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    Curatorial Vision
This collection pairs Lord Byron’s Manfred with John Galt’s The Life of Lord Byron to bring the dramatic poem into conversation with a contemporary narrative of its author’s public image. The aim is not to reduce art to life, but to stage an encounter between a self-haunted protagonist and a life-story that helped shape the idea of a “Byronic” personality. Combining these works illuminates how Romantic self-fashioning operates across genres, revealing correspondences between imagined interiority and historical persona. Presented together, they invite sustained reflection on the mutual refracting of myth and maker, and on the ethical stakes of that proximity.
The thematic through-line uniting these selections is the Romantic interrogation of selfhood, agency, and accountability before human and metaphysical orders. Manfred, a dramatic poem, articulates a solitary resistance to external authority and a desire for knowledge beyond sanctioned bounds. The Life of Lord Byron, a biography by John Galt, traces the formation of a public character whose notoriety and charisma shaped responses to Byron’s works. Together they explore how interior drama and public narrative construct the figure now called the Byronic hero, linking imaginative transgression, remorse, and defiance with the lived pressures and performances that accompany literary fame.
Our aim is to foreground a motif rather than a chronology: the making and unmaking of a self in the crucible of desire, conscience, and public gaze. Manfred offers an intensified theater of inwardness; Galt’s account situates Byron’s presence within the social circuits that received and contested his art. Read in concert, the works trace an arc from private invocation to public reputation, clarifying how language, conduct, and reception cohere into a cultural persona. The combination encourages readers to detect echoes between utterance and image, while holding open necessary distinctions between imagined experience and the record of a life.
This pairing also differs from encountering either work alone. Rather than isolating poem or biography, the arrangement frames each as a commentary on the other’s limits. Manfred resists moral closure and institutional authority; Galt’s narrative resists the temptation to treat artistic utterance as transparent confession. The juxtaposition complicates reductive identifications while testing productive affinities. It offers a focused constellation through which to examine Romantic self-fashioning without presuming direct equivalence between protagonist and author. The result is a more capacious view of the Byronic phenomenon, attentive to tensions between invention, reputation, and the demands of public scrutiny.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
The dialogue between the texts emerges first in their shared preoccupation with solitude and self-judgment. In Manfred, solitude becomes a crucible for address, as language confronts forces beyond human sanction. In The Life of Lord Byron, solitude appears as a social phenomenon, the distance a notorious figure maintains from, and against, the gaze of society. Both works ask what counts as authority when conscience refuses external arbitration, and how speech becomes action. The poem dramatizes that refusal; the biography records the pressures exerted when such stances meet public curiosity, admiration, resentment, and the theater of reputation.
Contrast sharpens the conversation. Manfred’s dramatic mode condenses perception into incantatory exchanges, where imagery and rhythm intensify philosophical conflict. Galt’s prose offers a steadier pace, unfolding Byron’s conduct and milieu with an observational temper that invites inference rather than performance. The poem’s heightened utterance seeks an absolute answer that may not exist; the biography traces partial explanations amid contingencies. This tonal divergence creates a productive tension: one text embodies the allure of unyielding will, the other surveys the costs and contradictions that accompany a life shaped by that ideal. Each corrects and amplifies the other’s claims.
Recurring motifs echo across both works. The grandeur and peril of nature, the allure of forbidden knowledge, and the persistence of remorse form a triad that structures the poem’s drama and shadows the life narrative. Manfred frames knowledge as invocation; Galt treats knowledge as testimony, assembling observations that resist sensational confession. In each, speech functions as an ethical trial: oaths, vows, and judgments articulate competing claims on responsibility. The implicit question is not factual disclosure but the measure of self-mastery. Through this shared vocabulary, the texts disclose how aspiration and accountability remain in uneasy alignment throughout Byron’s creative presence.
The connection becomes explicit in how each text frames persona. Manfred crystallizes traits associated with the Byronic figure: proud isolation, imaginative audacity, impatience with external judgment. The Life of Lord Byron interprets Byron’s conduct and writings within a public sphere that recognized and contested those traits. Without claiming identity between author and character, Galt’s portrait registers how Byron’s creations nourished a recognizably Byronic pattern of response. In turn, the poem reads differently when encountered alongside a narrative that tracks the making of that pattern, allowing resonance without collapsing difference between art and life.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
The collection remains vital because it invites reflection on autonomy, culpability, and fame—questions that animate contemporary discourse about identity and responsibility. Manfred stages the drama of a will that refuses external adjudication, while The Life of Lord Byron examines how such a stance plays out within social visibility. Read together, they model how art and reputation co-create cultural meaning. This dual emphasis helps readers think about charisma, transgression, and remorse without romanticizing or condemning by reflex. The combination encourages nuanced attention to the limits of self-determination and to the consequences of turning inner necessity into public posture.
A widely recognized milestone in literary discourse is the emergence of the term “Byronic hero,” for which Manfred is a central point of reference. The figure’s mixture of pride, secrecy, estrangement, and moral intensity has influenced expectations about Romantic character and authorial persona. Galt’s biography contributes to that discourse by tracing how Byron’s life became a site of fascination and debate, reinforcing and complicating the type. The pairing thus situates a key imaginative construct alongside a narrative that chronicles its public uptake, enabling a balanced view of how cultural categories form through the interplay of texts and lives.
