : though the roar of crowds—
The cry of women, and the shrieks of babes—
The groans of men—the clash of arms—the sound
Of rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell,
Peal in one wide alarum —Go not forth,

Until the tocsin ’s silent, nor even then

Till I return !

Lioni. Again, what does this mean?

Ber. Again, I tell thee, ask not; but by all
Thou holdest dear on earth or heaven—Dby all
The souls of thy great fathers, and thy hope
To emulate them, and to leave behind
Descendants worthy both of them and thee—

By all thou hast of bless’d in hope or memory—
By all thou hast to fear here or hereafter—

By all the good deeds thou hast done to me,
Good I would now repay with greater good,
Remain within—trust to thy housechold gods
And to my word for safety, if thou dost

As I now counsel—bhut if not, thou art lost !

Lioni. 1 am indeed already lost in wonder ;

Surely thou ravest! what have 7 to dread?

Who are my foes? or if there be such, w/hy

Art thou leagued with them ? #rou / or if so leagued,
Why comest thou to tell me at this hour,

And not before ?

Ber. I cannot answer this.

Wilt thou go forth despite of this true warning?

Lioni. 1 was not born to shrink from idle threats,
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The cause of which T know not : at the hour

Of council, be it soon or late, T shall not

Be found among the absent.

Der. Say not so !

Once more, art thou determined to go forth?

ZLioni. T am. Nor is there aught which shall impede me!

Ber. Then, Heaven have mercy on thy soul l—Farcwell !
| Going.

Lioni. Stay—there is more in this than my own safety

Which makes me call thee back ; we must not part thus :

Bertram, I have known thee long,

Ber. - From childhood, signor,

You have been my protector : in the days

Of reckless infancy, when rank forgets,

Or, rather, is not yet taught to remember,

Its cold prerogative, we play’d together ;

Our sports, our smiles, our tears, were mingled off ;

My father was your father's client, I

His son’s scarce less than foster-brother; years

Saw us together—happy, heart-full hours!

Oh God ! the difference "twixt those hours and this!
Lioni. Bertram, 't is thou who hast forgotten them.
Ber. Nor now, nor ever ; whatsoe’er betide,

I would have saved you: when to manhood’s growth

We sprung, and you, devoted to the state,

As suits your station, the more humble Bertram

Was left unto the labours of the humble,

Still you forsook me not ; and if my fortunes

Have not been towering, 't was no fault of him

Who ofttimes rescued and supported me,

When struggling with the tides of circumstance,

Which bear away the weaker : noble blood

Ne'er mantled in a nobler heart than thine

Has proved to me, the poor plebeian Bertram.

Would that thy fellow-senators were like thee !

Lioni. Why, what hast thou to say against the senate?
Ber. Nothing.
Lzoni. I know that there are angry spirits

And turbulent mutterers of stifled treason,

Who lurk in narrow places, and walk out

Muffled to whisper curses to the night ;

Disbanded soldiers, discontented ruffians,

And desperate libertines who brawl in taverns;
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Thon herdest not with such : ’tis true, of late
I have lost sight of thee, but thou wert wont
To lead a temperate life, and break thy bread
With honest mates, and bear a cheerful aspect.
What hath come to thee? in thy hollow eye
And hueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions,
Sorrow and shame and conscience seem at war
To waste thee.
Ber. Rather shame and sorrow light
On the accursed tyranny which rides
The very air in Venice, and makes men
Madden as in the Jast hours of the plague
Which sweeps the soul deliriously from life!  [Bertram ;
Lioni. Some villains have been tampering with thee,
This is not thy old language, nor own thoughts ;
Some wretch has made thee drunk with disaffection :
But thou must not be lost so ; thou werZ good
And kind, and art not fit for such base acts
As vice and villainy would put thee to:
Confess—confide in me—thou know’st my nature.
What 1s it thou and thine are bound to do,
Which should prevent thy friend, the only son
Of him who was a friend unto thy father,
So that our good-will is a heritage
We should bequeath to our posterity
Such as ourselves received it, or augmented ;
I say, what is it thou must do, that I
Should deem thee dangerous, and keep the house
Like a sick girl?

Ber. Nay, question me no further:
I must be gone.
Liont, And T be murder’d |—say,

Was it not thus thou said’st, my gentle Bertram?

Ber. Who talks of murder? what said I of murder?
T is false | I did not utter such a word.

Lioni. Thou didst not ; but from out thy wolfish eye,
So changed from what I knew it, there glares forth
The gladiator. If my life’s thine object,

Take it—I am unarm’d,—and then away !

I would not hold my breath on such a tenure

As the capricious mercy of such things

As thou and those who have set thee to thy task-work.
Ber. Sooner than spill thy blood, T peril mine;
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Sooner than harm a hair of thine, I place
In jeopardy a thousand heads, and some
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own.

Liont. Ay, is it even so? Excuse me, Bertram ;
I am not worthy to be singled out
From such exalted hecatombs—who are they
That aze in danger, and that make the danger?

Ber. Venice, and all that she inherits, are
Divided like a house against itself,

And so will perish ere to-morrow’s twilight !

Liont, More mysteries, and awful ones! But now,
Or thou, or I, or both, it may be, are
Upon the verge of ruin ; speak once out,

And thou art safe and glorious ; for ’tis more
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i’ the dark too—
Fie, Bertram ! that was not a craft for thee !

How would it look to see upon a spear

The head of him whose heart was open to thee,
Borne by thy hand before the shuddering people?
And such may be my doom; for hear 1 swear
Whate'er the peril or the penalty

Of thy denunciation, I go forth,

Unless thou dost detail the cause, and show

The consequence of all which led thee here !

Ber. Is there no way to saye thee? minutes fly,

And thou art lost—2#%ou /—my sole benefactor,

The only being whe was constant to me

Through every change. VYet, make me not a traitor !
Let me save thee—Dbut spare my honour !

Lioni. Where
Can lie the honour in a league of murder?

And who are traitors save unto the state?

Ber. A league is still a compact, and more binding
In honest hearts when words must stand for law ;
And in my mind, there is no traitor like
He whose domestic treason plants the poniard
Within the breast which trusted to his truth.

Lioni. And w/io will strike the steel to mine?

Ber. Not I;
I could have wound my soul up to all things
Save this. Z%ox must not die ! and think how dear
Thy life is, when I risk so many lives,

Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty
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Of future generations, 7o to be

The assassin thou miscall’st me :—once, once more

I do adjure thee, pass not o'er thy threshold !
Liont. It is in vain—this moment I go forth
Ber. Then perish Venice rather than my friend !

I wi

«Oh, what a villain I become for thee !

Lioni. Say, rather, thy friend’s saviour and the state’s !
Speak all rewards, all pledges for
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as
The state accords her worthiest servants ; nay
Nobility itself I guarantee thee,
So that thou art sincere and penitent,
Ber. 1 have thought again: it must not be—I love thee—
Thou know’st it—that I stand here is the proof,
Not least though last; but having done my duty
By thee, I now must do it by my country !
Farewell—we meet no more in lif
Lioni. What, ho |—Antonio—Pedro—to the door
See that none pass—arrest this man !—

Lnter ANTONIO and other armed Domestics, who seize
BERTRAM.

Lioni (continues), Take care
He hath no harm ; bring me my sword and cloak,
And man the gondola with four oars—quick—

[Z2x7¢ ANTONTIO.

We will unto Giovanni Gradenigo’s,
And send for Marc Cornaro :—fear not, Bertram ;
This needful violence is for thy safety,
No less than for the general weal.

Ber. Where wouldst thou
Bear me a prisoner ?

Lioni. Firstly to ““the Ten ;"
Next to the Doge.

Ber. To the Doge?

Lioni, Assuredly.
Is he not chief of the state ?

Ber. Perhaps at sunrise—

Lioni. What mean you ?—but we’ll know anon.

Ber. Art sure?

Lioni. Sure as all gentle means can make ; and if
They fail, you know ““the Ten’” and their trlbunal
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And that Saint Mark’s has dungeons, and the dungeons
A rack.

Ber. Apply it then before the dawn
Now hastening into heaven—One more such word,
And you shall perish piecemeal, by the death
You think to doom to me.

Re-enler ANTONIO.

Ant. The bark is ready,
My lord, and all prepared.
Lioni. Look to the prisoner.
Bertram, 1’1l reason with thee as we go
To the Magnifico’s, sage Gradenigo. [Lxeunt.
SCENE II.

The Ducal Palace.—The Doge's Apartment.
The DoGE and his Neplhew BErTUCCIO FALIERO.

Doge. Are all the people of our house in muster?
Ber. F. They are array’d, and eager for the signal,
Within our palace precincts at San Polo.
I come for your last orders.
Daoge. It had been
As well had there been time to have got together,
From my own fief,. Val di Marino, more
Of our retainers—but it is too late.
Ber. F. Methinks, my lord, 't is better as it is:
A sudden swelling of our retinue
Had waked suspicion ; and, though fierce and trusty,
The vassals of that district are too rude
And quick in quarrel to have long maintain’d
The secret discipline we need for such
A service, till our foes are dealt upon.
Daoge. True; but when once the signal has been given,
These are the men for such an enterprise ;
These city slaves have all their private bias,
Their prejudice against or for this noble,
Which may induce them to o’erdo or spare
Where mercy may be madness ; the fierce peasants,
Serfs of my county of Val di Marino,
Would do the bidding of their lord without
Distinguishing for love or hate his foes ;
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Alike to them Marcello or Cornaro,
A Gradenigo or a Foscari;
They are not used to start at those vain names,
Nor bow the knee before a civic senate ;
A chief in armour is their Suzerain,
And not a thing in robes.

DBer. F. We are enough;
And for the dispositions of our clients
Against the senate I will answer.

Daoge. Well,
The die is thrown ; but for a warlike service,
Done in the field, commend me to my peasants :
They made the sun shine through the host of Huns
When sallow burghers slunk back to their tents,
And cower’d to hear their own victorious trumpet,
If there be small resistance you will find
These citizens all lions, like their standard ;
But if there ’s much to do, you’ll wish, with me,
A band of iron rustics at our backs.

Ber. . Thus thinking, I must marvel you resolve
To strike the blow so suddenly.

Daoge. Such blows
Must be struck suddenly or never. When
I had o’ermaster’d the weak false remorse
Which yearn’d about my heart, too fondly yielding
A moment to the feelings of old days,
I was most fain to strike; and, firstly, that
I might not yield again to such emotions ;
And, secondly, because of all these men,
Save Israel and Philip Calendaro,
I know not well the courage or the faith ;
To-day might find ‘'mongst them a traitor to us,
As yesterday a thousand to the senate ;
But once in, with their hilts hot in their hands,
They must oz for their own sakes : one stroke struck,
And the mere instinct of the first-born Cain,
Which ever lurks somewhere in human hearts,
Though circumstance may keep it in abeyance,
Will urge the rest on like to wolves ; the sight
Of blood to crowds begets the thirst of more,
As the first wine-cup leads to the long revel ;
And you will find a harder task to quell
Than urge them when they Zaze commenced, but /2//

1Y,
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That moment, a mere voice, a straw, a shadow,
Are capable of turning them aside.—
How goes the night?
Ber. F. Almost upon the dawn,
Doge. Then it is time to strike upon the bell.
Are the men posted ?
Ber. F. By this time they are ;
But they have orders not to strike, until
They have command from you through me in person.
Doge. "T is well.—Will the morn never put to rest
These stars which twinkle yet o’er all the heayens?
I am settled and bound up, and being so,
The very effort which it cost me to
Resolve to cleanse this commonwealth with fire,
Now leaves my mind more steady. I have wept
And trembled at the thought of this dread duty ;
But now I have put down all idle passion,
And look the growing tempest in the face,
As doth the pilot of an admiral galley :
Yet (wouldst thou think it, kinsman ? it hath been
A greater struggle to me, than when nations
Beheld their fate merged in the approaching fight,
Where T was leader of a phalanx, where
Thousands were sure to perish—VYes, to spill
The rank polluted current from the veins
Of a few bloated despots needed more
To steel me to a purpose such as made
Timoleon immortal, than to face
The toils and dangers of a life of war.
Ber. F. It gladdens me to see your former wisdom
Subdue the furies which so wrung you ere
You were decided.
LDoge. It was ever thus
With me; the hour of agitation came
In the first glimmerings of a purpose, when
Passion had too much room to sway ; but in
The hour of action I had stood as calm
As were the dead who lay around me: this
They knew who made me what I am, and trusted
To the subduing power which I preserved
Over my mood, when its first burst was spent.
But they were not aware that there are things
Which make revenge a virtue by reflection,
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And not an impulse of mere anger; though

The laws sleep, justice wakes, and injured souls
Oft do a public right with private wrong,

And justify their deeds unto themselves.—
Methinks the day breaks—is it not so? look,
Thine eyes are clear with youth ;—the air puts on
A morning freshness, and, at least to me,

The sea looks greyer through the lattice.

