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Chapter One

 


James Silk Buckingham (1786-1855)

 


Buckingham was a travel writer and
journalist from Cornwall. He is included in this volume not for his
own sake but for his account of his Dervish travel guide.

 


From Travels in Assyria, Media and Persia 

[Buckingham is writing about his guide, who
had left his lover behind in Baghdad in order to accompany
Buckingham on his travels.]

Amidst all this I was at a loss to
conceive how the Dervish could find much enjoyment [in the
expedition] while laboring under the strong passion which I
supposed he must then be feeling for the object of
his affections at Bagdad, whom he had quitted with so much
reluctance. What was my surprise, however, on seeking an
explanation of this seeming inconsistency, to find it was the
son, and not the daughter, of his friend Elias who held
so powerful a hold on his heart. I shrank back from the
confession as a man would recoil from a serpent on which he
had unexpectedly trodden . . . but in answer to enquiries
naturally suggested by the subject he declared he would
rather suffer death than do the slightest harm to
so pure, so innocent, so heavenly a creature
as this....

I took the greatest pains to ascertain by a
severe and minute investigation, how far it might be possible
to doubt of the purity of the passion by which this
Afghan Dervish was possessed, and whether it deserved to be
classed with that described as prevailing among the ancient
Greeks; and the result fully satisfied me that both were the
same. Ismael was, however, surprised beyond measure when I
assured him that such a feeling was not known at
all among the peoples of Europe…

The Dervish added a striking instance
of the force of these attachments, and the sympathy which was felt
in the sorrows to which they led, by the following fact from his
own history. The place of his residence, and of his usual
labor, was near the bridge of the Tigris, at the gate of the Mosque
of the Vizier. While he sat here, about five or six years since,
surrounded by several of his friends who came often to enjoy his
conversation and beguile the tedium of his work, he observed,
passing among the crowd, a young and beautiful Turkish boy, whose
eyes met his, as if by destiny, and they remained fixedly
gazing on each other for some time. The boy, after ' blushing
like the first hue of a summer morning,' passed on, frequently
turning back to look on the person who had regarded him so
ardently. The Dervish felt his heart ' revolve within him,'
for such was his expression, and a cold sweat came across his
brow. He hung his head upon his graving-tool in dejection, and
excused himself to those about him by saying he felt suddenly
ill. Shortly afterwards the boy returned, and after walking to and
fro several times, drawing nearer and nearer, as if under the
influence of some attracting charm, he came up to his observer
and said, ' Is it really true, then, that you love me?' ' This,'
said Ismael, ' was a dagger in my heart; I could make no
reply.' The friends who were near him, and now saw all explained,
asked him if there had been any previous acquaintance existing
between them. He assured them that they had never seen each
other before. ' Then,' they replied, ' such an event
must be from God.'" The boy continued to remain for a
while with this party, told with great frankness the name and
rank of his parents, as well as the place of his
residence, and promised to repeat his visit on the following day.
He did this regularly for several months in succession,
sitting for hours by the Dervish, and either singing to him or
asking him interesting questions, to beguile his labors, until as
Ismael expressed himself, ' though they were still two
bodies they became one soul.' The youth at length fell sick,
and was confined to his bed, during which time his lover,
Ismael, discontinued entirely his usual occupations and abandoned
himself completely to the care of his beloved. He watched the
changes of his disease with more than the anxiety of a parent,
and never quitted his bedside, night or day. Death at length
separated them; but even when the stroke came the Dervish could not
be prevailed on to quit the corpse. He constantly visited the
grave that contained the remains of all he held dear on earth,
and planting myrtles and flowers there after the manner of the
East, bedewed them daily with his tears. His friends
sympathized powerfully in his distress, which he said
' continued to feed his grief ' until he pined away to
absolute illness, and was near following the fate of him whom
he deplored. . . .

From all this, added to many other examples
of a similar kind, related as happening between persons
who had often been pointed out to me in Arabia and Persia, I
could no longer doubt the existence in the East of an
affection for male youths, of as pure and honorable a kind as that
which is felt in Europe for those of the other sex . . . and
it would be as unjust to suppose that this necessarily implied
impurity of desire as to contend that no one could admire a
lovely countenance and a beautiful form in the other sex, and
still be inspired with sentiments of the most dure and
honorable nature towards the object of his admiration. . .
.

One powerful reason why this passion may
exist in the East, while it is quite unknown in the West,
is probably the seclusion of women in the former, and the
freedom of access to them in the latter.... Had they the
unrestrained intercourse which we enjoy with such superior
beings as the virtuous and accomplished females of our own country
they would find nothing in nature so deserving of their love
as these.

 


 


Lord Byron (1788-1824)

 


Byron's bisexuality had an influence on
virtually everything he wrote. The alienation from English society
produced by his feelings for fellow males might even account for
the development of the Byronic hero. When, for example, in Manfred,
Byron asks for forgetfulness "Of that which is within me,” one
suspects that what he would most like to forget is his love for
boys--something he would never achieve.

Louis Crompton points out the "unprecedented
number of executions of homosexuals in England in the statistical
reports of [Byron's] day" and asks the question: “Does Byron's
bisexuality explain the psychology of the so-called Byronic hero?
When we consider the extreme animus felt toward homosexuals in
Byron's England, with its hangings, pilloryings, ostracism, and
exiles, this is a tempting theory.”

Byron's early poems show he loved his school
friends at Harrow dearly. Witness his descriptions of friends in
such poems as "To a Youthful Friend," "Epitaph on a Friend,"
"Childish Recollections," and "Stanzas to Jessy." Indeed, "To a
Youthful Friend" contains the almost prophetic lines:

 


And when we bid adieu to youth,

Slaves to the specious world's control,

We sigh a long farewell to truth;

That world corrupts the noblest soul.

 


Having made his friendships a cult, Byron
was ill-prepared to face the years of separation from them that
inevitably came after leaving Cambridge. It is no wonder he was
early jaded and forlorn.