Beyond scholarship, both works have enjoyed a broad afterlife across performance, debate, and cultural commentary. The poem’s dramatic architecture has invited staging and interpretation in multiple arts, while the biography’s portrait of notoriety has supplied a template for discussions of celebrity and authorship. Together, they have seeded idioms and archetypes that reappear whenever culture revisits the allure and cost of charisma. Their persistence underscores how narratives of defiance and accountability continue to organize public imagination, shaping conversations about artistic integrity, scandal, privacy, and the hunger for figures who transgress while insisting on their own code.
The collection also invites a reflective approach to biography itself. By placing a dramatic self-portrait adjacent to a life narrative, readers can test assumptions about influence, causation, and exemplarity without collapsing distinctions. The arrangement acknowledges the risks of overidentification while recognizing the interpretive energy generated by perceived affinities. It encourages critical habits that value evidence, patience, and proportion, keeping imaginative sympathy in dialogue with principled restraint. In this balance lies the contemporary relevance of Manfred and The Life of Lord Byron: a sustained exercise in understanding how art and life illuminate, limit, and sometimes redeem each other.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
After the collapse of Napoleonic rule, the Congress of Vienna sought to restore monarchical stability across Europe. Police networks, passport systems, and a wary diplomacy shadowed the movements of elite travelers. In this climate, Manfred emerges from the high Alps, a space that seems beyond jurisdiction yet is patrolled by the political mood of restoration. The Life of Lord Byron by John Galt chronicles a nobleman whose itinerancy tested borders both literal and moral. The conservative settlement promised order, but its anxieties amplified the allure of defiant selfhood. Byron's cosmopolitan exile and Galt's near-contemporary record both register the pressures of that settlement.
During the British Regency, executive power clustered around court and cabinet while Parliament polarized between entrenched ministries and vociferous reformers. As a hereditary peer, Byron entered the House of Lords and tasted the rituals of power, even as he distrusted its complacencies. Manfred's inward sovereignty parallels a period when liberty and hierarchy contended in speeches, clubs, and the streets. Galt's biography tracks the contradictions of an aristocrat sympathetic to dissent, noting how noble status granted a platform yet provoked suspicion. The interplay of privilege and critique situates both works within debates about representation, responsibility, and the reach of governmental authority.
Britain's rapid industrialization sharpened inequalities and sparked unrest in textile districts and urban centers. Protective tariffs and food prices inflamed crowds; emergency legislation armed magistrates; and the legal system prosecuted collective protest with severity. Byron's public interventions, especially on behalf of distressed workers, belong to this environment of anxiety and punitive order. The persona that shadows Manfred—aloof, wounded, unbending—finds one source in such confrontations between conscience and coercion. Galt reconstructs these pressures through dates, speeches, and travels, suggesting how political tempests complicated artistic labor. The tension between elite responsibility and popular grievance haunts the background of both volumes.
Religious revival and moral reform societies energized debates about blasphemy, theatre, and the authority of scripture. Although Manfred invokes powers beyond the human, its skepticism toward external judgment risked official rebuke and prudential self-censorship. The drama's preference for the page over the stage reflects an environment where licensing and prosecution could shape artistic form. Galt's Life measures how controversies over personal conduct and doctrinal orthodoxy fused in public appraisal, transforming literary choices into moral indictments. Together, the works inhabit a Britain where salvation and scandal were public currencies, and where artists navigated the narrow passage between conscience and censure.
The age also witnessed the reawakening of nationalist causes, not least in the eastern Mediterranean. Byron's decision to commit resources and reputation to a distant struggle turned a poetic celebrity into a political symbol. The last chapter of his life, as Galt records, unfolded amid negotiations, illness, and military uncertainty, connecting London drawing rooms to provincial towns under imperial rule. Manfred, set far from battlefields, nonetheless voices the insistence on self-determined will that animated such campaigns. The poem's Alpine borderlands mirror a Europe crisscrossed by new loyalties and old empires, where the language of freedom could inspire, divide, and demand sacrifice.
An expanding print marketplace transformed authors into spectacles and readers into jurors. Private life became a public commodity, with pamphlets, engravings, and gossip shaping reputations overnight. Byron's self-imposed exile after scandal, and his relocation to Switzerland and beyond, inflected the solitude that saturates Manfred. Galt writes under the burden and opportunity of this publicity, sifting testimony while aware that any portrait would be measured against rumor. The political economy of attention—subscriptions, piracies, and legal threats—frames both texts: a dramatic poem that wrestles with solitude and a biography that must navigate the noisy marketplace whose judgments it also records.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
Manfred concentrates a generation's fascination with the sublime, interiority, and the sovereign imagination. Its protagonist embodies the figure later labeled the Byronic hero: proud, restless, scarred by an undeclared transgression, and determined to answer only to an inner law. The drama organizes Alpine space into a theater of mind, where cliffs, chasms, and stars become partners in thought. John Galt's Life meets this mythmaking with a method at once admiring and corrective, assembling documents that trace how persona intersects with history. The tension between the self as legend and the self as ledger shapes both the poem and the biography.
The period cherished ruins, nocturnal vistas, and supernatural inquiry, yet it was also an age of skepticism. Manfred stages this duality: invocations, rites, and apparitions are met by a will that refuses transaction with any external power. The effect is not credulity but a rigorous testing of the claims of metaphysics, tradition, and consolation. Galt's biography, committed to character rather than phantasm, situates such imaginative ventures within daily life, travel, and conversation. Both works thus inhabit a cultural space where Gothic atmospheres could coexist with philosophical disenchantment, producing art that used the supernatural to probe the limits of authority.