Ber. F. True,
The morn is dappling in the sky.
Doge. Away then!

See that they strike without delay, and with
The first toll of Saint Mark’s, march on the palace
With all our house’s strength ; there I will meet you ;
The Sixteen and their companies will move
In separate columns at the self-same moment :
Be sure you post yourself at the great gate:
I would not trust “ The Ten” except to us—
The rest, the rabble of patricians, may
Glut the more careless swords of those leagued with us.
Remember that the cry is still “ Saint Mark !
The Genoese are come—ho! to the rescue !
Saint Mark and Liberty !”’— Now—now to action !
Ber. I Farewell then, noble uncle! we will meet
In freedom and true sovereignty, or never !
Doge. Come hither, my Bertuccio—one embrace ;
Speed, for the day grows broader ; send me soon
A messenger to tell me how all goes
When you rejoin our troops, and then sound—sound
The storm-bell from Saint Mark’s !
[Zxi? BErTUCCIO FALIERO,
Doge (solus). He is gone,
And on each footstep moves a life. 'T'is done.
Now the destroying angel hovers o’er
Venice, and pauses ere he pours the vial,
Even as the eagle overlooks his prey,
And for a moment, poised in middle air,
Suspends the motion of his mighty wings,
Then swoops with his unerring beak. Thou day !
That slowly walk’st the waters | march—march on—
I would not smite 1’ the dark, but rather see
That no stroke errs.  And you, ye blue sea waves !
I have seen you dyed ere now, and deeply too,
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With Genoese, Saracen, and Hunnish gore,

While that of Venice flow’d too, but victorious,

Now thou must wear an unmix’d crimson ; no

Barbaric blood can reconcile us now

Unto that horrible incarnadine,

But friend or foe will roll in civic slaughter.

And have I lived to fourscore years for this?

I, who was named Preserver of the City?

I, at whose name the million’s caps were flung

Into the air, and cries from tens of thousands

Rose up, imploring Heaven to send me blessings,

And fame, and length of days—to see this day?

But this day, black within the calendar,

Shall be succeeded by a bright millennium.

Doge Dandolo survived to ninety summers

To vanquish empires, and refuse their crown ;

I will resign the crown, and make the state

Renew its freedom—Dbut oh ! by what means?

The noble end must justify them, What

Are a few drops of human blood ? ’t is false,

The blood of tyrants is not human ; they,

Like to incarnate Molochs, feed on ours,

Until 'tis time to give them to the tombs

Which they have made so populous.—Oh world !

Oh men ! what are ye, and our best designs,

That we must work by crime to punish crime?

And slay as if Death had but this one gate,

When a few years would make the sword superfluous?

And I, upon the verge of th’ unknown realm,

Yet send so many heralds on before me ?—

I must not ponder this. [A pause.
Hark ! was there not

A murmur as of distant voices, and

A tramp of feet in martial unison ?

What phantoms even of sound our wishes raise !

It cannot be—the signal hath not rung—

Why pauses it? My nephew’s messenger

Should be upon his way to me, and he

Himself perhaps even now draws grating back

Upon its ponderous hinge the steep tower portal,

Where swings the sullen huge oracular bell,

Which never knells but for a princely death,

Or for a state in peril, pealing forth

VOLs 11, | o
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Tremendous bodements ; let it do its office,

And be this peal its awfullest and last

Sound till the strong tower rock |—What ! silent still ?
I would go forth, but that my post 1s here

To be the centre of re-union to

The oft discordant elements which form

Leagues of this nature, and to keep compact

The wavering of the weuk, in case of conflict ;

For if they should do battle, 't will be here,

Within the palace, that the strife will thicken:

Then here must be my station, as becomes

The master-mover.——Hark ! he comes—he conies,
My nephew, brave Bertuccio’s messenger.—

What tidings? Is he marching? hath he sped ?
They here —all’s lost—yet will I make an effort.

FEnter a SIGNOR OF THE N1GHT, with Guards, & &

Siz. Doge, I arrest thee of high treason !

.D({g’c“. Me !
Thy prince, of treason 7—Who are they that dare
Cloak their own treason under such an order?

Sig. (showing his order). Tehold my order from the

assembled Ten.

Doge. And wohere are they, and @iy assembled ? no
Such council can be lawful, till the prince
Preside there, and that duty 's mine: on thine
I charge thee, give me way, or marshal me
To the council chamber.

Stg., Duke ! it may not be:
Nor are they in the wonted Hall of Council,

But sitting in the convent of Saint Saviour’s.

Doee. You dare to disobey me, then?

S1g. I scrve
The state, and needs must serve it faithfully ;

My warrant is the will of those who rule it.

Doge. And till that warrant has my signature

It is illegal, and, as noze applied,
Rebellions, Hast thou weigh'd well thy life’s worth,
That thus you dare agsume a lawless function ?
Siz. “1'1s not my office to reply, but act—
I am placed here as guard upon thy person,
And not as judge to hear or to decide,
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Doge (aside). T must gain time. So that the storm-bell
sound,

All may be well yet.—Kinsman, speed—speed—speed !|—

Our fate is trembling in the balance, and

Woe to the vanquish’d ! be they prince and people,

Or slaves and senate—
[ ZVe great bell of Saint Mark's tolls.
Lo! it sounds—it tolls !

(Aloud). Hark, Signor of the Night ! and you, ye hirelings,

Who wield your mercenary staves in fear,

It is your knell—Swell on, thou lusty peal !

Now, knaves, what ransom for your lives?

Sig. Confusion |
Stand to your arms, and guard the door—all’s lost
Unless that fearful bell be silenced soon.

The officer hath miss’d his path or purpose,
Or met some unforeseen and hideous obstacle.
Anselmo, with thy company proceed
Straight to the tower; the rest remain with me.
[Exit part of the Guard.

Doge. Wretch! if thou wouldst have thy vile life, implore
It is not now a lease of sixty seconds. Jigs
Ay, send thy miserable ruffians forth ;

They never shall return.

Stg. So let it be !
They die then in their duty, as will L

Doge. Fool! the high eavlc flies at nobler game
Than thou and thy base znyrmid011s,--l_i\-'e on,

So thou provok’st not peril by resistance,
And learn (if souls so much obscured can bear
To gaze upon the sunbeams) to be free.

Stg. And learn thou to be captive. It hath ceased,

[ Z%e bell ceases to toll.
The traitorous signal, which was to have set
The bloodhound mob on their patrician prey—
The knell hath rung, but it is not the senate’s !

Doge (after a pause). All’s silent, and all’s lost !

Sig. Now, Doge, denounce me
As rebel slave of a revolted council !

Have I not done my duty?

Doge. Peace, thou thing !
Thou hast done a worthy deed, and earn’d the price
Of blood, and they who use thee will reward thee.

< 2
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But thou wert sent to watch, and not to prate,
As thou said’st even now—then do thine office,
But let it be in silence, as behoves thee,
Since, though thy prisoner, I am thy prince.
Sig. 1 did not mean to fail in the respect
Due to your rank : in this I shall obey you.
Doge (aside). There now is nothing left me save to die;
And yet how near success ! I would have fallen,
And proudly, in the hour of triumph, but
To miss it thus !

Enter other SIGNORS OF THE NI1GHT, @i/t BERTUCCIO
FALIERO prisoner.

2nd Sig. We took him in the act
Of issuing from the tower, where, at his order,
As delegated from the Doge, the signal
Had thus begun to sound.
15¢ .Sig. Are all the passes
Which lead up to the palace well secured ?
2nd Sig. They are—besides, it matters not ; the chiefs
Are all in chains, and some even now on trial—
Their followers are dispersed, and many taken.
Ber. . Uncle!
Doge, It is in vain to war with Fortune ;
The glory hath departed from our house. [sooner !
Ber, . Who would have deem’d it >—Ah ! one moment
Doge. That moment would have changed the face of
This gives us to eternity—We 'll meet 1t [ages ;
As men whose triumph is not in success,
But who can make their own minds all in all,
Equal to every fortune. Droop not, ‘tis
But a brief passage—I would go alone,
Yet if they send us, as ’tis like, together,
Let us go worthy of our sires and selves.
Ber. F. 1 shall not shame you, uncle.
157 .S7g. Lords, our orders
Are to keep guard on both in separate chambers,
Until the council call ye to your trial.
Daoge. Our trial! will they keep their mockery up
Even to the last? but let them deal upon us,
As we had dealt on them, but with less pomp.
"T" is but a game of mutual homicides,
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Who have cast lots for the first death, and they
Have won with false dice.—Who hath been our Judas?
1s¢. Sig. T am not warranted to answer that.
Ber. F. 1’1l answer for thee—'tis a certain Bertram,
Even now deposing to the secret giunta.
Doge. Bertram, the Bergamask ! With what vile tools
We operate to slay or save ! This creature,
Black with a double treason, now will earn
Rewards and honours, and be stamp’d in story
With the geese in the Capitol, which gabbled
Till Rome awoke, and had an annual triumph,
While Manlius, who hurl’d down the Gauls, was cast
From the Tarpeian.

15 Sig. Te aspired to treason,
And sought to rule the state.
Doge. He saved the state,

And sought but to reform what he revived—
But this is 1dle Come, sirs, do your work.

1st. Sig. Noble Bertuccio, we must now remove you
Into an inner chamber.

Ber. F. Farewell, uncle !

If we shall meet again in life I know not,
But they perhaps will let our ashes mingle.

Doge. Yes, and our spirits, which shall yet go forth,
And do what our frail clay, thus clogg’d, hath fail'd in !
They cannot quench the memory of those
Who would have hurl’d them from their guilty thrones,
And such examples will find heirs, though distant.

ACT V.

SeENE L—The Hall of the Council of Zen, assembled with
the additional Senators, who, on the Trials of the Con-
spirators for the Treason of MARINO FALIERO, composcd
what was called the Giunta.—Guards, Officers, &
Soe—IsRAEL BErTUCCIO @nd PHILIP CALENDARO s
Prisoners.— BERTRAM, LIONI, and Witnesses, &

The Chief of the Zen, BENINTENDE.

Ben. There now rests, after such conviction of
Their manifold and manifest offences,
But to pronounce on these obdurate men
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The sentence of the law :—a grievous task
To those who hear, and those who speak. Alas!
That it should fall to me ! and that my days
Of office should be stigmatised through all
The years of coming time, as bearing record
To this most foul and complicated treason
Against a just and free state, known to all
The earth as being the Christian bulwark ’gainst
The Saracen and the schismatic Greek,
The savage Hun, and not less barbarous Frank ;
A city which has open’d India’s wealth
To Europe ; the last Roman refuge from
(Yerwhelming Attila; the ocean’s queen;
Proud Genoa’s prouder rival! "T'is to sap
The throne of such a city, these lost men
Have risk’d and forfeited their worthless lives—
So let them die the death.
I, Ber, We are prepared ;
Your racks have done that for us. Let us die.
Ben. If ye have that to say which would obtain
Abatement of your punishment, the Giunta
Will hear you ; if you have aught to confess,
Now is your time, perhaps it may avail ye.
I. Ber. We stand to hear, and not to speak.
Ben. Your crimes
Are fully proved by your accomplices,
And all which circumstance can add to aid them;
Yet we would hear from your own lips complete
Avowal of your treason ; on the verge
Of that dread gulf which none repass, the truth
Alone can profit you on earth or heaven—
Say, then, what was your motive?

1. Ber. Justice !

Ben. What
Your object?

1. Ber. Freedom !

Ben. You are brief, sir.

Z. Ber. So my life grows : 1
Was bred a soldier, not a senator.

Ben. Perhaps you think by this blunt brevity
To brave your judges to postpone the sentence ?

Z. Ber. Do you be brief as I am, and believe me,
I shall prefer that mercy to your pardon,
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Ben. 1s this your sole reply to the tribunal?

I, Ber. Go, ask your racks what they have wrung from us,
Or place us there again ; we have still some blood left,
And some slight sense of pain in these wrench'd limbs :
But this ye dare not do ; for if we die there—

And you have left us little life to spend
Upon your engines, gorged with pangs already—
Ye lose the public spectacle, with which
You would appal your slaves to further slavery !
Groans are not words, nor agony assent,
Nor affirmation truth, if nature’s sense
Should overcome the soul into a lie,
For a short respite—must we bear or die?
Ben. Say, who were your accomplices ?

1. Ber. The Senate.
Ben. What do you mean?
1. Ber. Ask of the suffering people,

Whom your patrician crimes have driven to crime.

Ben. You know the Doge?

Z. Ber. I served with him at Zara
In the field, when yox were pleading here your way
To present office ; we exposed our lives,

While you but hazarded the lives of others,

Alike by accusation or defence ;

And for the rest, all Venice knows her Doge,
Through his great actions, and the Senate’s insults,

Ben. You have held conference with him ?