Although Byron's friendships were a favorite
subject for his early poems, because of the hostility towards
same-sex affairs in England, he felt the need for descretion and
therefore rarely mentioned the name of the friend in his poems
unless the poem was an innocuous tribute. His romantic school
friend Lord Clare, for instance, became “Lycus” in “Childhood
Reflections.” In "Detached Thoughts," Byron wrote, "My School
friendships were with me passions (for I was always violent) . . .
that with Lord Clare began one of the earliest and lasted longest .
. . I never hear the word "Clare" without a beating of the
heart--even now.” A few pages later, Byron mentions having recently
met Clare on the road between Imola and Bologna: “It was a new and
inexplicable feeling like rising from the grave to me. -- Clare too
was much agitated -- more--in appearance -- than even myself--for I
could feel his heart beat to the fingers' ends-- unless indeed --
it was the pulse of my own which made me think so.”

Another friend, George, Earl Delawarr, was
called "Euryalus" (i.e., one of the pair of lovers from Virgil's
The Aeneid) in “Childish Recollections” (Byron also published a
paraphrase of the Euryalus and Nisus story in Hours of Idleness,
but he seems to have written that for his friend John Edleston, not
Delawarr). Of Delawarr, Byron wrote: "That name is yet embalm'd,
within my heart; / Yet, at the mention, does my heart rebound, /
And palpitate, responsive to the sound." However, following a
quarrel with Delawarr, Byron asked his publisher to delete the
entire Euryalus section from the poem. The poem "To D--" was also
written about Delawarr: "On thy dear breast I'll lay my head, /
Without thee! where would be my Heaven?" It is clear from this
short poem and from a letter to his sister Augusta Leigh dated
November 2, 1804, that Delawarr was important to Byron: “You tell
me you don't know my friend Ld. Delawarr he is considerably younger
than me, but the most good tempered, amiable, clever fellow in the
universe. To all which he adds the quality . . . of being
remarkably handsome, almost too much so for a boy. . . . if you too
desert me, I have nobody I can love but Delawarr. If it was not for
his sake, Harrow would be a desart.”

The subject of male lovers fascinated the
young Byron. Besides the Euryalus and Nisus story, he translated
one of Catullus's love poems to the boy Juventius -- "Mellitos
oculos tuos, Juventi" -- which Byron called "To Ellen" (written for
John Edleston). He also wrote what he called a "translation" of
Thomas Moore's twenty-third ode from his Odes of Anacreon,
describing a man falling in love with a boy. Byron called it "Ode
3.” Byron was also familiar with the love story of Hadrian and
Antinous, the evidence appearing in a note to Childe Harold: "the
death of Antinous was as heroic as his life was infamous."

As much as Byron loved his school friends
Delawarr and Clare, no male meant as much to him as John Edleston,
a Cambridge chorister two years younger than he. Byron's earliest
extant letter (or note) believed to have been written to Edleston,
reads: "D-R-T--Why not? With this kiss make me yours again forever"
(BLJ 11.173). ("D-R-T" is understood to mean "dearest.") One of the
more important episodes between Byron and Edleston involved a gift.
Upon presenting Byron with a cornelian, a pretty but inexpensive
stone, Edleston burst into tears fearing Byron wouldn't like it.
Byron did, and cried as well. He wrote two poems--"The Cornelian"
and "Pignus Amoris"--to celebrate the gift. The following passage
from "The Cornelian" shows how much the gift meant to Byron:

 


Some who can sneer at friendship's ties,

Have for my weakness oft reprov'd me,

Yet still the simple gift I prize,

For I am sure, the giver lov'd me.

 


Obviously, Edleston's tears were evidence
that he loved Byron as well.

 


To
E—1

Let Folly smile, to view the names

Of thee and me, in Friendship twin'd;

Yet Virtue will have greater claims

To love, than rank with vice combin'd.

And though unequal
is thy fate,

Since title deck'd my higher birth;

Yet envy not this gaudy state,
 Thine is the pride of modest
worth.

Our souls at least congenial meet,

Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace;

Our intercourse is not less sweet,

Since worth of rank supplies the place.

November, 1802.

 


1
“E--” is John Eddleston.

 


To D—
1

1.

In thee, I fondly hop'd to clasp

A friend, whom death alone could sever;

Till envy, with malignant grasp,

Detach'd thee from my breast for ever.

2.

True, she has forc'd thee
from my breast,

Yet, in my heart, thou keep'st thy seat;

There, there, thine image still must rest,

Until that heart shall cease to beat.

3.

And, when the grave
restores her dead,

When life again to dust is given,

On thy dear breast I'll lay my head—

Without thee!
where would
be my Heaven?

February, 1803.

 


1
“D--” is George John, 5th Earl Delawarr
(1791-1869).

 


Epitaph on a Beloved Friend

Astaer prin men elampes eni tsuoisin
hepsos.

[Plato's Epitaph, quoted by Diog.
Laertins.]

Oh, Friend! for ever lov'd, for ever
dear!

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour'd bier!

What sighs re-echo'd to thy parting breath,

Whilst thou wast struggling in the pangs of death!

Could tears retard the tyrant in his course;

Could sighs avert his dart's relentless force;

Could youth and virtue claim a short delay,

Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey;

Thou still hadst liv'd to bless my aching sight,

Thy comrade's honour and thy friend's delight.

If yet thy gentle spirit hover nigh

The spot where now thy mouldering ashes lie,

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart,

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor's art.

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep,

But living statues there are seen to weep;

Affliction's semblance bends not o'er thy tomb,

Affliction's self deplores thy youthful doom.

What though thy sire lament his failing line,

A father's sorrows cannot equal mine!

Though none, like thee, his dying hour will cheer,

Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here:

But, who with me shall hold thy former place?

Thine image, what new friendship can efface?

Ah, none!—a father's tears will cease to flow,

Time will assuage an infant brother's woe;

To all, save one, is consolation known,

While solitary Friendship sighs alone.

 


Harrow, 1803.

Later version of the poem above.

Oh Boy! for ever loved, for ever dear!

What fruitless tears have wash'd thy honour'd bier;

What sighs re-echoed to thy parting breath,

Whilst thou wert struggling in the pangs of death.

Could tears have turn'd the tyrant in his course,

Could sighs have checked his dart's relentless force;

Could youth and virtue claim a short delay,

Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey,

Thou still had'st liv'd to bless my aching sight,

Thy comrade's honour, and thy friend's delight:

Though low thy lot since in a cottage born,

No titles did thy humble name adorn,

To me, far dearer, was thy artless love,

Than all the joys, wealth, fame, and friends could prove.