New sciences altered how nature was perceived and written. Geology unsettled chronologies; electricity and magnetism promised unseen forces; mountaineering and glacier observation made the Alps a laboratory of modernity. The unusual weather following a vast volcanic eruption at the decade's start marked the skies and imaginations of Europe. Manfred turns these materials into a poetics of matter and mind, viewing precipice and storm as more than scenery. Galt, attentive to libraries and conversations, notes an author receptive to such currents without becoming their disciple. The result is a pairing that filters scientific novelty through ethical, aesthetic, and existential questions.
Travel writing and linguistic curiosity widened horizons, challenging provincial assumptions while sometimes repeating them. Byron's journeys across Mediterranean and Balkan routes furnished a repertoire of scenes, idioms, and political contrasts. Even though Manfred remains set in Switzerland, it bears the stamp of an itinerant who understood borders as porous and identities as negotiated. Galt, himself experienced in commerce and travel, approaches biography as a cartography of encounters—ports, salons, monasteries, consulates—through which character is drawn. The cosmopolitan frame makes both texts sensitive to mediation, translation, and misrecognition, reminding readers that insight often travels with the baggage of its era.
Manfred belongs to the tradition of poetic drama that often avoided the commercial stage. Licensing regimes, managerial priorities, and the tastes of crowded playhouses had long shaped dramaturgy, but Byron's work resists reduction to spectacle. Its conflicts are verbal, metaphysical, and topographical, favoring the reader's imagination over the actor's gestures. Galt comments on the professionalization of authorship and the risks of writing outside dominant markets. The tension between elite experiment and popular entertainment becomes a historical datum, not a value judgment, clarifying how form and distribution interact. The poem's austerity is thus inseparable from an economy of cultural production.
The era's reviewing culture could reward, browbeat, or bury a book within weeks. Authors answered with prefaces, revisions, and cultivated circles of allies and correspondents. Galt's biography exemplifies another path: the compilation of letters, testimonies, and dated events to anchor interpretation in a documentary base. This documentary impulse converses with Manfred's refusal to annotate its secrets. One text gathers evidence to stabilize meaning; the other preserves enigma to demand rereading. Together they reflect a moment when archives and aura competed to define literary value, and when the public learned to weigh both witness and mystery in its judgments.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
From the beginning, responses polarized between admiration for audacity and alarm at impiety. Manfred was read as confession, provocation, or philosophical fable, depending on the reviewer. Galt's Life, appearing not long after the author's death, supplied a framework for reconciling art with conduct, offering chronology against rumor while sustaining the fascination. As the nineteenth century advanced, pedagogical and religious institutions filtered both works through moral lenses, praising energy while prescribing restraint. The biography became a touchstone for readers seeking a stable portrait; the poem, a test case for debates about the rights and duties of creative freedom.
Later generations attached Byron's name to liberal causes and to the romance of travel. Journeys to Alpine sites associated with Manfred added a quasi-pilgrimage dimension to reading, blending tourism with textual reverence. Galt's biography, reissued and excerpted, helped codify the itinerary of a life that could be narrated as both cautionary and exemplary. In political culture, the image of indomitable will served patriotic, reformist, and sometimes reactionary ends, a flexibility that guaranteed endurance but also controversy. The works' mobility across registers—literary, political, commercial—ensured that they would be reshelved as each generation redefined what freedom should look like.
The catastrophes of the twentieth century recast Manfred's solitude and defiance. Readers who had witnessed mechanized slaughter and displacement found in its mountain dialogues a vocabulary of alienation, responsibility, and refusal to submit. Psychological theories supplied new languages for trauma and desire, encouraging interpretations that treated the drama as a study of conscience under pressure. Galt's biography, once valued chiefly as chronicle, became a quarry for contexts: dates, places, and decisions that might explain temperament without reducing it. In classrooms and essays, the juxtaposition of poem and life invited questions about whether biography illuminates art or distracts from it.
More recent criticism has reconsidered the politics of travel and the ethics of representation that surround both texts. Manfred's Alpine sublime attracts environmental readings attentive to glaciers, forests, and human limits; Galt's framing of journeys and causes is mined for its assumptions about civilization, commerce, and cultural hierarchy. Gendered interpretations revisit the performance of masculinity in defiance and solitude, noting how the rhetoric of independence can mask dependency on privilege. Transnational scholars re-situate the final years recorded by Galt within overlapping sovereignties and contested identities. These approaches complicate heroism without denying it, anchoring admiration in informed, ethical scrutiny.
Adaptation has kept both works in circulation, from staged readings and orchestral programs to broadcast dramatizations and academic editions. Editors trace textual variants; historians annotate journeys; digital archives align timelines and landscapes. Such labors have shifted emphasis from scandal to structure, from gossip to genre. Yet debate continues. Should Manfred be read as allegory, confession, or thought experiment? Does Galt's proximity to events guarantee accuracy or encode partisanship? The contemporary consensus is provisional: that the poem and the biography are companions in inquiry, each correcting and enlarging the other, and together mapping the modern imagination's uneasy hunger for freedom.
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    Manfred
A dramatic poem set amid Alpine heights, it follows a haunted noble who summons elemental powers to blot out a secret, unnameable guilt. His quest drives him through confrontations with supernatural and worldly authorities, testing the limits of power, penitence, and self-determination. The tone is Gothic and introspective, crystallizing the defiant solitude of the Byronic hero.