1. Der. I am weary—
Even wearier of your questions than your torlures;
I pray you pass to judgment.

Ben. It is coming.

And you, too, Philip Calendaro, what

Have you to say why you should not be doom’d.
Cal. 1 never was a man of many words,

And now have few left worth the utterance.

Ben. A further application of yon enyine
May change your tone.

Cal. Most true, it 77/ do s0;
A former application did so; but
It will not change my words, or if it did—

Ben. What then?

Cal. Will my avowal on yon rack
Stand good i law?
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Ben. Assuredly.

Cal. Whoe’er
The culprit be whom I accuse of treason?

Ben. Without doubt, he will be brought up to trial.

Cal. And on this testimony would he perish?

Ben. So your confession be detail’d and full,

He will stand here in peril of his life.

Cal. Then look well to thy proud self, President!
For by the eternity which yawns before me
I swear that 2w, and only thou, shalt be
The traitor I denounce upon that rack,

If I be stretch’d there for the second time.
One of the Giunta. Lord President, 't were best to
proceed to judgment ;
There is no more to be drawn from these men.

Ben. Unhappy men ! prepare for instant death.
The nature of your crime, our law, and peril
The state now stands in, leave not an hour’s respite.
Guards ! lead them forth, and upon the balcony
Of the red columns, where, on festal ‘Thursday,
The Doge stands to behold the chase of bulls,

Let them be justified : and leave exposed
Their wavering relics, in the place of judgment,
To the full view of the assembled people !

And Heaven have mercy on their souls !

The Giunta. Amen !

Z. Ber. Signors, farewell ! we shall not all again
Meet in one place.

Ben, And lest they should essay
To stir up the distracted multitude—

Guards! let their mouths be gagg’d even in the act
Of execution. Lead them hence!

Cal. What ! must we
Not even say farewell to some fond friend,

Nor leave a last word with our confessor ?

Ben. A priest is waiting in the antechamber ;
But, for your friends, such interviews would be
Painful to them, and useless all-to you.

Cal. 1 knew that we were gagz'd in life ; at least
All those who had not heart to risk their lives
Upon their open thoughts; but still T deem’d
That in the last few moments, the same idle
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Freedom of speech accorded to the dying,
Would not now be denied to us; but since
I. Ber. Even let them have their way, brave Calendaro !
What matter a few syllables? let’s die
Without the slightest show of favour from them;
So shall our blood more readily arise
To Heaven against them, and more testify
To their atrocities, than could a volume
Spoken or written of our dying words !
They tremble at our voices—nay, they dread
Our very silence—let them live in fear !
Leave them unto their thoughts, and let us now
Address our own above !—Lead on ; we are ready.
Cal. Israel, hadst thou but hearken’d unto me
It had not now been thus; and yon pale villain,
The coward Bertram, would
1. Ber. Peace, Calendaro !
What brooks it now to ponder upon this?
Bert. Alas! 1 fain you died in peace with me:
[ did not seek this task ; 't was forced upon me :
Say, you forgive me, though I never can
Retrieve my own forgiveness—frown not thus |
Z. Ber. 1 die and pardon thee!
Cal. (spitting at him). I die and scorn thee!
[ Zxeunt 1SRAEL BERTUCCIO @nd PHILIP CALENDARO,
Guards, & -
Ben. Now that these criminals have been disposed of,
T 1s time that we proceed to pass our sentence
Upon the greatest traitor upon record
In any annals, the Doge Faliero !
The proofs and process are complete ; the time
And crime require a quick procedure : shall
He now be call'd in to receive the award ?
The Giunta. Ay, ay.
Ben. Avogadori, order that the Doge
Be brought before the council.
One of the Guunta. And the rest,
When shall they be brought up ?
Ben. When all the chiefs
Have been disposed of. Some have fled to Chiozza;
But there are thousands in pursuit of them,
Anud such precaution ta’en on terra firma,
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As well as in the islands, that we hope
None will escape to utter in strange lands
His libellous tale of treasons 'gainst the senate.

Enter the DOGE as Prisoner, with Guards, & &

Ben. Doge—rfor such still you are, and by the law
Must be consider’d, till the hour shall come
When you must doff the ducal bonnet from
That head, which could not wear a crown more noble
'Than empires can confer, in quiet honour,

But it must plot to overthrow your peers,

Who made you what you are, and quench in blood
A city’s glory—we have laid already

Before you in your chamber at full length,

By the Avogadori, all the proofs

Which have appear’d against you ; and more ample
Ne'er rear’'d their sanguinary shadows to

Confront a traitor. What hdve you to say

In your defence?

Dage. What shall T say to ye,

Since my defence must be your condemnation ?
You are at once offenders and accusers,

Judges and executioners !—Proceed

Upon your power.

Ben. Your chief acccmplices
Having confess'd, there is no hope for you.

Doge. And who be they?

Ben. In number mmany ; but
The first now stands before you and the court,
Bertram, of Bergamo,—would you question him?

Doge (looking at him contemptuously). No.

Ben. And two others, Israel Bertuccio
And Philip Calendaro, have admitted
Their fellowship in treason with the Doge?

Dypge. And where are they ?

Len. Gone to their place, and now
Answering to Heaven for what they did on earth.

Doge. Ah! the plebeian Brutus, is he gone?

And the quick Cassius of the arsenal ?—
How did they meet their doom ?

Ben. Think of your own:

[t is approaching. You decline to plead, then?
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Doge. 1 cannot plead to my inferiors, nor
Can recognise your legal power to try me.
Show me the law !
Ben. - On great emergencies
The law must be remodell’d or amended :
Our fathers had not fix'd the punishment
Of such a crime, as on the old Roman tables
The sentence against parricide was left
In pure forgetfulness ; they could not render
That penal, which had neither name nor thought
In their great bosoms ; who would have foreseen
That nature could be filed to such a crime
As sons ’gainst sire, and princes ‘gainst their realms?
Your sin hath made us make a law which will
Become a precedent 'gainst such haught traitors,
As would with treason mount to tyranny ;
Not even contented with a sceptre, till
They can convert it to a two-edged sword !
Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye?
What ’s nobler than the signory of Venice?
Doge. The signory of Venice! You betray’d me—
You—jyou, who sit there, traitors as ye are !
From my equality with you in birth,
And my superiority in action,
You drew me from my honourable toils
In distant lands—on flood, in field, in cities—
You singled me out like a victim to
Stand crown’d, but bound and helpless, at the altar
Where you alone could minister. T knew not,
I sought not, wish’d not, dream’d not the election,
Which reach’d me first at Rome, and I obey'd ;
But found on my arrival, that, besides
The jealous vigilance which always led you
To mock and mar your sovereign’s best intents,
You had, even in the interregnum of
My journey to the capital, curtail'd
And mutilated the few privileges
Vet left the duke : all this I bore, and would
Have borne, until my very heart was stain'd
By the pollution of your ribaldry,
And he, the ribald, whom I sece amongst you—
Fit judge in such a tribunal I—
Ben. (interrupting him). Michel Steno
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As well as in the islands, that we hope
None will escape to utter in strange lands
His libellous tale of treasons "gainst the senate.

FEnter the DoGE as Prisoner, with Guards, &G &

Ben. Doge—for such still you are, and by the law
Must be consider’d, till the hour shall come
When you must doff the ducal bonnet from
‘T'hat head, which could not wear a crown more noble
Than empires can confer, in quiet honour,

But it must plot to overthrow your peers,

Who made you what you are, and quench in blood
A city’s glory—we have laid already

Before you in your chamber at full length,

By the Avogadory, all the proofs

Which have appear’d against you ; and more ample
Ne'er rear’d their sanguinary shadows to

Confront a traitor. What have you to say

In your defence?

Daoge. What shall T say to ye,

Since my defence must be your condemnation ?
You are at once offenders and accusers,

Judges and executioners —Proceed

Upon your power.

Den. Your chief accomplices
Having confess’d, there is no hope for you.

Doge. And who be they?

Len. In number 1any ; hut
The first now stands before you and the court,
Bertram, of Bergamo,—would you question him?

Doge (looking at lim contemptuously). No.

Ben. And two others, Israel Bertuccio
And Philip Calendaro, have admitted
Their fellowship in treason with the Doge ?

Doge. And where are they?

Len. Gone to their place, and now
Answering to Heaven for what they did on earth.

Doge. Ah! the plebeian Brutus, is he gone?

And the quick Cassius of the arsenal P—
How did they meet their doom ?

Den. Think of your own :

[t is approaching. You decline to plead, then?
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Doge. 1 cannot plead to my inferiors, nor
Can recognise your legal power to try me.
Show me the law !
Ben. On great emergencies
The law must be remodell’d or amended :
Our fathers had not fix'd the punishment
Of such a crime, as on the old Roman tables
The sentence against parricide was left
In pure forgetfulness ; they could not render
That penal, which had neither name nor thought
In their great bosoms ; who would have foreseen
That nature could be filed to such a crime
As sons ’gainst sire, and princes ‘gainst their realms?
Your sin hath made us make a law which will
Become a precedent ’zainst such haught traitors,
As would with treason mount to tyranny ;
Not even contented with a sceptre, till
They can convert it to a two-edged sword !
Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye?
What’s nobler than the signory of Venice ?
Doge. The signory of Venice! You betray’d me—
You—jyou, who sit there, traitors as ye are !
From my equality with you in birth,
And my superiority in action,
You drew me from my honourable toils
In distant lands—on flood, 1n ficld, in cities—
You singled me. out like a victim to
Stand crown’d, but bound and helpless, at the altar
Where you alone could minister. I knew not,
I sought not, wish’d not, dream’d not the ¢lection,
Which reach’d me first at Ron‘u;*, and 1 obey'd ;
But found on my arrival, that, besides
The jealous vigilance which .lhm}a led you
To mock and mar your sovercign’s best intents,
You had, even in the interregnum of
My journey to the capital, eurtail’d
And mutilated the few privileges
Yet left the duke : all this I bore, and would
Have borne, until my very heart was stain’'d
By the pollution of your ribaldry,
And be, the ribald, whom I see amongst you—
Fit judge in such a tribunal |—
Ben. (interrupting lhim). Michel Steno



(8

DRAMAS. [."\CT V.

Is here in virtue of his office, as

One of the Forty; “The Ten ” having craved
A Giunta of patricians from the senate

To aid our judgment in a trial arduous

And novel as the present: he was set

Free from the penalty pronounced upon him,
Because the Doge, who should protect the law,
Seeking to abrogate all law, can claim

No punishment of others by the statutes
Which he himself denies and violates !

Doge. His punisuMENT | I rather see him #/ese,
Where he now sits, to glut him with my death,
Than in the mockery of castigation,

Which your foul, outward, juggling show of justice
Decreed as sentence! Base as was his crime,
"T' was purity compared with your protection.

Ben. And can it be, that the great Doge of Venice,
With three parts of a century of years
And honours on his head, could thus allow
His fury, like an angry boy's, to master
All feeling, wisdom, faith, and fear, on such
A provocation as a young man’s petulance?

Doge. A spark creates the flame—'t is the last drop
Which makes the cup run o’er, and mine was full
Already: you oppress’d the prince and people ;

I would have freed both, and have fail'd in both :
The price of such success would have been glory,
Vengeance, and victory, and such a name

As would have made Venetian history

Rival to that of Greece and Syracuse

When they were freed, and flourish’d ages after,
And mine to Gelon and to Thrasybulus :—
Failing, I know the penalty of failure

Is present infamy and death—the future

Will judge, when Venice is no more, or free;
Till then, the truth is in abeyance. Pause not;
I would have shown no mercy, and I seek none;
My life was staked upon a mighty hazard,

And being lost, take what I would have taken !

I would have stood alone amidst your tombs:
Now you may flock round mine, and trample on it,
As you have done upon my heart while living.
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Ben. You do confess then, and admit the justice
Of our tribunal ?
Doge. I confess to have fail'd ;
Fortune is female : from my youth her favours
Were not withheld, the fault was mine to hope
Her former smiles again at this late hour.
Len. You do not then in aught arraign our equity ?
Doge. Noble Venetians | stir me not with questions,
I am resign’d to the worst ; but in me still
Have something of the blood of brighter days,
And am not over-patient. Pray you, spare me
Further interrogation, which boots nothing,
Except to turn a trial to debate.
I shall but answer that which will offend you,
And please your enemies—a host already;
"T'1s true these sullen walls should yield no echo:
But walls have ears—nay, more, they have tongues ; and if
There were no other way for truth to o’erleap them,
You who condemn me, you who fear and slay me,
Yet could not bear in silence to your graves
What you would hear from me of good or evil ;
The secret were too mighty for your souls :
Then let it sleep in mine, unless you court
A danger which would double that you escape.
Such my defence would be, had I full scope
To make it famous ; for true words are things,
And dying men’s are things which long outlive,
And oftentimes avenge them ; bury mine,
If ye would fain survive me: take this counsel,
And though too oft ye made me live in wrath,
Let me die calmly ; you may grant me this:
I deny nothing, defend nothing, nothing
I ask of you, but silence for myself,
And sentence from the court !
Ben. This full admission
Spares us the harsh necessity of ordering
The torture to elicit the whole truth.
LDoge. The torture | you have put me there already,
Daily since I was Doge ; but if you will
Add the corporeal rack, yon may: these limbs
Will yield with age to crushing iron; but
There's that within my heart shall strain your engines.
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FEnler an OFFICER.