For thee alone I liv'd, or wish'd to live,

(Oh God! if impious, this rash word forgive,)

Heart-broken now, I wait an equal doom,

Content to join thee in thy turf-clad tomb;

Where this frail form compos'd in endless rest,

I'll make my last, cold, pillow on thy breast;

That breast where oft in life, I've laid my head,

Will yet receive me mouldering with the dead;

This life resign'd, without one parting sigh,

Together in one bed of earth we'll lie!

Together share the fate to mortals given,

Together mix our dust, and hope for Heaven.

HARROW, 1803.

 


On a Distant View of the Village and School
of Harrow on the Hill, 1806

Oh!
mihi praeteritos referat si Jupiter
annos. - Virgil

1.

Ye scenes of my childhood, whose lov'd
recollection

Embitters the present, compar'd with the past;

Where science first dawn'd on the powers of reflection,

And friendships were form'd, too romantic to last;

2.

Where fancy, yet, joys to retrace the
resemblance

Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied;

How welcome to me your ne'er fading remembrance,

Which rests in the bosom, though hope is deny'd!

3.

Again I revisit the hills where we
sported,

The streams where we swam, and the fields where we fought;

The school where, loud warn'd by the bell, we resorted,

To pore o'er the precepts by Pedagogues taught.

4.

Again I behold where for hours I have
ponder'd,

As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I lay;

Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I wander'd,

To catch the last gleam of the sun's setting ray.

5.

I once more view the room, with spectators
surrounded,

Where, as Zanga, I trod on Alonzo o'erthrown;

While, to swell my young pride, such applauses resounded,

I fancied that Mossop himself was outshone.

6.

Or, as Lear, I pour'd forth
the deep imprecation,

By my daughters, of kingdom and reason depriv'd;

Till, fir'd by loud plaudits and self-adulation,

I regarded myself as a Garrick reviv'd.

7.

Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I regret
you!

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast;

Though sad and deserted, I ne'er can forget you:

Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest.

8.

To Ida full oft may remembrance restore
me,

While Fate shall the shades of the future unroll!

Since Darkness o'ershadows the prospect before me,

More dear is the beam of the past to my soul!

9.

But if, through the course of the years
which await me,

Some new scene of pleasure should open to view,

I will say, while with rapture the thought shall elate me,

"Oh! such were the days which my infancy knew."

1806

 


Imitated from Catullus

To
Ellen1

Oh! might I kiss those eyes of fire,

A million scarce would quench desire;

Still would I steep my lips in bliss,

And dwell an age on every kiss;

Nor then my soul should sated be,

Still would I kiss and cling to thee:

Nought should my kiss from thine dissever,

Still would we kiss and kiss for ever;

E'en though the numbers did exceed

The yellow harvest's countless seed;

To part would be a vain endeavour:

Could I desist?—ah! never—never.

November 16, 1806.

 


1
“Ellen” is Edleston.

 


The Cornelian

1.

No specious splendour of
this stone

Endears it to my memory ever;

With lustre only
once it shone,

And blushes modest as the giver.

2.

Some, who can sneer at friendship's
ties,

Have, for my weakness, oft reprov'd me;

Yet still the simple gift I prize,

For I am sure, the giver lov'd me.

3.

He offer'd it with downcast
look,

As fearful that I might refuse it;

I told him, when the gift I took,

My only fear should be, to lose it.

4.

This pledge attentively I
view'd,

And sparkling as I held it near,

Methought one drop the stone bedew'd,

And, ever since, I've lov'd a
tear.

5.

Still, to adorn his humble youth,

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield;

But he, who seeks the flowers of truth,

Must quit the garden, for the field.

6.

'Tis not the plant uprear'd in sloth,

Which beauty shews, and sheds perfume;

The flowers, which yield the most of both,

In Nature's wild luxuriance bloom.

7.

Had Fortune aided Nature's
care,

For once forgetting to be blind,
 His would have been an ample
share,

If well proportioned to his mind.

8.

But had the Goddess clearly
seen,

His form had fix'd her fickle breast;
 Her countless hoards
would his have been,

And none remain'd to give the rest.

 


Hours of Idleness

To George, Earl Delawarr

1.

Oh! yes, I will own we were dear to each
other;

The friendships of childhood, though fleeting, are true;

The love which you felt was the love of a brother,

Nor less the affection I cherish'd for you.

2.

But Friendship can vary her gentle
dominion;

The attachment of years, in a moment expires:

Like Love, too, she moves on a swift-waving pinion,

But glows not, like Love, with unquenchable fires.

3.

Full oft have we wander'd through Ida
together,

And blest were the scenes of our youth, I allow:

In the spring of our life, how serene is the weather!

But Winter's rude tempests are gathering now.

4.

No more with Affection shall Memory
blending,

The wonted delights of our childhood retrace:

When Pride steels the bosom, the heart is unbending,

And what would be Justice appears a disgrace.

5.

However, dear George, for I still must
esteem you—

The few, whom I love, I can never upbraid;

The chance, which has lost, may in future redeem you,

Repentance will cancel the vow you have made.

6.

I will not complain, and though chill'd is
affection,

With me no corroding resentment shall live:

My bosom is calm'd by the simple reflection,

That both may be wrong, and that both should forgive.

7.

You knew, that my soul, that my heart, my
existence,

If danger demanded, were wholly your own;

You knew me unalter'd, by years or by distance,

Devoted to love and to friendship alone.

8.

You knew,—but away with the vain
retrospection!

The bond of affection no longer endures;

Too late you may droop o'er the fond recollection,

And sigh for the friend, who was formerly yours.

9.

For the present, we part,—I will hope not
for ever;

For time and regret will restore you at last:

To forget our dissension we both should endeavour,

I ask no atonement, but days like the past.

 


To the Earl of Clair

Tu semper amoris

Sis memor, et cari comitis ne abscedat imago.

VAL. FLAC. 'Argonaut', iv.
36.

1.

Friend of my youth! when young we
rov'd,

Like striplings, mutually belov'd,

With Friendship's purest glow;

The bliss, which wing'd those rosy hours,

Was such as Pleasure seldom showers

On mortals here below.

2.

The recollection seems, alone,

Dearer than all the joys I've known,

When distant far from you:

Though pain, 'tis still a pleasing pain,

To trace those days and hours again,

And sigh again, adieu!

3.