The Life of Lord Byron by John Galt
A biographical narrative that traces Byron’s upbringing, travels, literary ascent, and public controversies. Galt assembles anecdotes, observations, and contemporary reactions to portray Byron’s temperament and the forces that shaped his career. The perspective blends admiration with critique, presenting a period-minded portrait that links the poet’s fame to his restless character and self-fashioning.

Manfred and The Life of Lord Byron: Thematic Conversation
Read together, the biography contextualizes the poem’s rebellious solitude and sublime settings within the poet’s lived experiences and cultivated public image.
Both works probe guilt, autonomy, and reputation—the poem internalizes these as metaphysical struggle, while the biography externalizes them as social and historical pressures.
The result is a dialogue between myth and life that shows how the Byronic hero emerges at the intersection of personal torment, public scrutiny, and Romantic spectacle.
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INTRODUCTION TO MANFRED

	
MANFRED.

	
ACT 1.
	

		
Scene 1.—Manfred alone.—Scene, a Gothic Gallery.—Time, Midnight.

		
Scene II.—The Mountain of the Jungfrau.—Time, Morning.—Manfred alone upon the cliffs.

		
	
ACT II.
	

		
Scene I.—A Cottage among the Bernese Alps.—Manfred and the Chamois Hunter.

		
Scene II.—A lower Valley in the Alps.—A Cataract.

		
Scene III.—The summit of the Jungfrau Mountain.

		
Scene IV.—The Hall ofArimanes.—Arimanes on his Throne, a Globe of Fire, surrounded by the Spirits.

		
	
ACT III.
	


	
Scene I.—A Hall in the Castle of Manfred.

		
Scene II.—Another Chamber.

		
Scene III.—The Mountains—The Castle of Manfred at some distance—A Terrace before a Tower.—Time, Twilight.

		
Scene IV.—Interior of the Tower.


  




  


    
      
        "There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

        Than are dreamt of in your philosophy."
      

    


    Hamlet, Act i. Scene 5, Lines 166, 167.

    

  


  


  [Manfred, a choral tragedy in three acts, was performed at Covent Garden Theatre, October 29-November 14, 1834 [Denvil (afterwards known as "Manfred" Denvil) took the part of "Manfred," and Miss Ellen Tree (afterwards Mrs. Charles Kean) played "The Witch of the Alps"]; at Drury Lane Theatre, October 10, 1863-64 [Phelps played "Manfred," Miss Rosa Le Clercq "The Phantom of Astarte," and Miss Heath "The Witch of the Alps"]; at the Prince's Theatre, Manchester, March 27-April 20, 1867 [Charles Calvert played "Manfred"]; and again, in 1867, under the same management, at the Royal Alexandra Theatre, Liverpool; and at the Princess's Theatre Royal, London, August 16, 1873 [Charles Dillon played "Manfred;" music by Sir Henry Bishop, as in 1834].


  Overtures, etc.


  "Music to Byron's Manfred" (overture and incidental music and choruses), by R. Schumann, 1850.


  "Incidental Music," composed, in 1897, by Sir Alexander Campbell Mackenzie (at the request of Sir Henry Irving); heard (in part only) at a concert in Queen's Hall, May, 1899.


  "Manfred Symphony" (four tableaux after the Poem by Byron), composed by Tschaikowsky, 1885; first heard in London, autumn, 1898.]

  


  


  INTRODUCTION TO MANFRED


  Byron passed four months and three weeks in Switzerland. He arrived at the Hôtel d'Angleterre at Sécheron, on Saturday, May 25, and he left the Campagne Diodati for Italy on Sunday, October 6, 1816. Within that period he wrote the greater part of the Third Canto of Childe Harold, he began and finished the Prisoner of Chillon, its seven attendant poems, and the Monody on the death of Sheridan, and he began Manfred.


  A note to the "Incantation" (Manfred, act i. sc. 1, lines 192-261), which was begun in July and published together with the Prisoner of Chillon, December 5, 1816, records the existence of "an unfinished Witch Drama" (First Edition, p. 46); but, apart from this, the first announcement of his new work is contained in a letter to Murray, dated Venice, February 15, 1817 (Letters, 1900, iv. 52). "I forgot," he writes, "to mention to you that a kind of Poem in dialogue (in blank verse) or drama ... begun last summer in Switzerland, is finished; it is in three acts; but of a very wild, metaphysical, and inexplicable kind." The letter is imperfect, but some pages of "extracts" which were forwarded under the same cover have been preserved. Ten days later (February 25) he reverts to these "extracts," and on February 28 he despatches a fair copy of the first act. On March 9 he remits the third and final act of his "dramatic poem" (a definition adopted as a second title), but under reserve as to publication, and with a strict injunction to Murray "to submit it to Mr. G[ifford] and to whomsoever you please besides." It is certain that this third act was written at Venice (Letter to Murray, April 14), and it may be taken for granted that the composition of the first two acts belongs to the tour in the Bernese Alps (September 17-29), or to the last days at Diodati (September 30 to October 5, 1816), when the estro (see Letter to Murray, January 2, 1817) was upon him, when his "Passions slept," and, in spite of all that had come and gone and could not go, his spirit was uplifted by the "majesty and the power and the glory" of Nature.


  Gifford's verdict on the first act was that it was "wonderfully poetical" and "merited publication," but, as Byron had  foreseen, he did not "by any means like" the third act. It was, as its author admitted (Letter to Murray, April 14) "damnably bad," and savoured of the "dregs of a fever," for which the Carnival (Letter to Murray, February 28) or, more probably, the climate and insanitary "palaces" of Venice were responsible. Some weeks went by before there was either leisure or inclination for the task of correction, but at Rome the estro returned in full force, and on May 5 a "new third act of Manfred—the greater part rewritten," was sent by post to England. Manfred, a Dramatic Poem, was published June 16, 1817.