Officer. Noble Venetians | Duchess Faliero
Requests admission to the Giunta’s presence,

Ben. Say, conscript fathers, shall she he admitted ?

One of the Giunta, She may have revelations of import-
Unto the state, to justify compliance [ance
With her request.

Ben. Is this the general will ?

Al 1t 1s.

Daoge, Oh, admirable laws of Venice !

Which would admit the wife, in the full hope
That she might testify against the husband.
What glory to the chaste Venetian dames !
But such blasphemers "gainst all honour, as
Sit here, do well to act in their vocation.
Now, villain Steno ! if this woman fail,

I'll pardon thee thy lie, and thy escape,
And my own violent death, and thy vile life,

The DUCHESS enters.

Ben. Lady! this just tribunal has resolved,
Though the request be strange, to grant it, and
Whatever be its purport, to accord
A patient hearing with the due respect
Which fits your ancestry, your rank, and virtues :
But you turn pale—ho! there, look to the lady?
Place a chair instantly.

Ang. A moment’s faintness—
"T'is past; I pray you pardon me,—I sit not
In presence of my prince and of my husband,
While he is on his feet.

Ben, Your pleasure, lady ?

Ang. Strange rumours, but most true, if all I hear
And see be sooth, have reach’d me, and T come
To know the worst, even at the worst ; forgive
The abruptness of my entrance and my bearing,
Is it——1 cannot speak—I cannot shape
The question—but you can answer it ere spoken,
With eyes averted, and with gloomy brows—

Oh God ! this is the silence of the grave !

Den. (after a pause). Spare us, and spare thysell the

repetition
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Of our most awful, but inexorable
Duty to Heaven and man !

Ang. Yet speak ; I cannot—

I cannot—no—even now believe these things.
Is /¢ condemned ?

Len. Alas |

Ang. And was he guilty ?

Ben, Lady! the natural distraction of
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes the question
Mernit forgiveness ; else a doubt like this
Against a just and paramount tribunal
Were deep offence. But question even the Doge,
And if he can deny the proofs, believe him
Guiltless as thy own bosom.

Ang. Is it so?

My lord, my sovereign, my poor father’s friend,
The mighty in the field, the sage in council,
Unsay the words of this man !—Thou art silent !

Ben. He hath already own’d to his own guilt,
Nor, as thou see’st, doth he deny it now.

Ang. Ay, but he must not die! Spare his few years,
Which grief and shame will soon cut down to days !
One day of baffled crime must not efface
Near sixteen lustres crowded with brave acts,

Ben. His doom must be fulfill’d without remission
Of time or penalty—'t is a decree.

Ang. He hath been guilty, but there may be mercy.

Ben. Not in this case with justice.

Ang. Alas! signor,
He who 1s only just is cruel ; who
Upon the earth would live were all judged justly ?

Ben. His punishment 1s safety to the slate.

Ang. He was a subject, and hath served the state;
He was your general, and hath saved the state;

He 1s your sovereign, and hath ruled the state.

One of the Council. He is a traitor, and betray’d the state.

Ang. And, but for him, there now had been no state
To save or to destroy, and you, who sit
There to pronounce the death of your deliverer,

Had now been groaning at a Moslem oar, |
Or digging in the Hunnish mines in fetters ! [die

One of the Council. No, lady, there are others who would

Rather than breathe in slavery !
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Ang. If there are so
Within ZZese walls, Zion art not of the number :
The truly brave are generous to the fallen |—
Is there no hope?

Ben. Lady, it cannot be.

Ang. (turning to the Doge). Then die, Faliero! since it

must be so;

But with the spirit of my father’s friend.
Thou hast been guilty of a great offence,
Half cancell’d by the harshness of these men.
I would have sued to them, have pray’d to them,
Have begg’d as famish’d mendicants for bread,
Have wept as they will cry unto their God
For mercy, and be answer’d as they answer,—
Had 1t been fitting for thy name or mine,
And if the cruelty in their cold eyes
Had not announced the heartless wrath within.
Then, as a prince, address thee to thy doom !

Doge. 1 have lived too long not to know how to die |
Thy suing to these men were but the bleating
Of the lamb to the butcher, or the cry
Of seamen to the surge: I would not take
A life eternal granted at the hands
Of wretches, from whose monstrous villainies
I sought to free the groaning nations !

Michel Steno. Doge,

A word with thee, and with this noble lady,
Whom I have grievously offended. Would
Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my part,
Could cancel the inexorable past !

But since that cannot be, as Christians let us
Say farewell, and in peace : with full contrition
I crave, not pardon, but compassion from you,
And give, however weak, my prayers for both.

Ang. Sage Benintende, now chief judge of Venice,

I speak to thee in answer to yon signor.

Inform the ribald Steno, that his words

Ne'er weigh'd in mind with Loredano’s daughter,
Further than to create a moment’s pity

For such as he is: would that others had
Despised him as I pity ! I prefer

My honour to a thousand lives, could such

Be multiplied in mine, but would not have
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A single life of others lost for that

Which nothing human can impugn—the sense
Of virtue, looking not to what is call’d

A good name for reward, but to itself.

To me the scorner’s words were as the wind
Unto the rock: but as there are—alas !

Spirits more sensitive, on which such things
Light as the whirlwind on the waters ; souls

To whom dishonour’s shadow is a substance
More terrible than death, here and hereafter ;
Men whose vice is to start at vice’s scoffing,

And who, though proof against all blandishments
Of pleasure, and all pangs of pain, are feeble
When the proud name on which they pinnacled
Their hopes is breathed on, jealous as the eagle
Of her high aerie ; let what we now

Behold, and feel, and suffer, be a lesson

To wretches how they tamper in their spleen
With beings of a higher order. Insects

Have made the lion mad ere now ; a shaft

I’ the heel o’erthrew the bravest of the brave ;

A wife’s dishonour was the bane of Troy ;

A wife’s dishonour unking’d Rome for ever ;

An injured husband brought the Gauls to Clusium,
And thence to Rome, which perish’d for a time;
An obscene gesture cost Caligula

His life, whilst Earth yet bore his cruelties ;

A virgin’s wrong made Spain a Moorish province ;
And Steno’s lie, couch’d in two worthless lines,
Hath decimated Venice, put in peril

A senate which hath stood eight hundred years,
Discrown’d a prince, cut off his crownless head,
And forged new fetters for a groaning people !
Let the poor wretch, Iike to the courtesan

Who fired Persepolis, be proud of this,

If it so please him—'t were a pride fit for him !
But let him not insult the last hours of

Him, who, whate’er he now 1s, was a hero,

By the intrusion of his very prayers ;

Nothing of good can come from such a source,
Nor would we aught with him, nor now, nor ever:
We leave him to himself, that lowest depth

Of human baseness. Pardon is for men,

VOL. II. P
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And not for reptiles—we have none for Steno,
And no resentment : things like him must sting,
And higher beings suffer; 'tis the charter
Of life. 'The man who dies by the adder’s fang
May have the crawler crush’d, but feels no anger:
T was the worm’s nature ; and some men are worms
In soul, more than the living things of tombs.
Dage (fo Ben.). Signor ! complete that which you deem
your duty
Ben. Before we can proceed upon that duty,
We would request the princess to withdraw ;
T will move her too much to be witness to it.
Ang. I know it will, and yet I must endure it,
For ’t is a part of mine—1 will not quit,
Except by force, my husband’s side.—Proceed !
Nay, fear not either shrick, or sigh, or tear ;
Though my heart burst it shall be silent.—Speak }
I have that within which shall o’ermaster all.
Ben. Marino Faliero, Doge of Venice,
Count of Val di Marino, Senator,
And some time General of the Fleet and Army,
Noble Venetian, many times and oft
Intrusted by the state with high employments,
Even to the highest, listen to the sentence.
Convict by many witnesses and proofs,
And by thine own confession, of the guilt
Of treachery and treason, yet unheard of
Until this trial—the decree is death.
Thy goods are confiscate unto the state,
Thy name is razed from out her records, save
Upon a public day of thanksgiving
For this our most miraculous deliverance,
When thou art noted in our calendars
With carthquakes, pestilence, and foreign foes,
And the great enemy of man, as subject
Of grateful masses for Heaven’s grace in snatching
Our lives and country from thy wickedness.
The place wherein as Doge thou shouldst be painted,
With thine illustrious predecessors, 1s
To be left vacant, with a death-black veil
Flung over these dim words engraved beneath,—
“ This place 1s of Marino Faliero,
Decapitated for his crimes.,”
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Doge, “His crimes | ”
But let it be so :—it will be in vain.
The veil which blackens o’er this blighted name,
And hides, or secms to hide, these lineaments,
Shall draw more gazers than the thousand portraits
Which glitter round it in their pictured trappings—
Your delegated slaves—the people’s tyrants !
“ Decapitated for his crimes ! "— /f ;at crimes ?
Were it not better to record the facts,
So that the contemplator might approve,
Or at the least learn w/ence the crimes arose ?
When the beholder knows a Doge conspired,
Let him be told the cause— it is your history,

Len. Time must reply to that ; our sons will judge
Their fathers’ judgment, which I now pronounce,
As Doge, clad 1n the ducal robes and cap,

Thou shalt be led hence to the Giants’ Staircase,
Where thou and all our princes are invested ;

And there, the ducal crown being first removed

Upon the spot where it was first assumed,

Thy head shall be struck off ; and Heaven have mercy
Upon thy soul !

Doge. Is this the Giunta’s sentence ?
Ben. 1t 1s.
Doge. I can endure it.-—And the time?

Ben. Must be immediate.—Make thy peace with God :
Within an hour thou must be in His presence.
Doge. 1 am already ; and my blood will rise
To Heaven before the souls of those who shed it,
Are all my lands confiscated :
Ben. They are ;
And goods, and jewels, and all kind of treasure,
Except two thousand ducats—these dispose of.
Doge. That’s harsh.—I would have fain reserved the
lands
Near to Treviso, which I hold by investment
From Laurence the Count-bishop of Ceneda,
In fief perpetual to myself and heirs,
To portion them (leaving my city spoil,
My palace and my treasures, to your forfeit)
Between my consort and my kinsmen.
Ben. These
Lic under the state’s ban ; their chief, thy nephew,

P 2
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In peril of his own life ; but the council
Postpones his trial for the present. If

Thou will’st a state unto thy widow’d princess,
Fear not, for we will do her justice.

Ang. Signors,

I share not in your spoil! from henceforth, know
I am devoted unto God alone,
And take my refuge in the cloister.

Daoge. Come !
The hour may be a hard one, but 't will end.
Have I aught else to undergo save death ?

Ben. You have nought to do, except confess and die.
The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare,

And both await without. But, above all,
Think not to speak unto the people ; they
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates,
But these are closed : the Ten, the Avogadori,
The Giunta, and the chief men of the Forty,
Alone will be beholders of thy doom,
And they are ready to attend the Doge.
Doge. The Doge !
Len. Yes, Doge thou hast lived and thou
shalt die
A sovereign ; till the moment which precedes
The separation of that head and trunk,
The ducal crown and head shall be united.
Thou hast forgot thy dignity in deigning
To plot with petty traitors ; not so we,
Who in the very punishment acknowledge
The prince. Thy vile accomplices have died
The dog’s death, and the wolfs ; but thou shalt fall
As falls the lion by the hunters, girt
By those who feel a proud compassion for thee,
And mourn even the inevitable death
Provoked by thy wild wrath and regal fierceness.
Now we remit thee to thy preparation :
Let it be brief, and we ourselves will be
Thy guides unto the place where first we were
United to thee as thy subjects, and
Thy senate ; and must now be parted from thee
As such for ever, on the self-same spot.
Guards ! form the Doge’s escort to his chamber.
[ Lxeunt,
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Scenge I1.

The Doge's Apartment.
Te DoGE as Prisoner, and the DUCHESS attending him.