My pensive mem'ry lingers o'er,

Those scenes to be enjoy'd no more,

Those scenes regretted ever;

The measure of our youth is full,

Life's evening dream is dark and dull,

And we may meet—ah! never!

4.

As when one parent spring supplies

Two streams, which from one fountain rise,

Together join'd in vain;

How soon, diverging from their source,

Each, murmuring, seeks another course,

Till mingled in the Main!

5.

Our vital streams of weal or woe,

Though near, alas! distinctly flow,

Nor mingle as before:

Now swift or slow, now black or clear,

Till Death's unfathom'd gulph appear,

And both shall quit the shore.

6.

Our souls, my Friend! which once
supplied

One wish, nor breathed a thought beside,

Now flow in different channels:

Disdaining humbler rural sports,

'Tis yours to mix in polish'd courts,

And shine in Fashion's annals;

7.

'Tis mine to waste on love my time,

Or vent my reveries in rhyme,

Without the aid of Reason;

For Sense and Reason (critics know it)

Have quitted every amorous Poet,

Nor left a thought to seize on.

8.

Poor LITTLE! sweet, melodious bard!

Of late esteem'd it monstrous hard

That he, who sang before all;

He who the lore of love expanded,

By dire Reviewers should be branded,

As void of wit and moral.

9.

And yet, while Beauty's praise is
thine,

Harmonious favourite of the Nine!

Repine not at thy lot.

Thy soothing lays may still be read,

When Persecution's arm is dead,

And critics are forgot.

10.

Still I must yield those worthies
merit

Who chasten, with unsparing spirit,

Bad rhymes, and those who write them:

And though myself may be the next

By critic sarcasm to be vext,

I really will not fight them.

11.

Perhaps they would do quite as well

To break the rudely sounding shell

Of such a young beginner:

He who offends at pert nineteen,

Ere thirty may become, I ween,

A very harden'd sinner.

12.

Now, Clare, I must return to you;

And, sure, apologies are due:

Accept, then, my concession.

In truth, dear Clare, in Fancy's flight

I soar along from left to right;

My Muse admires digression.

13.

I think I said 'twould be your fate

To add one star to royal state;—

May regal smiles attend you!

And should a noble Monarch reign,

You will not seek his smiles in vain,

If worth can recommend you.

14.

Yet since in danger courts abound,

Where specious rivals glitter round,

From snares may Saints preserve you;

And grant your love or friendship ne'er

From any claim a kindred care,

But those who best deserve you!

15.

Not for a moment may you stray

From Truth's secure, unerring way!

May no delights decoy!

O'er roses may your footsteps move,

Your smiles be ever smiles of love,

Your tears be tears of joy!

16.

Oh! if you wish that happiness

Your coming days and years may bless,

And virtues crown your brow;

Be still as you were wont to be,

Spotless as you've been known to me,—

Be still as you are now.

17.

And though some trifling
share of praise,

To cheer my last declining days,

To me were doubly dear;

Whilst blessing your beloved name,

I'd waive at once a Poet's fame,

To prove a Prophet here.

1807.

 


Lines Written Beneath an Elm in the
Churchyard of Harrow

Spot of my youth! whose hoary branches
sigh,

Swept by the breeze that fans thy cloudless sky;

Where now alone I muse, who oft have trod,

With those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod;

With those who, scatter'd far, perchance deplore,

Like me, the happy scenes they knew before:

Oh! as I trace again thy winding hill,

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still,

Thou drooping Elm! beneath whose boughs I lay,

And frequent mus'd the twilight hours away;

Where, as they once were wont, my limbs recline,

But, ah! without the thoughts which then were mine:

How do thy branches, moaning to the blast,

Invite the bosom to recall the past,

And seem to whisper, as they gently swell,

"Take, while thou canst, a lingering, last farewell!"

When Fate shall chill, at length, this
fever'd breast,

And calm its cares and passions into rest,

Oft have I thought, 'twould soothe my dying hour,—

If aught may soothe, when Life resigns her power,—

To know some humbler grave, some narrow cell,

Would hide my bosom where it lov'd to dwell;

With this fond dream, methinks 'twere sweet to die—

And here it linger'd, here my heart might lie;

Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose,

Scene of my youth, and couch of my repose;

For ever stretch'd beneath this mantling shade,

Press'd by the turf where once my childhood play'd;

Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I lov'd,

Mix'd with the earth o'er which my footsteps mov'd;

Blest by the tongues that charm'd my youthful ear,

Mourn'd by the few my soul acknowledged here;

Deplor'd by those in early days allied,

And unremember'd by the world beside.

September 2, 1807.

 


L'Amitie, est l’amour sans ailes

1

Why should my anxious breast repine,

Because my youth is fled?

Days of delight may still be mine;

Affection is not dead.

In tracing back the years of youth,

One firm record, one lasting truth

Celestial consolation brings;

Bear it, ye breezes, to the seat,

Where first my heart responsive beat,—

"Friendship is Love without his wings!"

2

Through few, but deeply chequer'd
years,

What moments have been mine!

Now half obscured by clouds of tears,

Now bright in rays divine;

Howe'er my future doom be cast,

My soul, enraptured with the past,

To one idea fondly clings;

Friendship! that thought is all thine own,

Worth worlds of bliss, that thought alone—

"Friendship is Love without his wings!"

3

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave

Their branches on the gale,

Unheeded heaves a simple grave,

Which tells the common tale;

Round this unconscious schoolboys stray,

Till the dull knell of childish play

From yonder studious mansion rings;

But here, whene'er my footsteps move,

My silent tears too plainly prove,

 "Friendship is Love without his wings!"

4

Oh, Love! before thy glowing shrine,

My early vows were paid;

My hopes, my dreams, my heart was thine,

But these are now decay'd;

For thine are pinions like the wind,

No trace of thee remains behind,

Except, alas! thy jealous stings.

Away, away! delusive power,

Thou shall not haunt my coming hour;

Unless, indeed, without thy wings.

5

Seat of my youth! thy distant spire

Recalls each scene of joy;

My bosom glows with former fire,—

In mind again a boy.

Thy grove of elms, thy verdant hill,

Thy every path delights me still,

Each flower a double fragrance flings;

Again, as once, in converse gay,

Each dear associate seems to say,

"Friendship is Love without his wings!'

6

My Lycus! wherefore dost thou weep?