  Manfred was criticized by Jeffrey in the Edinburgh Review (No. lvi., August, 1817, vol. 28, pp. 418-431), and by John Wilson in the Edinburgh Monthly Magazine (afterwards Blackwood's, etc.) (June, 1817, i. 289-295). Jeffrey, as Byron remarked (Letter to Murray, October 12, 1817), was "very kind," and Wilson, whose article "had all the air of being a poet's," was eloquent in its praises. But there was a fly in the ointment. "A suggestion" had been thrown out, "in an ingenious paper in a late number of the Edinburgh Magazine [signed H. M. (John Wilson), July, 1817], that the general conception of this piece, and much of what is excellent in the manner of its execution, have been borrowed from the Tragical History of Dr. Faustus of Marlow (sic);" and from this contention Jeffrey dissented. A note to a second paper on Marlowe's Edward II. (Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine, October, 1817) offered explanations, and echoed Jeffrey's exaltation of Manfred above Dr. Faustus; but the mischief had been done. Byron was evidently perplexed and distressed, not by the papers in Blackwood, which he never saw, but by Jeffrey's remonstrance in his favour; and in the letter of October 12 he is at pains to trace the "evolution" of Manfred. "I never read," he writes, "and do not know that I ever saw the Faustus of Marlow;" and, again, "As to the Faustus of Marlow, I never read, never saw, nor heard of it." "I heard Mr. Lewis translate verbally some scenes of Goethe's Faust ... last summer" (see, too, Letter to Rogers, April 4, 1817), which is all I know of the history of that magical personage; and as to the germs of Manfred, they may be found in the Journal which I sent to Mrs. Leigh ... when I went over first the Dent, etc., ... shortly before I left Switzerland. I have the whole scene of Manfred before me."


  Again, three years later he writes (à propos of Goethe's review of Manfred, which first appeared in print in his paper Kunst und Alterthum, June, 1820, and is republished in Goethe's Sämmtliche Werke ... Stuttgart, 1874, xiii. 640-642;  see Letters, 1901, v. Appendix II. "Goethe and Byron," pp. 503-521): "His Faust I never read, for I don't know German; but Matthew Monk Lewis (sic), in 1816, at Coligny, translated most of it to me viva voce, and I was naturally much struck with it; but it was the Staubach (sic) and the Jungfrau, and something else, much more than Faustus, that made me write Manfred. The first scene, however, and that of Faustus are very similar" (Letter to Murray, June 7, 1820, Letters, 1901, v. 36). Medwin (Conversations, etc., pp. 210, 211), who of course had not seen the letters to Murray of 1817 or 1820, puts much the same story into Byron's mouth.


  Now, with regard to the originality of Manfred, it may be taken for granted that Byron knew nothing about the "Faust-legend," or the "Faust-cycle." He solemnly denies that he had ever read Marlowe's Faustus, or the selections from the play in Lamb's Specimens, etc. (see Medwin's Conversations, etc., pp. 208, 209, and a hitherto unpublished Preface to Werner, vol. v.), and it is highly improbable that he knew anything of Calderon's El Mágico Prodigioso, which Shelley translated in 1822, or of "the beggarly elements" of the legend in Hroswitha's Lapsus et Conversio Theophrasti Vice-domini. But Byron's Manfred is "in the succession" of scholars who have reached the limits of natural and legitimate science, and who essay the supernatural in order to penetrate and comprehend the "hidden things of darkness." A predecessor, if not a progenitor, he must have had, and there can be no doubt whatever that the primary conception of the character, though by no means the inspiration of the poem, is to be traced to the "Monk's" oral rendering of Goethe's Faust, which he gave in return for his "bread and salt" at Diodati. Neither Jeffrey nor Wilson mentioned Faust, but the writer of the notice in the Critical Review (June, 1817, series v. vol. 5, pp. 622-629) avowed that "this scene (the first) is a gross plagiary from a great poet whom Lord Byron has imitated on former occasions without comprehending. Goethe's Faust begins in the same way;" and Goethe himself, in a letter to his friend Knebel, October, 1817, and again in his review in Kunst und Alterthum, June, 1820, emphasizes whilst he justifies and applauds the use which Byron had made of his work. "This singular intellectual poet has taken my Faustus to himself, and extracted from it the strangest nourishment for his hypochondriac humour. He has made use of the impelling principles in his own way, for his own purposes, so that no one of them remains the same; and it is particularly on this account that I cannot enough admire his genius." Afterwards (see record of a conversation with Herman Fürst  von Pückler, September 14, 1826, Letters, v. 511) Goethe somewhat modified his views, but even then it interested him to trace the unconscious transformation which Byron had made of his Mephistopheles. It is, perhaps, enough to say that the link between Manfred and Faust is formal, not spiritual. The problem which Goethe raised but did not solve, his counterfeit presentment of the eternal issue between soul and sense, between innocence and renunciation on the one side, and achievement and satisfaction on the other, was not the struggle which Byron experienced in himself or desired to depict in his mysterious hierarch of the powers of nature. "It was the Staubach and the Jungfrau, and something else," not the influence of Faust on a receptive listener, which called up a new theme, and struck out a fresh well-spring of the imagination. The motif of Manfred is remorse—eternal suffering for inexpiable crime. The sufferer is for ever buoyed up with the hope that there is relief somewhere in nature, beyond nature, above nature, and experience replies with an everlasting No! As the sunshine enhances sorrow, so Nature, by the force of contrast, reveals and enhances guilt. Manfred is no echo of another's questioning, no expression of a general world-weariness on the part of the time-spirit, but a personal outcry: "De profundis clamavi!"


  No doubt, apart from this main purport and essence of his song, his sensitive spirit responded to other and fainter influences. There are "points of resemblance," as Jeffrey pointed out and Byron proudly admitted, between Manfred and the Prometheus of Æschylus. Plainly, here and there, "the tone and pitch of the composition," and "the victim in the more solemn parts," are Æschylean. Again, with regard to the supernatural, there was the stimulus of the conversation of the Shelleys and of Lewis, brimful of magic and ghost-lore; and lastly, there was the glamour of Christabel, "the wild and original" poem which had taken Byron captive, and was often in his thoughts and on his lips. It was no wonder that the fuel kindled and burst into a flame.


  For the text of Goethe's review of Manfred, and Hoppner's translation of that review, and an account of Goethe's relation with Byron, drawn from Professor A. Brandl's Goethes Verhältniss zu Byron (Goethe-Jahrbuch, Zwanzigster Band, 1899), and other sources, see Letters, 1901, v. Appendix II. pp. 503-521.