Doge. Now, that the priest is gone, 't were useless all
To linger out the miserable minutes ;
But one pang more, the pang of parting from thee,
And I will leave the last few grains of sand,
Which yet remain of the accorded hour,
Still falling—TI have done with Time.
Ang. Alas!
And I have been the cause, the unconscious cause ;
And for this funeral marriage, this black union,
Which thou, compliant with my father’s wish,
Didst promise at /s death, thou hast seal’d thine own.
Doge. Not so ; there was that in my spirit ever
Which shaped out for itself some great reverse ;
The marvel is, it came not until now—
And yet it was foretold me.
Ang. How foretold you?
Doge. Long years ago—so long, they are a doubt
In memory, and yet they live in annals :
When I was in my youth, and served the senate
And signory as podesta and captain
Of the town of Treviso, on a day
Of festival, the sluggish bishop who
Convey'd the Host aroused my rash young anger
By strange delay, and arrogant reply
To my reproof : I raised my hand and smote him,
Until he reel’d beneath his holy burthen :
And as he rose from earth again, he raised
His tremulous hands in pious wrath towards Heaven.
Thence pointing to the Host, which had fallen from him,
He turn'd to me, and said, “ The hour will come
When he thou hast o’erthrown shall overthrow thee :
The glory shall depart from out thy house,
The wisdom shall be shaken from thy soul,
And in thy best maturity of mind
A madness of the heart shall seize upon thee ,
Passion shall tear thee when all passions cease
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In other men, or mellow into virtues ;

And majesty, which decks all other heads,

Shall crown to leave thee headless ; honours shall

But prove to thee the heralds of destruction,

And hoary hairs of shame, and both of death,

But not such death as fits an aged man.”

Thus saying, he pass'd on.—That hour 15 come.
Ang.” And with this warning couldst thou not have

striven

To avert that fatal moment, and atone,

Ily penitence, for that which thou hadst done?
Doge. 1 own the words went Lo my heart, so much

That 1 remember'd them amid the maze

Of life, as if they form’d a spectral voice,

Which shook me in a supernatural dream ;

And I repented ; but’t was not for me

To pull in resolution: what must be

I could not change, and would not fear.—Nay more,

Thou canst not have forgot, what all remember,

That on my day of landing here as Doge,

On my return from Rome, a mist of such

Unwonted density went on before

The Bucentaur, like the columnar cloud

Which usher'd Israel out of Egypt, till

The pilot was misled, and disembark’d us

Between the pillars of Saint Mark’s, where 't 1s

The custom of the state to put to death

Tts criminals, instead of touching at

The Riva della Paglia, as the wont 15,—

So that all Venice shudder'd at the omen.
Ang. Ah! little boots it now to recollect

Such things.
Doge. And yet T find a comfort in

The thought, that these things are the work of Fate;

For I would rather yield to gods than men,

Or cling to any creed of destiny,

Rather than deem these mortals, most of whom

I know to be as worthless as the dust,

And weak as worthless, more than instruments

Of an o’erruling power ; they in themselves

Were all incapable—they could not be

Victors of him who oft had conquerd for them.
Ang. Employ the minutes le& in aspirations
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Of a more healing nature, and in peace
Even with these wretches take thy flight to heaven.

Doge. 1 am at peace: the peace of certainty
That a sure hour will come, when their sons’ sons,
And this proud cily, and these azure waters,

And all which makes them eminent and bright,
Shall be a desolation and a curse,

A hissing and a scoff unto the nations,

A Carthage, and a Tyre, an Ocean Babel.

Ang. Speak not thus now : the surge of passion still
Sweeps o'er thee to the last; thou dest deceive
Thyself, and canst not injure themi—Dbe calmer.

Doge. 1 stand within eternity, and see
Into eternity, and I behold—

Ay, palpable as I see thy sweet face

For the last time—the days which I denounce
Unto all time against these wave-girt walls,
And they who are indwellers.

Guard (coming forward). Doge of Venice,
The Ten are in attendance on your highness.

Doge. Then farewell, Angiolina —one embrace—
Forgive the old man who hath been to thee
A fond but fatal husband—Iove my memory—

I would not ask so much for me still living,

But thou canst judge of me more kindly now,
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest.

Besides, of all the fruit of these long years,

Glory, and wealth, and power, and fame, and name,
Which generally leave some flowers to bloom

Even o’er the grave, I have nothing left, not even
A little love, or friendship, or esteem,

No, not enough to extract an epitaph

From ostentatious kinsmen ; in one hour

I have uprooted all my former life,

And outlived everything, except thy heart,

The pure, the good, the gentle, which will oft

With unimpair’d but not a clamorous grief

Still keep—Thou turn’st so pale I—Alas ! she faints,
She has no breath, no pulse '—Guards! lend your aid—
I cannot leave her thus, and yet 't is better,

Since every lifeless moment spares a pang.

When she shakes off this temporary death,

I shall be with the Eternal.—Call her women---
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One look '—how cold her hand !—as cold as mine
Shall be ere she recovers.—Gently tend her,
And take my last thanks——I am ready now.

[Zhe Attendants of ANGIOUINA enter, and surround
their Mistress, who has fainted.—Exeunt the 1oag,

Guards, & &

SceENE IIL

The Court of the Ducal Palace; the oufer gates are shut
against the people.  The DOGE enters in his ducal robes,
in procession with the Council of Ten and other Patricians,
attended by the Guards, till they arrive at the 1op of the
“Giants' Staircase” (where the Doges took the oaths) ;
the Executioner is stationed there with his sword.—On
arviving, a Chief of the Ten takes off the ducal cap from
the Doge's head. .

Doge. So now the Doge is nothing, and at last
I am again Marino Faliero :
"T is well to be so, though but for a moment.
Here was I crown’d, and here, bear witness, Heaven !
With how much more contentment I resign
That shining mockery, the ducal bauble,
Than I received the fatal ornament.
One of the Ten. Thou tremblest, Faliero !
Daoge. T is with age, then,
Ben. Faliero! hast thou aught further to commend,
Compatible with justice, to the senate ?
Dioge. 1 would commend my nephew to their mercy,
My consort to their justice ; for methinks
My death, and such a death, might settle all

Between the state and me.
Ben. They shall be cared for;

Even notwithstanding thine unheard-of crime.
Doge. Unheard of ! ay, there’s not a history
But shows a thousand crown’d conspirators
Against the people ; but to set them free
One sovereign only died, and one is dying.
Ben. And who were they who fell in such a cause ?
Doge. The King of Sparta and the Doge of Venice—
Agis and Faliero.
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Ben. Hast thou more
To utter or to do?
Daoge. May I speak?
Ben. Thou may'st ;

But recollect the people are without,
Beyond the compass of the human voice.
Doge. 1 speak to Time and to Eternity,
Of which I grow a portion, not to man.
Ye elements ! in which to be resolved
I hasten, let my voice be as a spirit
Upon you! Ye blue waves ! which bore my banner,
_ Ye winds ! which flutter’d o’er as if you loved i,
And fill'd my swelling sails as they were wafted
To many a triumph ! Thou, my native earth,
Which 1 have bled for! and thou, foreign earth,
Which drank this willing blood from many a wound !
Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink, but
Reck up to heaven! Ye skies, which will receive it !
Thou sun ! which shinest on these things, and Thou !
Who kindlest and who quenchest suns |—Attest !
I am not innocent—Dbut are these guiltless ?
I perish, but not unavenged: far ages
Float up from the abyss of time to be,
And show these eyes, before they close, the doom
Of this proud city, and I leave my curse
On her and hers for ever ! Yes, the hours
Are silently engendering of the day,
When she, who built ’gainst Attila a bulwark,
Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield,
Unto a bastard Attila, without
Shedding so much blood in her last defence,
As these old veins, oft drain’d in shielding her,
Shall pour in sacrifice.—She shall be bought
And sold, and be an appanage to those
Who shall despise her —She shall stoop to be
A province for an empire, petty town
In lieu of capital, with slaves for senates,
Beggars for nobles, panders for a people!
Then when the Hebrew’s in thy palaces,
The Hun in thy high places, and the Greek
Walks o’er thy mart, and smiles on it for his
When thy patricians beg their bitter bread
In narrow streets, and in their shameful need
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Make their nobility a plea for pity ;

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck

Of their great fathers’ heritage shall fawn :
Round a barbarian Vice of Kings' Vice-gerent,
Even in the palace where they sway’d as sovereigns,
Even in the palace where they slew their sovereign,
Proud of some name they have disgraced, or sprung
From an adulteress boastful of her guilt

With some large gondolier or foreign soldier,

Shall bear about their bastardy in triumph

To the third spurious generation ;—when

Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being,

Slaves turn’d o’er to the vanquish’d by the victors,
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice,

And scorn’d even by the vicious for such vices

As in the monstrous grasp of their conception

Defy all codes to image or to name them ;

Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom,
All thine inheritance shall be her shame

Entail’d on thy less virtuous daughters, grown

A wider proverb for worse prostitution ;—

When all the ills of conquer’d states shall cling thee,
Vice without splendour, sin without relief

Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o'er,

But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude,

Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdness,
Depraving nature’s frailty to an art ;—

When these and more are heavy on thee, when
Smiles without mirth, and pastimes without pleasure,
Youth without honour, age without respect,
Meanness and weakness, and a sense of woe
'Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st not murmur,
Have made thee last and worst of peopled deserts,
Then, in the last gasp of thine agony,

Amidst thy many murders, think of mzne /

Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes !
Gehenna of the waters ! thou sea Sodom !

Thus I devote thee to the infernal gods !

Thee and thy serpent seed !

[Here the DoOGE turns and addresses the Execulioner.

Slave, do thine office !
Strike as I struck the foe! Strike as I would
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Have struck those tyrants! Strike deep as my curse !
Strike—and but once !

[Z%e Doce throws himself upon his knees, and as the
Executioner raises his sword the scene closes.

Scene 1V,

The Piasza and Prazzeita of Saint Mark's.— The people in
crowds gathered round the grated yates of the Dical Palace
which are shit.

L7rst Citizen. 1 have gain’d the gate, and can discern
the Ten,
Robed in their gowns of state, ranged round the Doge.
Second Cit. 1 cannot reach thee with mine utmost effort.
How is it? let us hear at least, since sisht
Is thus prohibited unto the people,
Except the occupiers of those bars.
Zirst Cit.- One has approach’d the Doge, and now they
strip
The ducal bonnet from his head—and now
He raises his keen eyes to heaven ; I see
Them glitter, and his lips move—Hush ! hush —no,
"T was but a murmur—Curse upon the distance !
His words are inarticulate, but the voice
Swells up like mutter'd thunder ; would we could
But gather a sole sentence !
Second Cit. Hush ! we perhaps may catch the sound.
Lirst Cit. “I"is vain.
I cannot hear him.—How his hoary hair
Streams on the wind like foam upon the wave !
Now—now—he kneels—and now they form a circle
Round him, and all is hidden—but I see
The lifted sword in air—Ah ! hark ! it falls !
[ Z%¢ people murmusr.
Zhird Cit. Then they have murderd him who would
have freed us.
Zourth Cit. He was a kind man to the commons ever.
Lafth Cit. Wisely they did to keep their portals barr'd.
Would we had known the work they were preparing
Ere we were summon’d here—we would have brought
Weapons, and forced them | '
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Sixth Cil. Are you sure he’s dead ?
First Cit. 1 saw the sword fall—Lo! what have we here?

Enter on the Balcony of the Palace which fronts Saint
Mark’s Place @ CH1EF oF THE TEN, with a bloody sword.
He waves it thrice before the People, and exclaims,

“ Justice hath dealt upon the mighty Traitor |”

The gates are opened ; the populace rush in towards the
“ Giants Staircase,” wwhere the execution has taken
place.  The foremost of them exclaims to those behind,

“’I'he gory head rolls down the Giants’ Steps!”
[ ZVe curtain falls.

SARDANAPA LUS:

A TRAGEDY.

TO

THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE

A STRANGER PRESUMES TO OFFER THE HOMAGE OF A
LITERARY VASSAL TO HIS LIEGE LORD, THE FIRST OF EXISTING WRITERKS,
WHO HAS CREATED THE LITERATURE OF HIS OWN COUNTRY,
AND ILLUSTRATED THAT OF EUROPE,

THE UNWORTHY PRODUCTION
WHICH THE AUTHOR VENTURES TO INSCRIBE TO HIM IS ENTITLED

SARDANAPALUS.

PREFACE.

In publishing the following Tragedies* I have only to
repeat, that they were not composed with the most remote
view to the stage. On the attempt made by the managers
in a former instance, the public opinion has been already
expressed. With regard to my own private feelings, as it
seems that they are to stand for nothing, I shall say nothing.

* [““ Sardanapalus " and ““ The Two Foscari.” ]
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For the historical foundation of the following compositions
the reader is referred to the Notes.

The Author has in one instance attempted to preserve, and
in the other to approach, the “unities ;” conceiving that with
any very distant departure from them, there may be poetry,
but can be no drama. He is aware of the unpopularity of
this notion in present English literature ; but it is not a system
of his own, being merely an opinion, which, not very long ago,
was the law of literature througlout the world, and is still so
in the more civilized parts of it. But “nous avons changé tout
cela,” and are reaping the advantages of the change. The
writer is far from conceiving that anything he can adduce by
personal precept or example can at all approach his regular,
or even irregular, predecessors: he is merely giving a reason
why he preferred the more regular formation of a structure,
however feeble, to an entire abandonment of all rules what-
soever. Where he has failed, the failure is in the architect,—
and not in the art.