Thy falling tears restrain;

Affection for a time may sleep,

But, oh, 'twill wake again.

Think, think, my friend, when next we meet,

Our long-wished interview, how sweet!

From this my hope of rapture springs;

While youthful hearts thus fondly swell,

Absence my friend, can only tell,

"Friendship is Love without his wings!"

7

In one, and one alone deceiv'd,

Did I my error mourn?

No—from oppressive bonds reliev'd,

I left the wretch to scorn.

I turn'd to those my childhood knew,

With feelings warm, with bosoms true,

Twin'd with my heart's according strings;

And till those vital chords shall break,

For none but these my breast shall wake

Friendship, the power deprived of wings!

8

Ye few! my soul, my life is yours,

My memory and my hope;

Your worth a lasting love insures,

Unfetter'd in its scope;

From smooth deceit and terror sprung,

With aspect fair and honey'd tongue,

Let Adulation wait on kings;

With joy elate, by snares beset,

We, we, my friends, can ne'er forget,

"Friendship is Love without his wings!"

9

Fictions and dreams inspire the bard,

Who rolls the epic song;

Friendship and truth be my reward—

To me no bays belong;

If laurell'd Fame but dwells with lies,

Me the enchantress ever flies,

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings;

Simple and young, I dare not feign;

Mine be the rude yet heartfelt strain,

"Friendship is Love without his wings!"

December 29, 1806.

 


Pignus Amoris

1.

As by the fix'd decrees of Heaven,

'Tis vain to hope that Joy can last;

The dearest boon that Life has given,

To me is—visions of the past.

2.

For these this toy of blushing hue

I prize with zeal before unknown,

It tells me of a Friend I knew,

Who loved me for myself alone.

3.

It tells me what how few can say

Though all the social tie commend;

Recorded in my heart 'twill lay,

It tells me mine was once a Friend.

4.

Through many a weary day gone by,

With time the gift is dearer grown;

And still I view in Memory's eye

That teardrop sparkle through my own.

5.

And heartless Age perhaps will smile,

Or wonder whence those feelings sprung;

Yet let not sterner souls revile,

For Both were open, Both were young.

6.

And Youth is sure the only time,

When Pleasure blends no base alloy;

When Life is blest without a crime,

And Innocence resides with Joy.

7.

Let those reprove my feeble Soul,

Who laugh to scorn Affection's name;

While these impose a harsh controul,

All will forgive who feel the same.

8.

Then still I wear my simple toy,

With pious care from wreck I'll save it;

And this will form a dear employ

For dear I was to him who gave it.

 


Stanzas to Jessy

1

There is a mystic thread of life

So dearly wreath'd with mine alone,

That Destiny's relentless knife

At once must sever both, or none.

2

There is a Form on which these eyes

Have fondly gazed with such delight—

By day, that Form their joy supplies,

And Dreams restore it, through the night.

3

There is a Voice whose tones inspire

Such softened feelings in my breast,—

I would not hear a Seraph Choir,

Unless that voice could join the rest.

4

There is a Face whose Blushes tell

Affection's tale upon the cheek,

But pallid at our fond farewell,

Proclaims more love than words can speak.

5

There is a Lip, which mine has prest,

But none had ever prest before;

It vowed to make me sweetly blest,

That mine alone should press it more.

6

There is a Bosom all my own,

Has pillow'd oft this aching head,

A Mouth which smiles on me alone,

An Eye, whose tears with mine are shed.

7

There are two Hearts whose movements
thrill,

In unison so closely sweet,

That Pulse to Pulse responsive still

They Both must heave, or cease to beat.

8

There are two Souls, whose equal flow

In gentle stream so calmly run,

That when they part—they part?—ah no!

They cannot part—those Souls are One.

 


The Adieu

Written Under the Impression that the Author
Would Soon Die

1.

Adieu, thou Hill! where early joy

Spread roses o'er my brow;

Where Science seeks each loitering boy

With knowledge to endow.

Adieu, my youthful friends or foes,

Partners of former bliss or woes;

No more through Ida's paths we stray;

Soon must I share the gloomy cell,

Whose ever-slumbering inmates dwell

Unconscious of the day.

2.

Adieu, ye hoary Regal Fanes,

Ye spires of Granta's vale,

Where Learning robed in sable reigns.

And Melancholy pale.

Ye comrades of the jovial hour,

Ye tenants of the classic bower,

On Cama's verdant margin plac'd,

Adieu! while memory still is mine,

For offerings on Oblivion's shrine,

These scenes must be effac'd.

3.

Adieu, ye mountains of the clime

Where grew my youthful years;

Where Loch na Garr in snows sublime

His giant summit rears.

Why did my childhood wander forth

From you, ye regions of the North,

With sons of Pride to roam?

Why did I quit my Highland cave,

Marr's dusky heath, and Dee's clear wave,

To seek a Sotheron home?

4.

Hall of my Sires! a long farewell—

Yet why to thee adieu?

Thy vaults will echo back my knell,

Thy towers my tomb will view:

The faltering tongue which sung thy fall,

And former glories of thy Hall,

Forgets its wonted simple note—

But yet the Lyre retains the strings,

And sometimes, on Aeolian wings,

In dying strains may float.

5.

Fields, which surround yon rustic cot,

While yet I linger here,

Adieu! you are not now forgot,

To retrospection dear.

Streamlet! along whose rippling surge

My youthful limbs were wont to urge,

At noontide heat, their pliant course;

Plunging with ardour from the shore,

Thy springs will lave these limbs no more,

Deprived of active force.

6.

And shall I here forget the scene,

Still nearest to my breast?

Rocks rise and rivers roll between

The spot which passion blest;

Yet Mary, all thy beauties seem

Fresh as in Love's bewitching dream,

To me in smiles display'd;

Till slow disease resigns his prey

To Death, the parent of decay,

Thine image cannot fade.

7.

And thou, my Friend! whose gentle love

Yet thrills my bosom's chords,

How much thy friendship was above

Description's power of words!

Still near my breast thy gift I wear

Which sparkled once with Feeling's tear,

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem:

Our souls were equal, and our lot

In that dear moment quite forgot;

Let Pride alone condemn!

8.

All, all is dark and cheerless now!