  For contemporary and other notices of Manfred, in addition to those already mentioned, see Eclectic Review, July, 1817, New Series, vol. viii. pp. 62-66; Gentleman's Magazine, July, 1817, vol. 87, pp. 45-47; Monthly Review, July, 1817, Enlarged Series, vol. 83, pp. 300-307; Dublin University Magazine, April, 1874, vol. 83, pp. 502-508, etc.

  


  


  
    DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

Manfred.

    Chamois Hunter.

    Abbot of St. Maurice.

    Manuel.

    Herman.

    

    Witch of the Alps.

    Arimanes.

    Nemesis.

    The Destinies.

    Spirits, etc.


    

  


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

  


  


  MANFRED. 106

  


  ACT 1.


  Scene 1.—Manfred alone.—Scene, a Gothic Gallery.107—Time, Midnight.


  
    
      Man. The lamp must be replenished, 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;

Sorrow is Knowledge: they who know the most10

Must mourn the deepest o'er the fatal truth,

The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life.

Philosophy and science, and the springs108

Of Wonder, and the wisdom of the World,

I have essayed, and in my mind there is

A power to make these subject to itself—

But they avail not: I have done men good,

And I have met with good even among men—

But this availed not: I have had my foes,

And none have baffled, many fallen before me—20

But this availed 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 hopes or wishes,

Or lurking love of something on the earth.

Now to my task.—
 Mysterious Agency!

Ye Spirits of the unbounded Universe!ap

Whom I have sought in darkness and in light—30

Ye, who do compass earth about, and dwell

In subtler essence—ye, to whom the tops

Of mountains inaccessible are haunts,aq

And Earth's and Ocean's caves familiar things—

I call upon ye by the written charm109

Which gives me power upon you—Rise! Appear!

A pause.

They come not yet.—Now by the voice of him

Who is the first among you110—by this sign,

Which makes you tremble—by the claims of him

Who is undying,—Rise! Appear!—-- Appear!40

A pause.

If it be so.—Spirits of Earth and Air,

Ye shall not so elude me! By a power,

Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell,

Which had its birthplace in a star condemned,

The burning wreck of a demolished world,

A wandering hell in the eternal Space;

By the strong curse which is upon my Soul,111

The thought which is within me and around me,

I do compel ye to my will.—Appear!

    

  

  A star is seen at the darker end of the gallery:

  it is stationary; and a voice is heard singing.]






  First Spirit.


  
    
      Mortal! to thy bidding bowed,50
 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 mixed for my pavilion;ar
 Though thy quest may be forbidden,
 On a star-beam I have ridden,
 To thine adjuration bowed:
 Mortal—be thy wish avowed!

    

  

  Voice of the Second Spirit.


  
    
      Mont Blanc is the Monarch of mountains;60
 They crowned 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,70
 Or with its ice delay.as

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

And quiver to his caverned base—
 And what with me would'st Thou?

    

  

  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 is decking80
 Her green hair with shells,

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

O'er my calm Hall of Coral
 The deep Echo rolled—

To the Spirit of Ocean
 Thy wishes unfold!

    

  

  Fourth Spirit.


  
    
      Where the slumbering Earthquake
 Lies pillowed on fire,

And the lakes of bitumen90
 Rise boilingly higher;

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

As their 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!

    

  

  Fifth Spirit.


  
    
      I am the Rider of the wind,100
 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 sailed well—and yet
 'Twill 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 no110

Was ruled, ere earth began, by me:

It was a World as fresh and fair

As e'er revolved round Sun in air;

Its course was free and regular,

Space bosomed not a lovelier star.

The Hour arrived—and it became

A wandering mass of shapeless flame,

A pathless Comet, and a curse,

The menace of the Universe;

Still rolling on with innate force,120

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—130

What would'st thou, Child of Clay! with me?112

    

  

  The 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 would'st thou with us, Son of mortals—say?
 
    

  

  
    
      Man. Forgetfulness——

    


    
      First Spirit.Of what—of whom—and why?

    


    
      Man. Of that which is within me; read it there—

Ye know it—and I cannot utter it.

    


    
      Spirit. We can but give thee that which we possess:

Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, the power140

O'er earth—the whole, 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?

    


    
      Spirit. We are immortal, and do not forget;

We are eternal; and to us the past150

Is, as the future, present. Art thou answered?

    


    
      Man. Ye mock me—but the Power which brought ye here

Hath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will!

The Mind—the Spirit—the Promethean spark,at

The lightning of my being, is as bright,

Pervading, and far darting as your own,

And shall not yield to yours, though cooped in clay!

Answer, or I will teach you what I am.au

    


    
      Spirit. We answer—as we answered; our reply

Is even in thine own words.

    


    
      Man.Why say ye so?160

    


    
      Spirit. If, 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. I then have called ye from your realms in vain;

Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me.

    


    
      Spirit.Say—113

What we possess we offer; it is thine:

Bethink ere thou dismiss us; ask again;

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of days—

    


    
      Man. Accurséd! what have I to do with days?

They are too long already.—Hence—begone!170

    


    
      Spirit. Yet pause: being here, our will would do thee service;

Bethink thee, is there then no other gift

Which we can make not worthless in thine eyes?

    


    
      Man. No, none: yet stay—one moment, ere we part,

I would behold ye face to face. I hear

Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds,

As Music on the waters;114 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 accustomed forms.180

    


    
      Spirit. 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. I 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 Spirit (appearing in the shape of a beautiful female figure).115

Behold!

    


    
      Man.Oh God! if it be thus, and thou116

Art not a madness and a mockery,

I yet might be most happy. I will clasp thee,190

And we again will be——

The figure vanishes.
 My heart is crushed!

Manfred falls senseless.