DRAMATIS PERSONA.

MEN, WOMEN.
SARDANAPALUS, King of Ninewoh LARINA, the Queen.
and Assyria, &, MYRRIIA, an lonian Jemale Slave,

ARBACES, the Mede who aspirid to and the Favourile of SARDA-
the Throne. NAPALUS,

BELESES, @ Chaldean and Soothsayer.
SALEMENES, the King's Brother-in-

Women  composing  the Harem of
% L_“i"‘ st O Dok ot SARDANAPALUS, Guards, Al-
'T‘}?'!’ an Lssyruan. Gicer\of the tendants,  Chaldean — Priests,
e Medes, &c. &¢.
PANIA.
ZAMES,
SFERO. : SCENE.—A Hall in the Royal Palace
BavLEAa. of Nineveh,

In this tragedy it has been my intention to follow the
account of Diodorus Siculus; reducing it, however, to such
dramatic regularity as I best could, and trying to approach the
unities. I therefore suppose the rebellion to explode and
succeed in one day by a sudden conspiracy, instead of the
long war of the history. '
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Salemenes (solus). He hath wrong’d Lis queen, but still

he is her lord ;
He hath wrong'd my sister, still he is my brother ;

He hath wrong’d his people, still he is their sovereign,

And I must be his friend as well as subject ;
He must not perish thus. I will not see

The blood of Nimrod and Semiramis

Sink in the earth, and thirteen hundred years
Of empire ending like a shepherd’s tale ;

He must be roused. In his effeminate heart
There is a careless courage which corruption
Has not all quench’d, and latent energies,
Repress’d by circumstance, but not destroy’d—
Steep’d, but not drown’d, in deep voluptuousness.
If born a peasant, he had been a man

To have reach’d an empire : to an empire born,
e will bequeath none ; nothing but a name,
Which his sons will not prize in heritage :

Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem

His sloth and shame, by only being that
Which he should be, as easily as the thing

He should not be and is. Were it less toil

To sway his nations than consume his life ?

To head an army than to rule a harem ?

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul,

And saps his goodly strength, in toils which yleld not

Health like the chase, nor glory like the war—
He must be roused. Alas! there is no sound

[:Sound of soft music heard from within,

To rouse him short of thunder. Hark ! the lute,
The lyre, the timbrel ; the lascivious tinklings
Of lulling instruments, the softening voices

Of women, and of beings less than women,

Must chime into the echo of his revel,

While the great king of all we know of earth
Lolls crown’d with roses, and his diadem

Lies negligently by to be caught up

By the first manly hand which dares to snatch it.
Lo, where they come ! already I perceive
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The reeking odours of the perfumed trains,

And see the bright gems of the glittering girls,

At once his chorus and his council, flash

Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels,

As femininely garb’d, and scarce less female,

The grandson of Semiramis, the man-queen.—

He comes! Shall I await him? yes, and front him,
And tell him what all good men tell each other,
Speaking of him and his. They come, the slaves
Led by the monarch subject to his slaves.

Scene I1.

FErnler SARDANAPALUS ¢ffeminately dressed, his Head crowned
with Flowers, and his Robe negligently flowing, atlended
by @ Train of Women and young Slaves.

Sar. (speaking to some of his attendants). Let the pavilion
over the Euphrates
Be garlanded, and lit, and furnish’d forth
For an especial banquet ; at the hour
Of midnight we will sup there: see nought wanting,
And bid the galley be prepared. There is
A cooling breeze which crisps the broad clear river.
We will embark anon. Fair nymphs, who deign
To share the soft hours of Sardanapalus,
We'll meet again in that the sweetest hour,
When we shall gather like the stars above us,
And you will form a heaven as bright as theirs ;
Till then, let each be nrstress of her time,
And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, choose
Wilt thou along with them or me?
Myr. My lord
Sar. My lord, my life! why answerest thou so coldly ?
It is the curse of kings to be so answer'd.
Rule thy own hours, thou rulest mine—say, wouldst
thou
Accompany our guests, or charm away
The moments from me ?
Myr. The king’s choice is mine.
Sar. 1 pray thee say not so: my chiefest joy
Is to contribute to thine every wish,
I do not dare to breathe my own desire,
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Lest it should clash with thine ; for thou art still
Too prompt to sacrifice thy thoughts for others.
Myr. 1 would remain : I have no happiness

Save in beholding thine; yet
Sar. Yet! what vET?

Thy own sweet will shall be the only barrier
Which ever rises betwixt thee and me.
Myr. 1 think the present is the wonted hour
Of council ; it were better I retire.  [well : let her retire.
Sal. (comes forward and says). The lonian slave says
Sar. Who answers? How now, brother ?
Sal. The queen’s brother,
And your most faithful vassal, royal lord.
Sar. (addressing his train). As 1 have said, let all dis-
pose their hours
Till midnight, when again we pray your presence.
[ Zhe court retiring.
(70 MyRRHA, who is going). Myrrha! 1 thought fwu
wouldst remain.

Myr. Great king,
Thou didst not say so.
Sar. But #iou lookedst it :

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes,

Which said thou wouldst not leave me.
Myr. Sire ! your brother—-
Sal. His consort's brother, minion of Ionia !

How darest 2kox name me and not blush?

Sar. Not blush !
Thou hast no more eyes than heart to make her crimson
Like to the dying day on Caucasus,

Where sunset tints the snow with rosy shadows,
And then reproach her with thine own cold blindness,
Which will not see it. What ! in tears, my Myrrha?

Sal. Let them flow on ; she weeps for more than one,
And is herself the cause of bitterer tears.

Sar. Cursed be he who caused those tears to flow !

Sal. Curse not thyself—millions do that already.

Sar. Thou dost forget thee : make me not remember

I am a monarch.

Sal. Would thou couldst !
Myr. My sovereign,

I pray, and thou, too, prince, permit my absence.
Sar. Since it must be so, and this churl has check’d
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Thy gentle spirit, go ; but recollect
That we must forthwith meet: I had rather lose

An empire than thy presence. [Zxit MYRRHA,
Sal. It may be

Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever!
Sar. Drother |

I can at least command myself, who listen
To language such as this : yet urge me not
Beyond my easy nature,
Sal. T is beyond
That easy, far too easy, idle nature,
Which I would urge thee. Oh that I could rouse thee !
Though ’t were against mysellf,

Sar. By the god Baal ! .
The man would make me tyrant.
Sal. So thou art.

Think’st thou there is no tyranny but that
Of blood and chains? The despotism of vice,
The weakness and the wickedness of luxury,
The negligence, the apathy, the evils
Of sensual sloth—produce ten thousand tyrants,
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses
The worst acts of one energetic master,
However harsh and hard in his own bearing.
The false and fond examples of thy lusts
Corrupt no less than they oppress, and sap
In the same moment all thy pageant power
And those who should sustain it ; so that whether
A foreign foe invade, or civil broil
Distract within, both will alike prove fatal :
The first thy subjects have no heart to conquer ;
The last they rather would assist than vanquish.
Sar. Why, what makes thee the mouth-piece of the
people ?
Sal. Forgiveness of the queen’s, my sister’'s wrongs ;
A natural love unto my infant nephews ;
Faith to the king, a faith he may need shortly,
In more than words ; respect for Nimrod’s line ;
Also, another thing thou knowest not.
Sar, What'’s that?
Sal, To thee an unknown word.
Saz. Yet speak it ;
I love to learn.
VOL. 1L. Q
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Sal. Virtue.
Sar. Not know the word !
Never was word yet rung so in my cars—
Worse than the rabble’s shout, or splitting trumpet ;
I’ve heard thy sister talk of nothlnrr else.
Sal. To change the irksome themn., then hear of vice.
Sar. From whom ?
Sal. Even from the winds, if thou couldst listen
Unto the echoes of the nation’s voice.
Sar, Come, 1'm indulgent, as thou knowest, patient,
As thou hast often ]JI'OVLd—'-'ﬁ[JLElk out, what moves thee?
Sal. Thy peril,
Sar. Say on.
Sal. Thus, then: all the nations,
For they are many, whom thy father left
In heritage, are loud in wrath against thee.
Sar. 'Gainst me/ What would the slaves?

Sal. A king.

Sar. And what
Am I then?

Sal. In their eyes a nothing ; but

In mine a man who might be something still.
" Sar. The railing drunkards! why, what would they
have ?

Have they not peace and plenty ?

Sal. Of the first
More than 1s glorious ; of the last far less
Than the king recks of.

Sar. Whose then is the crtme,
jut the false satraps, who provide no better 2

Sal. And somewhat in the monarch who né’er looks
Ileyond his palace walls, or if he stirs
Beyond them, 't is but to some mountain palace,
Till summer heats wear down. O glorious Baal |
Who built up this vast empire, and wert made
A god, or at the least shin’st like a god
I hrough the long centuries of thy renown,
This, thy presumed descendant, ne’er beheld
As king the kingdoms thou didst leave as hero,
Won with thy blood, and toil, and time, and peril |
For what? to furnish imposts for a revel,
Or multiplied extortions for a minion,
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Sar. 1 understand thee—thou wouldst have me go
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars
Which the Chaldeans read—the restless slaves
Deserve that I should curse them with their wishes,
And lead them forth to glory.

Sal. Wherefore not ?
Semiramis—a woman only—Iled
These our Assyrians to the solar shores
Of Ganges.

Sar. *Tis most true. And Zow return’d ?

Sal. Why, like a man—a hero; baffled, but
Not vanquish’d. With but twenty guards, she made
Good her retreat to Bactria.

Sar. And how many
Left she behind in India to the vultures?

Sal. Our annals say not.

Saz. Then I will say for them—
That she had better woven within her palace
Some twenty garments, than with twenty guards
Have fled to Bactria, leaving to the ravens,
And wolves, and men—the fiercer of the three,
Her myriads of fond subjects. Is #4zs glory ?
Then let me live in ignominy ever.

Sal. All warlike spirits have not the same fate.
Semiramis, the glorious parent of
A hundred kings, although she fail’d in India,
Brought Persia, Media, Bactria, to the realm
Which she once sway'd—and thou might st sway.

Sar. I sway them—
She but subdued them.
Sal. It may be ere long

That they will need her sword more than your sceptre.
Sar. There was a certain Bacchus, was there not?
I'’ve heard my Greek girls speak of such—they say
He was a god, that is, a Grecian god,
An idol foreign to Assyria’s worship,
Who conquer’d this same golden realm of Ind
Thou prat’st of, where Semiramis was vanquish’d.
Sal. 1 have heard of such a man ; and thou perceiv’st
That he i1s deem’d a god for what he did.
Sar. And in his godship I will honour him—
Not much as man. What, ho ! my cupbearer ?
Q8
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Sal. What means the king? :
Sar. To worship your new god

And ancient conqueror. Some wing, I say.
Enter Cuplbearer.

Sar. (addressing the Cupbearer). Bring me the golden
goblet, thick with gems,
Which bears the name of Nimrod’s chalice. Hence,
Fill full, and bear it quickly. [Exit Cupbearer.
Sal. Is this moment
A fitting one for the resumption of
Thy yet unslept-off revels ?

Re-enter Cupbearer, with wine.