No smile of Love's deceit

Can warm my veins with wonted glow,

Can bid Life's pulses beat:

Not e'en the hope of future fame

Can wake my faint, exhausted frame,

Or crown with fancied wreaths my head.

Mine is a short inglorious race,—

To humble in the dust my face,

And mingle with the dead.

9.

Oh Fame! thou goddess of my heart;

On him who gains thy praise,

Pointless must fall the Spectre's dart,

Consumed in Glory's blaze;

But me she beckons from the earth,

My name obscure, unmark'd my birth,

My life a short and vulgar dream:

Lost in the dull, ignoble crowd,

My hopes recline within a shroud,

My fate is Lethe's stream.

10.

When I repose beneath the sod,

Unheeded in the clay,

Where once my playful footsteps trod,

Where now my head must lay,

The meed of Pity will be shed

In dew-drops o'er my narrow bed,

By nightly skies, and storms alone;

No mortal eye will deign to steep

With tears the dark sepulchral deep

Which hides a name unknown.

11.

Forget this world, my restless sprite,

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven:

There must thou soon direct thy flight,

If errors are forgiven.

To bigots and to sects unknown,

Bow down beneath the Almighty's Throne;

To Him address thy trembling prayer:

He, who is merciful and just,

Will not reject a child of dust,

Although His meanest care.

12.

Father of Light! to Thee I call;

My soul is dark within:

Thou who canst mark the sparrow's fall,

Avert the death of sin.

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star

Who calm'st the elemental war,

Whose mantle is yon boundless sky,

My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive;

And, since I soon must cease to live,

Instruct me how to die.

1807


Egotism

A Letter to J.T. Becher

Heauton bur on aeidei.

1.

If Fate should seal my
Death to-morrow,

(Though much I hope she will postpone it,)

I've held a share Joy and Sorrow,


Enough for Ten; and here I own it.

2.

I've lived, as many others live,

And yet, I think, with more enjoyment;

For could I through my days again live,

I'd pass them in the 'same' employment.

3.

That 'is' to say, with 'some
exception',

For though I will not make confession,

I've seen too much of man's deception

Ever again to trust profession.

4.

Some sage 'Mammas' with gesture
haughty,

Pronounce me quite a youthful Sinner—

But 'Daughters' say, "although he's naughty,

You must not check a 'Young Beginner'!"

5.

I've loved, and many damsels know it—

But whom I don't intend to mention,

As 'certain stanzas' also show it,

'Some' say 'deserving Reprehension'.

6.

Some ancient Dames, of virtue fiery,

(Unless Report does much belie them,)

Have lately made a sharp Enquiry,

And much it 'grieves' me to 'deny' them.

7.

Two whom I lov'd had 'eyes' of 'Blue',

To which I hope you've no objection;

The 'Rest' had eyes of 'darker Hue'—

Each Nymph, of course, was 'all perfection'.

8.

But here I'll close my 'chaste'
Description,

Nor say the deeds of animosity;

For 'silence' is the best prescription,

To 'physic' idle curiosity.

9.

Of 'Friends' I've known a 'goodly
Hundred'—

For finding 'one' in each acquaintance,

By 'some deceived', by others plunder'd,

'Friendship', to me, was not 'Repentance'.

10.

At 'School' I thought like other
'Children';

Instead of 'Brains', a fine Ingredient,

'Romance', my 'youthful Head bewildering',

To 'Sense' had made me disobedient.

11.

A victim, 'nearly' from affection,

To certain 'very precious scheming',

The still remaining recollection

Has 'cured' my 'boyish soul' of 'Dreaming'.

12.

By Heaven! I rather would forswear

The Earth, and all the joys reserved me,

Than dare again the 'specious Snare',

From which 'my Fate' and 'Heaven preserved' me.

 


 


13.

Still I possess some Friends who love
me—

In each a much esteemed and true one;

The Wealth of Worlds shall never move me

To quit their Friendship, for a new one.

14.

But Becher! you're a 'reverend
pastor',

Now take it in consideration,

Whether for penance I should fast, or

Pray for my 'sins' in expiation.

15.

I own myself the child of 'Folly',

But not so wicked as they make me—

I soon must die of melancholy,

If 'Female' smiles should e'er forsake me.

16.

'Philosophers' have 'never doubted',

That 'Ladies' Lips' were made for 'kisses!'

For 'Love!' I could not live without it,

For such a 'cursed' place as 'This is'.

17.

Say, Becher, I shall be forgiven!

If you don't warrant my salvation,

I must resign all 'Hopes' of 'Heaven'!

For, 'Faith', I can't withstand Temptation.

 


P.S.—These were written between one and two,
after 'midnight'. I

have not 'corrected', or 'revised'. Yours, BYRON.

 


Farewell to the Muse

1.

Thou Power! who hast ruled me through
Infancy's days,

Young offspring of Fancy, 'tis time we should part;

Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays,

The coldest effusion which springs from my heart.

2.

This bosom, responsive to rapture no
more,

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to sing;

The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to soar,

Are wafted far distant on Apathy's wing.

3.

Though simple the themes of my rude flowing
Lyre,

Yet even these themes are departed for ever;

No more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire,

My visions are flown, to return,—alas, never!

4.

When drain'd is the nectar which gladdens
the bowl,

How vain is the effort delight to prolong!

When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul,

What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song?

5.

Can the lips sing of Love in the desert
alone,

Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign?

Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown?

Ah, no! for those hours can no longer be mine.

6.

Can they speak of the friends that I lived
but to love?

Ah, surely Affection ennobles the strain!

But how can my numbers in sympathy move,

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again?

7.

Can I sing of the deeds which my Fathers
have done,

And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires?

For glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone!

For Heroes' exploits how unequal my fires!

8.

Untouch'd, then, my Lyre shall reply to the
blast—

'Tis hush'd; and my feeble endeavours are o'er;

And those who have heard it will pardon the past,

When they know that its murmurs shall vibrate no more.

9.

And soon shall its wild erring notes be
forgot,

Since early affection and love is o'ercast:

Oh! blest had my Fate been, and happy my lot,

Had the first strain of love been the dearest, the last.

10.

Farewell, my young Muse! since we now can
ne'er meet;

If our songs have been languid, they surely are few:

Let us hope that the present at least will be sweet—

The present—which seals our eternal Adieu.

1807.

 


On Revisiting Harrow

1.