    

  

  (A voice is heard in the Incantation which follows.)117


  
    
      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;118
 When the falling stars are shooting,
 And the answered owls are hooting,
 And the silent leaves are still
 In the shadow of the hill,
 Shall my soul be upon thine,200
 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 gathered in a cloud;
 And for ever shalt thou dwell210
 In the spirit of this spell.

    


    
      Though thou seest 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 turned around thy head,
 Thou shalt marvel I am not
 As thy shadow on the spot,
 And the power which thou dost feel220
 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,230
 Which shall make thee wish it done.

    


    
      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 snatched the snake,
 For there it coiled as in a brake;
 From thy own lip I drew the charm
 Which gave all these their chiefest harm;
 In proving every poison known,240
 I found the strongest was thine own.

    


    
      By the cold breast and serpent smile,
 By thy unfathomed gulfs of guile,
 By that most seeming virtuous eye,
 By thy shut soul's hypocrisy;
 By the perfection of thine art
 Which passed for human thine own heart;
 By thy delight in others' pain,
 And by thy brotherhood of Cain,
 I call upon thee! and compelav250
 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 together260
 Hath the word been passed—now wither!

    

  

  Scene II.—The Mountain of the Jungfrau.—Time, Morning.—Manfred alone upon the cliffs.


  
    
      Man. The spirits I have raised abandon me,

The spells which I have studied baffle me,

The remedy I recked of tortured me

I lean no more on superhuman aid;

It hath no power upon the past, and for

The future, till the past be gulfed in darkness,

It is not of my search.—My Mother Earth!119

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,10

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

To rest for ever—wherefore do I pause?

I feel the impulse—yet I do not plunge;20

I see the peril—yet do not recede;

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

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. Aye,

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister,30

An Eagle passes.

Whose happy flight is highest into heaven,

Well may'st thou swoop so near me—I 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!120

How glorious in its action and itself!

But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we,

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit40

To sink or soar, with our mixed 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,

The Shepherd's pipe in the distance is heard.

The natural music of the mountain reed—

For here the patriarchal days are not

A pastoral fable—pipes in the liberal air,50

Mixed with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd;121

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 enjoyment122—born and dying

With the blest tone which made me!

    

  

  Enter from below a Chamois Hunter.


  
    
      Chamois Hunter.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 reached60

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-haired with anguish, like these blasted pines,

Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless,123

A blighted trunk upon a curséd root,

Which but supplies a feeling to Decay—

And to be thus, eternally but thus,70

Having been otherwise! Now furrowed o'er

With wrinkles, ploughed 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!

I hear ye momently above, beneath,

Crash with a frequent conflict;124 but ye pass,

And only fall on things that still would live;

On the young flourishing forest, or the hut80

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

Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphury,

Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell,aw

Whose every wave breaks on a living shore,

Heaped with the damned like pebbles.—I am giddy.125

    


    
      C. Hun. I must approach him cautiously; if near,90

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 crushed the waters into mist, and made

Their fountains find another channel—thus,

Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg—126

Why stood I not beneath it?

    


    
      C. Hun.Friend! have a care,100

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!

    

  

  As Manfred is in 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,110

Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood:

Away with me——I will not quit my hold.

    


    
      Man. I 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. I'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—120

The Chalet will be gained within an hour:

Come on, we'll quickly find a surer footing,

And something like a pathway, which the torrent

Hath washed since winter.—Come,'tis bravely done—

You should have been a hunter.—Follow me.

    

  

  As they descend the rocks with difficulty, the scene closes.

  


  


  ACT II.


  Scene I.—A Cottage among 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;10

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;

'Tis of an ancient vintage; many a day

'T has thawed my veins among our glaciers, now

Let it do thus for thine—Come, pledge me fairly!20

    


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

Will it then never—never sink in the earth?

    


    
      C. Hun. What dost thou mean? thy senses wander from thee.

    


    
      Man. I say 'tis blood—my blood! the pure warm stream

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

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

And loved each other as we should not love,127

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.30

    


    
      C. Hun. Man of strange words, and some half-maddening sin,ax

Which makes thee people vacancy, whate'er

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,40

It must be borne, and these wild starts are useless.

    


    
      Man. Do I not bear it?—Look on me—I live.

    


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

    


    
      Man. I 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.50

    


    
      Man. Think'st thou existence doth depend on time?128

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. I would I were—for then the things I see60

Would be but a distempered dream.

    


    
      C. Hun.What is it

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,70

And thy grandchildren's love for epitaph!

This do I see—and then I look within—

It matters not—my Soul was scorched already!

    


    
      C. Hun. And would'st 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, 'tis 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,80

Canst thou be black with evil?—say not so.

Can one of gentle thoughts have wreaked 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 quelled

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.

    


    
      Man.I need them not,

But can endure thy pity. I depart—90

'Tis time—farewell!—Here's gold, and thanks for thee—

No words—it is thy due.—Follow me not—

I know my path—the mountain peril's past:

And once again I charge thee, follow not!

Exit Manfred.

    

  

  Scene II.—A lower Valley in the Alps.—A Cataract.


  Enter Manfred.


  
    
      It is not noon—the Sunbow's rays129 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.130 No eyes

But mine now drink this sight of loveliness;

I should be sole in this sweet solitude,10

And with the Spirit of the place divide

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

    

  

  Manfred takes some of the water into the palm of his hand and flings it into the air, muttering the adjuration. After a pause, the Witch of the Alps rises 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,—

Carnationed like a sleeping Infant's cheek,

Rocked by the beating of her mother's heart,

Or the rose tints, which Summer's twilight leaves20

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 glassed serenity of Soul,ay

Which of itself shows immortality,

I read that thou wilt pardon to a Son

Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit

At times to commune with them—if that he30

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 ill, extreme in both,

Fatal and fated in thy sufferings.