Sar. (taking the cup from him). Noble kinsman,
If these barbarian Greeks of the far shores
And skirts of these our realms lie not, this Bacchus
Conquer'd the whole of India, did he not?
Sal. He did, and thence was a deem’d a deity.
Sar. Not so:—of all his conquests a few columns
Which may be his, and might be mine, if I
Thought them worth purchase and conveyance, arc
The landmarks of the seas of gore he shed,
The realms he wasted, and the hearts he broke.
But here, here in this goblet 1s his title
To immortality—the immortal grape
From which he first express’d the soul, and gave
To gladden that of man, as some atonement
For the victorious mischiefs he had done.
Had it not been for this, he would have been
A mortal still in name as in his grave;
And, like my ancestor Semiramis,
A sort of semi-glorious human monster.
Here's that which deified him—Ilet it now
Humanise thee ; my surly, chiding brother,
Pledge me to the Greek god !
Sal. For all thy realms
I would not so blaspheme our country’s creed.
Sar. That is to say, thou thinkest him a hero,
That he shed blood by oceans; and no god,
Because he turn’d a fruit to an enchantment,
Which cheers the sad, revives the old, inspires
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The young, makes weariness forget his toil,
And fear her danger; opens a new world .
When this, the present, palls. Well, then £ pledge thee
And Zim as a true man, who did his utmost
In good or evil to surprise mankind. [Drinks.
Sal. 'Wilt thou resume a revel at this hour?
Sar. And if I did, 't were better than a trophy,
Being bought without a tear. But that is not
My present purpose : since thou wilt not pledge me,
Continue what thou pleasest.
(70 the Cupbearer). Boy, retire.
' [Zxit Cupbearer.
Sal. 1 would but have recall’d thee from thy dream ;
Better by me awaken’d than rebellion.
Sar. Who should rebel ? or why? what cause? pretext?
I am the lawful king, descended from
A race of kings who knew no predecessors.
What have I done to thee, or to the people,
That thou shouldst rail, or they rise up against me?
Sal. Of what thou hast done to me, I speak not.
Sar. But
Thou think’st that I have wrong’d the queen : is’t not so ?
Sal. Think! Thou hast wrong’d her !
Sar. Patience, prince, and hear me.
She has all power and splendour of her station,
Respect, the tutelage of Assyria’s heirs,
The homage and the appanage of sovereignty.
I married her as monarchs wed—;for state,
And loved her as most husbands love their wives.
If she or thou supposedst I could link me
Like a Chaldean peasant to his mate,
Ye knew nor me, nor monarchs, nor mankind.
Sal. 1 pray thee, change the theme : my blood disdains
Complaint, and Salemenes’ sister seeks not
Reluctant love even from Assyria’s lord !
Nor would she deign to accept divided passion
With foreign strumpets and Ionian slaves.
The queen is silent.
Sar. And why not her brother?
Sal. 1 only echo thee the voice of empires,
Which he who long neglects not long will govern.
Sar. The ungrateful and ungracious slaves! they murmur
Because 1 have not shed their blood, nor led them
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To dry into the desert’s dust by myriads,

‘Or whiten with their bones the banks of Gan-es;

Nor decimated them with savage laws,
Nor sweated them to build up pyramids,
Or Babylonian walls.

Sal. Yet these are trophies
More worthy of a people and their prince
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubines,
And lavish’d treasures, and contemned virtues.

Sar. Or for my trophies I have founded cities
There's Tarsus and Anchialus, both built
In one day—what could that blood-loving beldame,
My martial grandam, chaste Semiramis,

Do more, except destroy them ?
Sal. T 1s most true ;
I own thy merit in those founded cities,
Built for a whim, recorded with a verse,
Which shames both them and thee to coming ages.

Sar. Shame me! By Baal, the cities, though well built,
Are not more goodly than the verse! Say what
Thou wilt 'gainst me, my mode of life or rule,

But nothing ’gainst the truth of that brief record.
Why, those few lines contain the history

Of all things human : hear—* Sardanapalus,

The king, and son of Anacyndaraxes,

In one day Duilt Anchialus and Tarsus.

Eat, drink, and love; the rest’s not worth a fillip.”

Sal. A worthy moral, and a wise inscription,
For a king to put up before his subjects !

Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless set up edicis—
“Obey the king—contribute to his treasure—
Recruit his phalanx—spill your blood at bidding—
Fall down and worship, or get up and toil.”

Or thus—*Sardanapalus on this spot
Slew fifty thousand of his enemies.
These are their sepulchres, and this his trophy.”
I leave such things to conquerors ; enough
For me, if I can make my subjects feel
The weight of human misery less, and glide
Ungroaning to the tomb: I take no license
Which I deny to them. We all are men.
Sal. Thy sires have been revered as gods—
Saz. In dust
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And death, where they are neither gods nor men,
Talk not of such to me ! the worms are gods ;
At least they banqueted upon your gods.
And died for lack of further nutriment.
Those gods were merely men ; look to their issue—
I feel a thousand mortal things about me,
But nothing godlike,—unless it may be
The thing which you condemn, a disposition
To love and to be merciful, to pardon
The follies of my species, and (that’s human)
To be indulgent to my own.
Sal. Alas!
The doom of Nineveh is seal’d.—Woe—woe
To the unrival'd city !

Sar. What dost dread?

Sal. Thou art guarded by thy foes: in a few hours
The tempest may break out which overwhelms thee,
And thine and mine ; and in another day
What zs shall be the past of Belus’ race.

Sar. What must we dread ?

Sal. Ambitious treachery,
Which has environ’d thee with snares ; but yet
There is resource : empower me with thy signet
To quell the machinations, and I lay
The heads of thy chief foes before thy feet.

Sar. The heads—how many ?

Sal. Must I stay to number
When even thine own’s in peril? Let me go;

Give me thy signet—trust me with the rest.
Sar. I will trust no man with unlimited lives.
When we take those from others, we nor know
What we have taken, nor the thing we give. |thine ?

Sal. Wouldst thou not take their lives who seck for

Sar. That’s a hard question—DBut I answer, Yes.
Cannot the thing be done without? Who are they
Whom thou suspectest >—Iet them be arrested.

Sal. I would thou wouldst not ask me ; the next moment
Will send my answer through thy babbling troop
Of paramours, and thence fly o’er the palace,

Even to the city, and so bafile all.—
Trust me,

Sar. Thou knowest I have done so ever;

Take thou the signet. | Gives the signet.
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Sal. I have one more request.
Sar. Name it,
Sal. That thou this night forbear the banquet

In the pavilion over the Euphrates.

Sar, Forbear the banquet! Not for all the plotters

That ever shook a kingdom ! Let them come,
And do their worst : 1 shall not blench for them ;
Nor rise the sooner ; nor forbear the goblet;

Nor crown me with a single rose the less ;
Nor lose one joyous hour.—I1 fear them not.

Sal. But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst thou not, if

needful ?

Sar. Perhaps. 1 have the goodliest armour, and
A sword of such a temper; and a bow
And javelin, which might furnish Nimrod forth :

A little heavy, but yet not unwieldy.

And now I think on’t, ’t is long since I 've used them,

Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them, brother ?
Sal. TIs this a time for such fantastic trifling >—

If need be, wilt thou wear them ?
Sazr. Will I not ?

Oh ! if it must be so, and these rash slaves

Will not be ruled with less, 1’1l use the sword

Till they shall wish it turn’d into a distaff.

Sal. They say thy sceptre’s turn’d to that already.

Sar. That’s false ! but let them sayso: theold Greeks,
Of whom our captives often sing, related
The same of their chief hero, Hercules,

Because he loved a Lydian queen: thou seest
The populace of all the nations seize
Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns.

Sal. They did not speak thus of thy fathers,

Sar. No;
They dared not. They were kept to toil and combat ;
And never changed their chains but for their armour ;
Now they have peace and pastime, and the license
To revel and to rail ; it irks me not.

I would not give the smile of one fair girl

For all the popular breath that e’er divided

A name from nothing. What are the rank tongues
Of this vile herd, grown insolent with feeding,

That I should prize their noisy praise, or dread
Their noisome clamour ?
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Sal. You have said they are men ;
As such their hearts are something.
Sar. So my dogs’ are;

And better, as more faithful :—Dbut, proceed ;
Thou hast my signet :—since they are tumultuous
Let them be temper’d, yet not roughly, till
Necessity enforce it. I hate all pain,
Given or received ; we have enough within us,
The meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch,
Not to add to each other’s natural burthen
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen,
By mild reciprocal alleviation,
The fatal penalties imposed on life :
But this they know not, or they will not know,
I have, by Baal ! done all I could to soothe them:
I made no wars, I added no new imposts,
I interfered not with their civic lives,
I let them pass their days as best might suit them s
Passing my own as suited me.
Sal. Thou stopp’st
Short of the duties of a king ; and therefore
They say thou art unfit to be a monarch.
Sar. They lie.—Unhappily, I am unfit
To be aught save a monarch ; else for me
The meanest Mede might be the king instead.
Sal. There 1s one Mede, at least, who seeks to be so.
Sar. What mean’st thou?—'t is thy secrct; thou de-
sirest
Few questions, and I’'m not of curious nature.
Take the fit steps ; and, since necessity
Requires, I sanction and support thee. Ne'er
Was man who more desired to rule in peace
The peaceful only : if they rouse me, better
They had conjured up stern Nimrod from his ashes,
“ The mighty hunter.” I will turn these realms
To one wide desert chase of brutes, who zwere,
But z2wounld no more, by their own choice, be human.
What they have found me, they belie ; #hat which
They may find me—shall defy their wish
To speak it worse ; and let them thank themselves.
Sal. Then thou at last canst feel ?
Sar. Feel ! who feels not
Ingratitude ?
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Sal. I will not pause to answer
With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake that energy
Which sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee,
And thou may'st yet be glorious in thy reign,
As powerful in thy realm. Farewell !
Fxit SALEMENES.
Sar. (solus). Farewell |
He’s gone ; and on his finger bears my signet,
Which is to him a sceptre. He 1s stern
As I am heedless ; and the slaves deserve
To feel 2 master. What may be the danger,
I know not: he hath found it, let him quell it.
Must I consume my life—this little life—
In guarding against all may make it less?
It is not worth so much! It were to die
Before my hour, to live in dread of death,
Tracing revolt ; suspecting all about me,
Because they are near ; and all who are remote,
Because they are far. Bat if it should be so—
If they should sweep me off from earth and empire,
Why, what is earth or empire of the earth ?
I have loved, and lived, and multiplied my image;
To die is no less natural than those
Acts of this clay! ’Tis true I have not shed
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till
My name became a synonyme of death—
A terror and a trophy. But for this
I feel no penitence ; my life is love::
If T must shed blood, it shall be by force.
Till now, no drop from an Assyrian vein
Hath flow’d for me, nor hath the smallest coin
Of Nineveh’s vast treasures e’er been lavish’d
On objects which could cost her sons a tear:
If then they hate me,’tis because I hate not:
If they rebel, 'tis because 1 oppress not.
Oh, men ! ye must be ruled with scythes, not sceptrcs,
. And mow'd down like the grass, else all we reap
Is rank abundance, and a rotten harvest
Of discontents affecting the fair soil,
Making a desert of fertility.—
I'll think no more. Within there, ho |
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Enter an ATTENDANT.
Sar. Slave, tell
The Tonian Myrrha we could crave her presence.
Attend, King, she is here.

MYRRHA enters.

Sar. (apart to Attendant). Away !
(Addyessing MYRRHA). Jeautiful being !
Thou dost almost anticipate my heart ;
It throbb’d for thee, and here thou comest: let me
Deem that some unknown influence, some sweet oracle,
Communicates between us, though unseen,
In absence, and attracts us to each other.

Myr. There doth.

Sar. I know there doth, but not its name:
What is it ?
Myr. In my native land a god,

And in my heart a feeling like a god’s,
Exalted ; yet I own ’tis only mortal;
For what I feel is humble, and yet happy—
That is, it would be happy ; but [MYRRHA pauses.
Sar. There comes
For ever something between us and what
We deem our happiness: let me remove
The barrier which that hesitating accent
Proclaims to thine, and mine is seal'd.
Myr. My lord!
Sar. My lord—my king—sire—sovereign ; thus it 15—
For ever thus, address'd with awe. 1 neler
Can see a smile, unless in some broad banquet’s
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons
Have gorged themselves up to equality,
Or I have quaff’d me down to their abasement.
Myrrha, I can hear all these things, these names,
Lord—king—sire—monarch—nay, time was I prized
them ;
That is, 1 suffer'd them—from slaves and nobles ;
But when they falter from the lips 1 love,
The lips which have been press'd to mine, a chill
Comes o’er my heart, a cold sense of the falsehood
Of this my station, which represses feeling
In those for whom I have felt most, and makes me
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Wish that I could lay down the dull tiara,
And share a cottage on the Caucasus
With thee, and wear no crowns but those of flowers.

Myr. Would that we could !

Sar. And dost 2o feel this —Why ?
Myr. Then thou wouldst know what thou canst never
know.
Sar. And that is
Myr. The true value of a heart;
At least, a woman’s,
Sar. I have proved a thousand—
A thousand, and a thousand.
Myz. Hearts ?
Sar. I think so.
Myr. Not one! the time may come thou may’st.
Sar. It will.