Here once engaged the stranger's view

Young Friendship's record simply trac'd;

Few were her words,—but yet, though few,

Resentment's hand the line defac'd.

2.

Deeply she cut—but not eras'd—

The characters were still so plain,

That Friendship once return'd, and gaz'd,—

Till Memory hail'd the words again.

3.

Repentance plac'd them as before;

Forgiveness join'd her gentle name;

So fair the inscription seem'd once more,

That Friendship thought it still the same.

4.

Thus might the Record now have been;

But, ah, in spite of Hope's endeavour,

Or Friendship's tears, Pride rush'd between,

And blotted out the line for ever.

September, 1807.

 


There Was a Time, I Need Not Name

1.

There was a time, I need not name,

Since it will ne'er forgotten be,

When all our feelings were the same

As still my soul hath been to thee.

2.

And from that hour when first thy
tongue

Confess'd a love which equall'd mine,

Though many a grief my heart hath wrung,

Unknown, and thus unfelt, by thine,

3.

None, none hath sunk so deep as this—

To think how all that love hath flown;

Transient as every faithless kiss,

But transient in thy breast alone.

4.

And yet my heart some solace knew,

When late I heard thy lips declare,

In accents once imagined true,

Remembrance of the days that were.

5.

Yes! my adored, yet most unkind!

Though thou wilt never love again,

To me 'tis doubly sweet to find

Remembrance of that love remain.

6.

Yes! 'tis a glorious thought to me,

Nor longer shall my soul repine,

Whate'er thou art or e'er shall be,

Thou hast been dearly, solely mine.

June 10, 1808

 


Remind Me Not, Remind Me Not

1.

Remind me not, remind me not,

Of those beloved, those vanish'd hours,

When all my soul was given to thee;

Hours that may never be forgot,

Till Time unnerves our vital powers,

And thou and I shall cease to be.

2.

Can I forget—canst thou forget,

When playing with thy golden hair,

How quick thy fluttering heart did move?

Oh! by my soul, I see thee yet,

With eyes so languid, breast so fair,

And lips, though silent, breathing love.

3.

When thus reclining on my breast,

Those eyes threw back a glance so sweet,

As half reproach'd yet rais'd desire,

And still we near and nearer prest,

And still our glowing lips would meet,

As if in kisses to expire.

4.

And then those pensive eyes would
close,

And bid their lids each other seek,

Veiling the azure orbs below;

While their long lashes' darken'd gloss

Seem'd stealing o'er thy brilliant cheek,

Like raven's plumage smooth'd on snow.

5.

I dreamt last night our love return'd,

And, sooth to say, that very dream

Was sweeter in its phantasy,

Than if for other hearts I burn'd,

For eyes that ne'er like thine could beam

In Rapture's wild reality.

6.

Then tell me not, remind me not,

Of hours which, though for ever gone,

Can still a pleasing dream restore,

Till thou and I shall be forgot,

And senseless, as the mouldering stone

Which tells that we shall be no more.

Aug. 13, 1808

 


To a Youthful Friend

1.

Few years have pass'd since thou and I

Were firmest friends, at least in name,

And Childhood's gay sincerity

Preserved our feelings long the same.

2.

But now, like me, too well thou
know'st

What trifles oft the heart recall;

And those who once have loved the most

Too soon forget they lov'd at all.

3.

And such the change the heart
displays,

So frail is early friendship's reign,

A month's brief lapse, perhaps a day's,

Will view thy mind estrang'd again.

4.

If so, it never shall be mine

To mourn the loss of such a heart;

The fault was Nature's fault, not thine,

Which made thee fickle as thou art.

5.

As rolls the Ocean's changing tide,

So human feelings ebb and flow;

And who would in a breast confide

Where stormy passions ever glow?

6.

It boots not that, together bred,

Our childish days were days of joy:

My spring of life has quickly fled;

Thou, too, hast ceas'd to be a boy.

7.

And when we bid adieu to youth,

Slaves to the specious World's controul,

We sigh a long farewell to truth;

That World corrupts the noblest soul.

8.

Ah, joyous season! when the mind

Dares all things boldly but to lie;

When Thought ere spoke is unconfin'd,

And sparkles in the placid eye.

9.

Not so in Man's maturer years,

When Man himself is but a tool;

When Interest sways our hopes and fears,

And all must love and hate by rule.

10.

With fools in kindred vice the same,

We learn at length our faults to blend;

And those, and those alone, may claim

The prostituted name of friend.

11.

Such is the common lot of man:

Can we then 'scape from folly free?

Can we reverse the general plan,

Nor be what all in turn must be?

 


 


12.

No; for myself, so dark my fate

Through every turn of life hath been;

Man and the World so much I hate,

I care not when I quit the scene.

13.

But thou, with spirit frail and light,

Wilt shine awhile, and pass away;

As glow-worms sparkle through the night,

But dare not stand the test of day.

14.

Alas! whenever Folly calls

Where parasites and princes meet,

(For cherish'd first in royal halls,

The welcome vices kindly greet,)

15.

Ev'n now thou'rt nightly seen to add

One insect to the fluttering crowd;

And still thy trifling heart is glad

To join the vain and court the proud.

16.

There dost thou glide from fair to
fair,

Still simpering on with eager haste,

As flies along the gay parterre,

That taint the flowers they scarcely taste.

17.

But say, what nymph will prize the
flame

Which seems, as marshy vapours move,

To flit along from dame to dame,

An ignis-fatuus gleam of love?

18.

What friend for thee, howe'er
inclin'd,

Will deign to own a kindred care?

Who will debase his manly mind,

For friendship every fool may share?

19.

In time forbear; amidst the throng

No more so base a thing be seen;

No more so idly pass along;

Be something, any thing, but—mean.

August 20th,
1808.

 


Childish Recollections

"I cannot but remember such
things were,

And were most dear to me." –
Macbeth, act 4, scene 3

When slow Disease, with all her host of
Pains,

Chills the warm tide, which flows along the veins;

When Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing,

And flies with every changing gale of spring;

Not to the aching frame alone confin'd,

Unyielding pangs assail the drooping mind:

What grisly forms, the spectre-train of woe,

Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the blow,

With Resignation wage relentless strife,

While Hope retires appall'd, and clings to life.