I have expected this—what would'st thou with me?

    


    
      Man. To look upon thy beauty—nothing further.

The face of the earth hath maddened me, and I

Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce40

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

Which is not in the power of the most powerful,

The rulers of the invisible?

    


    
      Man.A boon;—

But why should I repeat it? 'twere in vain.

    


    
      Witch. I know not that; let thy lips utter it.

    


    
      Man. Well, though it torture me, 'tis but the same;

My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards50

My Spirit walked not with the souls of men,

Nor looked 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,60

I held but slight communion; but instead,

My joy was in the wilderness,—to breathe

The difficult air of the iced mountain's top,131

Where the birds dare not build—nor 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.132

In these my early strength exulted; or

To follow through the night the moving moon,13370

The stars and their development; or catch

The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim;

Or to look, list'ning, on the scattered 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,—crossed 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,80

Searching its cause in its effect; and drew

From withered bones, and skulls, and heaped up dust

Conclusions most forbidden.134 Then I passed—

The nights of years in sciences untaught,

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

And terrible ordeal, and such penance

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,90

Such as, before me, did the Magi, and

He who from out their fountain-dwellings raised

Eros and Anteros,135 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 prolonged 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 thee100

Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being,

With whom I wore the chain of human ties;

If I had such, they seemed 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 softened all, and tempered into beauty:

She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings,

The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind110

To comprehend the Universe: nor these

Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine,

Pity, and smiles, and tears—which I 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 destroyed her!

    


    
      Witch.With thy hand?

    


    
      Man. Not with my hand, but heart, which broke her heart;

It gazed on mine, and withered. I have shed

Blood, but not hers—and yet her blood was shed;120

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

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,130

But peopled with the Furies;—I have gnashed

My teeth in darkness till returning morn,

Then cursed myself till sunset;—I have prayed

For madness as a blessing—'tis denied me.

I have affronted Death—but in the war

Of elements the waters shrunk from me,136

And fatal things passed harmless; the cold hand

Of an all-pitiless Demon held me back,

Back by a single hair, which would not break.

In Fantasy, Imagination, all140

The affluence of my soul—which one day was

A Croesus in creation—I plunged deep,

But, like an ebbing wave, it dashed me back

Into the gulf of my unfathomed thought.

I plunged amidst Mankind—Forgetfulness137

I sought in all, save where 'tis to be found—

And that I have to learn—my Sciences,

My long pursued and superhuman art,

Is mortal here: I dwell in my despair—

And live—and live for ever.az

    


    
      Witch.It may be150

That I can aid thee.

    


    
      Man.To do this thy power

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them.

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. I will not swear—Obey! and whom? the Spirits

Whose presence I command, and be the slave

Of those who served me—Never!

    


    
      Witch.Is this all?160

Hast thou no gentler answer?—Yet bethink thee,

And pause ere thou rejectest.

    


    
      Man.I have said it.

    


    
      Witch. Enough! I may retire then—say!

    


    
      Man.Retire!

The Witch disappears.

    


    
      Man. (alone). We are the fools of Time and Terror: Days

Steal on us, and steal from us; yet we live,

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—170

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 chillba

Be but a moment's. I 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—180

The buried Prophet answered 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 unpardoned—though he called 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 replied190

In words of dubious import, but fulfilled.138

If I had never lived, that which I love

Had still been living; had I never loved,

That which I 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—

Yet in this hour I dread the thing I dare:

Until this hour I never shrunk to gaze200

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.

Exit.

    

  

  Scene III.—The summit of the Jungfrau Mountain.


  Enter First Destiny.


  
    
      The Moon is rising broad, and round, and bright;

And here on snows, where never human foot139

Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread,

And leave no traces: o'er the 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 moment140—a dead Whirlpool's image:

And this most steep fantastic pinnacle,

The fretwork of some earthquake—where the clouds10

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 festival141—'tis strange they come not.

    

  

  A Voice without, singing.


  
    
      The Captive Usurper,
 Hurled down from the throne,
 Lay buried in torpor,
 Forgotten and lone;
 I broke through his slumbers,20
 I shivered 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!142

    

  

  

  Second Voice, without.


  
    
      The Ship sailed on, the Ship sailed fast,

But I left not a sail, and I left not a mast;

There is not a plank of the hull or the deck,

And there is not a wretch to lament o'er his wreck;

Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the hair,30

And he was a subject well worthy my care;

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea—143

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;40
 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;50
 This work of a night—

This wreck of a realm—this deed of my doing—

For ages I've done, and shall still be renewing!
 
    

  

  Enter the Second and Third Destinies.


  The Three.


  
    
      Our hands contain the hearts of men,
 Our footsteps are their graves;
 We only give to take again
 The Spirits of our slaves!

    


    
      First Des. Welcome!—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 Nemesis.


  
    
      First Des.Say, where hast thou been?60

My Sisters and thyself are slow to-night.

    


    
      Nem. I was detained repairing shattered thrones—
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties—
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 speak70
Of Freedom, the forbidden fruit.—Away!
We have outstayed the

  

  

  Scene IV.—The Hall ofArimanes.144—Arimanes on his Throne, a Globe of Fire,145 surrounded by the Spirits.


  

  
    
  

  

  
    

    

    

    
  

  

  
    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

  

  

  
    

    
  

  

  
    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

  
  


  

  ACT III.


  Scene I.—A Hall in the Castle of Manfred.150


  

  
    

    

    

    

    

    
  

  

  
    
  

  

  
    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

  Scene II.—Another Chamber.


  

  
    

    
  

  

  Scene III.—The Mountains—The Castle of Manfred at some distance—A Terrace before a Tower.—Time, Twilight.
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