Hear, Myrrha ; Salemenes has declared—
Or why or how he hath divined it, Belus,
Who founded our great realm, knows more than I—
But Salemenes hath declared my throne
In perl.
Myr. He did well.
Sar. And say’st #on so?
Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and now dared
Drive from our presence with his savage jeers,
And made thee weep and blush?
Myr. I should do both
More frequently, and he did well to call me
Back to my duty. DBut thou spak’st of peril—
Peril to thee
Sar. Ay, from dark plots and snares
From Medes—and discontented troops and nations,
I know not what—a labyrinth of things—
A maze of mutter'd threats and mysteries :
Thou know’st the man——it is his usual custom.
But he is honest. Come, we’ll think no more on’t—
But of the midnight festival.
Myr. "' 1s time
To think of aught save festivals. Thou hast not
Spurn’d his sage cautions?
Sar. What?—and dost thou fear?
Myr. Fear!'—I'm a Greek, and how should I fear death?
A slave, and wherefore should I dread my freedom ?
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Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so pale?
Myr. I love.
Sar. And do not 1? I love thee far—far more
Than either the brief life or the wide realm,
Which, it may be, are menaced ;—yet I blench not.
Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself nor me;
For he who loves another loves himself,
Even for that other’s sake. This is too rash :
Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost.
Sar. Lost —why, who is the aspiring chief who dared
Assume to win them ?
Myz. Who is he should dread
To try so much? When he who is their ruler
Forgets himself, will they remember him ?
Sar. Myrrha !
Myr. Frown not upon me; you have smiled
Too often on me not to make those frowns
Bitterer to bear than any punishment
Which they may augur.-—King, I am your subject !
Master, I am your slave! Man, I have loved you !—
Loved you, I know not by what fatal weakness,
Although a Greek, and born a foe to monarchs—
A slave, and hating fetters—an Ionian,
And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more
Degraded by that passion than by chains !
Still I have loved you. If that love were strong
Enough to overcome all former nature,
Shall it not claim the privilege to save you?
Sar. Save me, my beauty ! Thou art very fair
And what I seek of thee is love—not safety.
Myr. And without love where dwells security ?
Sar. 1 speak of woman’s love.
Myr. The very first
Of human life must spring from woman’s breast,
Your first small words are taught you from her lips,
Your first tears quench’d by her, and your last sighs
Too often breathed out in a woman’s hearing,
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care
Of watching the last hour of him who led them.
Sar. My eloquent Ionian ! thou speak’st music ;
The very chorus of the tragic song
1 have heard thee talk of as the favourite pastime
Of thy far father land. Nay, weep not—calm thee.
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Myr. T weep not.—But I pray thee, do not speak
About my fathers or their land.

Sar. Yet oft
Thou speakest of them. |
Myr. True—true: constant thought

Will overflow in words unconsciously ;
But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me.
Sar. Well, then, how wouldst thou seze me, as thou
saidst P
Myr. By teaching thee to save thyself, and not
Thyself alone, but these vast realms, from all
The rage of the worst war—the war of brethren.
Sar. Why, child, I loathe all war and warriors ;
I live in peace and pleasure: what can man
Do more?
Myr. Alas ! my lord, with common men
There needs too oft the show of war to keep
The substance of sweet peace ; and, for a king,
T is sometimes better to be fear’d than loved.
Sar. And I have never sought but for the last,
Myr. And now art neither.
Sar. Dost thou say so, Myrrha?
Myr. 1 speak of civic popular love, se/flove,
Which means that men are kept in awe and law,
Yet not oppress’d—at least they must not think so,
Or if they think so, deem it necessary,
To ward off worse oppression, their own passions.
A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel,
And love, and mirth, was never king of glory.
Sar. Glory ! what's that?
Myr. Ask of the gods thy fathers.
Sar. They cannot answer ; when the priests speak for
"T is for some small addition to the temple. [them,
Myr. Look to the annals of thine empire’s founders.
Sar. They are so blotted o’er with blood, I cannot,
But what wouldst have? the empire Aas deen founded.
I cannot go on multiplying empires.
Mpyr. Preserve thine own.
Sar. At least T will enjoy it.
Come, Myrrha, let us go on to the Euphrates :
The hour invites, the galley is prepared,
And the pavilion, deck’d for our return,
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In fit adornment for the evening banquet,
Shall blaze with beauty and with light, until
It seems unto the stars which are above us
Itself an opposite star ; and we will sit
Crown'd with fresh flowers like ——
Myr. Victims.
Sar. No, like sovereigns,
The shepherd kings of patriarchal times,
Who knew no brighter gems than summer wreaths,
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on.

Enter PANIA.

Pan. May the king live for ever !

Sar. Not an hour
Longer than he can love. How my soul hates
This language, which makes life itself a lie,
Flattering dust with eternity! Well, Pania !

Be brief.

Pan. T1am charged by Salemenes to
Reiterate his prayer unto the king,

That for this day, at least, he will not quit
The palace: when the general returns,

He will adduce such reasons as will warrant
His daring, and perhaps obtain the pardon
Of his presumption.

Sar. What ! am I then coop’d?
Already captive? can I not even breathe
The breath of heaven? Tell prince Salemenes,
Were all Assyria raging round the walls
In mutinous myriads, I would still go forth.

Pan. 1 must obey you, and yet

Myr. O, monarch, listen.
How many a day and moon hast thou reclined
Within these palace walls in silken dalliance,

And never shown thee to thy people’s longing ;
Leaving thy subjects’ eyes ungratified,

The satraps uncontroll'd, the gods unworshipp’d,
And all things in the anarchy of sloth,

Till all, save evil, slumber’d through the realm !
And wilt thou not now tarry for a day,—

A day which may redcem thee? Wilt thou not
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Yield to the few still faithful a few hours,
For them, for thee, for thy past fathers’ race,
And for thy sons’ inheritance ?

Pan. "T is true!
From the deep urgency with which the prince
Despatch’d me to your sacred presence, I
Must dare to add my feeble voice to that
Which now has spoken.

Sar. No, it must not be.

Myr. For the sake of thy realm !

Sar. Away !

Pan. For that

Of all thy faithful subjects, who will rally
Round thee and thine.
Sar. These are mere fantasies :
There 1s no peril : ’t is a sullen scheme
Of Salemenes, to approve his zeal,
And show himself more necessary to us.
Myr. By all that's good and glorious take this counsel.
Sar. Business to-morrow.
Myz. Ay, or death to-night.
Sar. Why let it come then unexpectecly,
"Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love ;
So let me fall like the pluck’d rose !—far better
Thus than be wither’d.
Myr. Then thou wilt not yield
Even for the sake of all that ever stirr’d
A monarch into action, to forego
A trifling revel.
Sar. No.
Myr, Then yield for mine;
For my sake !
Sar. ~ Thine, my Myrrha !
Myr. "T is the first
Boon which T ever ask’d Assyria’s king.
Sar. That’s true, and were’t my kingdom, must be
granted.
Well, for thy sake, I yield me. Pania, hence !
Thou hear’st me.
Fan. And obey. [Zxit PANIA.
Sar. I marvel at thee.
What is thy motive, Myrrha, thus to urge me?
Myr. Thy safety ; and the certainty that nought
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Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require

Thus much from thee, but some impending danger.
Sar. And if I do not dread it, why shouldst thou?
Myr. Because thou dost not fear, I fear for Zhee.
Sz, To-morrow thou wilt smile at these vain fancies.
Myr. If the worst come, I shall be where none weep,

And that is better than the power to smile.

And thou?
Sar. I shall be king, as heretofore.
Myr. Where?
Sar. With Baal, Nimrod, and Semiramis,

Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere.
Fate made me what I am—may make me nothing—
But either that or nothing must I be:
1 will not live degraded.
Myr, Hadst thou felt
Thus always, none would ever dare degrade thee.
Sar. And who will do so now?
Myr. Dost thou suspect none ?
Sar. Suspect —that’s a spy’s office. Oh! we lose
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words,
And vainer fears. Within there |—ye slaves, deck
The hall of Nimrod for the evening revel:
If T must make a prison of our palace,
At least we’ll wear our fetters jocundly ;
If the Euphrates be forbid us, and
The summer dwelling on its beauteous border,
Here we are still unmenaced. Ho! within there!
[Zxit SARDANAPALUS.
Myr. (sola). Why do I love this man? My country’s
daughters
Love none but heroes. But I have no country !
The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love him;
And that’s the heaviest link of the long chain—
To love whom we esteem not. Beitso:
The hour is coming when he’ll need all love,
And find none. To fall from him now were baser
Than to have stabb'd him on his throne when highest
Would have been noble in my country’s creed :
I was not made for either. Could I save him,
I should not love Zim better, but myself ;
And I have need of the last, for T have fallen
In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger :
VOL. IL R
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And yet methinks I love him more, perceiving

That he is hated of his own barbarians,

The natural foes of all the blood of Greece.

Could I but wake a single thought like those

Which even the Phrygnna felt when battling long

"Twixt Ilion and the sea, within his heart,

He would tread down the barbarous crowds, and triumph.
He loves me, and I love him ; the slave loves

Her master, and would free hlm from his vices.

If not, I have a means of freedom still,

And if I cannot teach him how to I't;i”n,

May show him how alone a king can leave

His throne. I must not los¢ him from my sight. [ Zxit.

ACT IL
ScENE L.—TVe Portal of the same Hall of the Palace.

Beleses (solus). The sun goes down: methinks he sets
more slowly,

Taking his last look of Assyria’s empire.
How red he glares amongst those deepening clouds,
Like the blood he predicts! If not in vain,
Thou sun that sinkest, and ye stars which rise,
I have outwatch’'d ye, reading ray by ray
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time tremble
For what he brings the nations, "tis the furthest
Hour of Assyria's years, And yet how calm !
An earthquake should announce so great a fall—
A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon disk,
To the star-read Chaldean, bears upon
Its everlasting page the end of what
Seem’d everlasting ; but oh ! thou true sun,
The burning oracle of all that live,
As fountain of all life, and symbol of
Him who bestows it, wherefore dost thou limit
Thy lore unto calamity? Why not
Unfold the rise of days more worthy thine
All-glorious burst from ocean? why not dart
A beam of hope athwart the future years,
As of wrath to its days? Hear me! oh, hear me!
I am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant—
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I have gazed on thee at thy rise and fall,

And bow’d my head beneath thy mid-day beams,
When my eye dared not meet thee. I have watch'd
For thee, and after thee, and pray’d to thee,

And sacrificed to thee, and read, and fear'd thee,
And ask’d of thee, and thou hast answer’d—but
Only to thus much : while I speak, he sinks—

Is gone—and leaves his beauty, not his knowledge,
To the delighted west, which revels in

Its hues of dying glory. Yet what is

Death, so it be but glorious? "T'is a sunset;

And mortals may be happy to resemble

The gods but in decay.

Enter ARBACES by an inner door.

A7 Beleses, why
So rapt in thy devotions? Dost thou stand
Gazing to trace thy disappearing god
Into some realm of undiscover'd day ?
Our business is with night—'t 1s come.

Bel. But not
Gone.

Arb. Let it roll on—we are ready.

Bel. Yes.
Would it were over ! '

Arb. Does the prophet doslt,

To whom the very stars shine victory ?
Bel. 1 do not doubt of victory—but the victor.
Arb. Well, let thy science settle that.  Meantime
I have prepared as many glittering spears
As will out-sparkle our allies—your planets.
There is no more to thwart us. The she-king,
That less than woman, 1s ¢ven now upon
The waters with his female mates. The order
Is issued for the feast in the pavilion.
The first cup which he drains will be the last
Quaff’d by the line of Nimrod.
Bel. 'T was a brave one,
Arb. And is aweak one—'t is worn out—we 'll mend it.
Bel. Art sure of that? -
Arb. Its founder was a hunter—
I am a soldier—what is there to fear?
Bel. The soldier.
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Arb. And the priest it may be: but
If you thought thus, or think, why not retain
Your king of concubines ? why stir me up ?
Why spur me to this enterprise? your own
No less than mine?

Bel. Look to the sky!

Arb. I look.

Bel. What seest thou?

Arb. A fair summer’s twilight, and
The gathering of the stars.

Bel. And midst them, mark

Yon earliest, and the brightest, which so quivers,
As it would quit its place in the blue ether.
Arb. Well !
Bel. "T is thy natal ruler—thy birth planet.
Arb. (touching his scabbard). My star is in this scabbard :
when 1t shines,
It shall out-dazzle comets. Let us think
Of what is to be done to justify
Thy planets and their portents. When we conquer,
They shall have temples—ay, and priests—and thou
Shall be the pontiff of—what gods thou wilt ;
For I observe that they are ever just,
And own the bravest for the most devout.
Bel, Ay, and the most devout for brave—thou hast not
Seen me turn back from battle.
Arb. No; I own thee
As firm in fight as Babylonia’s captain,
As skilful in Chaldea’s worship : now,
Will it but please thee to forget the priest,
And be the warrior ?
Bel. Why not both?
Arb. The better ;
And yet it almost shames me, we shall have
So little to effect. This woman’s warfare
Degrades the very conqueror. To have pluck’d
A bold and bloody despot from his throne,
And grappled with him, clashing steel with steel,
That were heroic or to win or fall ;
But to upraise my sword against this silkworm,
And hear him whine, it may be
Bel. Do not deem it:
He has that in him which may make you strife yet ;
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And were he all you think, his guards are hardy,
And headed by the cool, stern Salemcnes.
Arb. They’ll not resist.
Bel. Why not? they ’re soldiers.
Arb. True,
And therefore nced a soldier to command them.
Bel. That Salemenes is.
Arb. But not their king.
Besides, he hates the effeminate thing that governs,
For the queen’s sak