Yet less the pang when, through the tedious hour,

Remembrance sheds around her genial power,

Calls back the vanish'd days to rapture given,

When Love was bliss, and Beauty form'd our heaven;

Or, dear to youth, portrays each childish scene,

Those fairy bowers, where all in turn have been.

As when, through clouds that pour the summer storm,

The orb of day unveils his distant form,

Gilds with faint beams the crystal dews of rain

And dimly twinkles o'er the watery plain;

Thus, while the future dark and cheerless gleams,

The Sun of Memory, glowing through my dreams,

Though sunk the radiance of his former blaze,

To scenes far distant points his paler rays,

Still rules my senses with unbounded sway,

The past confounding with the present day.

Oft does my heart indulge the rising
thought,

Which still recurs, unlook'd for and unsought;

My soul to Fancy's fond suggestion yields,

And roams romantic o'er her airy fields.

Scenes of my youth, develop'd, crowd to view,

To which I long have bade a last adieu!

Seats of delight, inspiring youthful themes;

Friends lost to me, for aye, except in dreams;

Some, who in marble prematurely sleep,

Whose forms I now remember, but to weep;

Some, who yet urge the same scholastic course

Of early science, future fame the source;

Who, still contending in the studious race,

In quick rotation, fill the senior place!

These, with a thousand visions, now unite,

To dazzle, though they please, my aching sight.

IDA! blest spot, where Science holds her
reign,

How joyous, once, I join'd thy youthful train!

Bright, in idea, gleams thy lofty spire,

Again, I mingle with thy playful quire;

Our tricks of mischief, every childish game,

Unchang'd by time or distance, seem the same;

Through winding paths, along the glade I trace

The social smile of every welcome face;

My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy or woe,

Each early boyish friend, or youthful foe,

Our feuds dissolv'd, but not my friendship past,—

I bless the former, and forgive the last.

Hours of my youth! when, nurtur'd in my breast,

To Love a stranger, Friendship made me blest,—

Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth,

When every artless bosom throbs with truth;

Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign,

And check each impulse with prudential rein;

When, all we feel, our honest souls disclose,

In love to friends, in open hate to foes;

No varnish'd tales the lips of youth repeat,

No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit;

Hypocrisy, the gift of lengthen'd years,

Matured by age, the garb of Prudence wears:

When, now, the Boy is ripen'd into Man,

His careful Sire chalks forth some wary plan;

Instructs his Son from Candour's path to shrink,

Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think;

Still to assent, and never to deny—

A patron's praise can well reward the lie:

And who, when Fortune's warning voice is heard,

Would lose his opening prospects for a word?

Although, against that word, his heart rebel,

And Truth, indignant, all his bosom swell.

Away with themes like this! not mine the
task,

From flattering friends to tear the hateful mask;

Let keener bards delight in Satire's sting,

My Fancy soars not on Detraction's wing:

Once, and but once, she aim'd a deadly blow,

To hurl Defiance on a secret Foe;

But when that foe, from feeling or from shame,

The cause unknown, yet still to me the same,

Warn'd by some friendly hint, perchance, retir'd,

With this submission all her rage expired.

From dreaded pangs that feeble Foe to save,

She hush'd her young resentment, and forgave.

Or, if my Muse a Pedant's portrait drew,

POMPOSUS' virtues are but known to few:

I never fear'd the young usurper's nod,

And he who wields must, sometimes, feel the rod.

If since on Granta's failings, known to all

Who share the converse of a college hall,

She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain,

'Tis past, and thus she will not sin again:

Soon must her early song for ever cease,

And, all may rail, when I shall rest in peace.

Here, first remember'd be the joyous
band,

Who hail'd me chief, obedient to command;

Who join'd with me, in every boyish sport,

Their first adviser, and their last resort;

Nor shrunk beneath the upstart pedant's frown,

Or all the sable glories of his gown;

Who, thus, transplanted from his father's school,

Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule—

Succeeded him, whom all unite to praise,

The dear preceptor of my early days,

PROBUS, the pride of science, and the boast—

To IDA now, alas! for ever lost!

With him, for years, we search'd the classic page,

And fear'd the Master, though we lov'd the Sage:

Retir'd at last, his small yet peaceful seat

From learning's labour is the blest retreat.

POMPOSUS fills his magisterial chair;

POMPOSUS governs,—but, my Muse, forbear:

Contempt, in silence, be the pedant's lot,

His name and precepts be alike forgot;

No more his mention shall my verse degrade,—

To him my tribute is already paid.

High, through those elms with hoary branches
crown'd

Fair IDA'S bower adorns the landscape round;

There Science, from her favour'd seat, surveys

The vale where rural Nature claims her praise;

To her awhile resigns her youthful train,

Who move in joy, and dance along the plain;

In scatter'd groups, each favour'd haunt pursue,

Repeat old pastimes, and discover new;

Flush'd with his rays, beneath the noontide Sun,

In rival bands, between the wickets run,

Drive o'er the sward the ball with active force,

Or chase with nimble feet its rapid course.

But these with slower steps direct their way,

Where Brent's cool waves in limpid currents stray,

While yonder few search out some green retreat,

And arbours shade them from the summer heat:

Others, again, a pert and lively crew,

Some rough and thoughtless stranger plac'd in view,

With frolic quaint their antic jests expose,

And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes;

Nor rest with this, but many a passing fray

Tradition treasures for a future day:

"'Twas here the gather'd swains for vengeance fought,

And here we earn'd the conquest dearly bought:

Here have we fled before superior might,

And here renew'd the wild tumultuous fight."

While thus our souls with early passions swell,

In lingering tones resounds the distant bell;

Th' allotted hour of daily sport is o'er,

And Learning beckons from her temple's door.

No splendid tablets grace her simple hall,

But ruder records fill the dusky wall:

There, deeply carv'd, behold! each Tyro's name

Secures its owner's academic fame;

Here mingling view the names of Sire and Son,

The one long grav'd, the other just begun:

These shall survive alike when Son and Sire,

Beneath one common stroke of fate expire;

Perhaps, their last memorial these alone,

Denied, in death, a monumental stone,

Whilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave

The sighing weeds, that hide their nameless grave.

And, here, my name, and many an early friend's,

Along the wall in lengthen'd line extends.

Though, still, our deeds amuse the youthful race,

Who tread our steps, and fill our former place,

Who young obeyed their lords in silent awe,

Whose nod commanded, and whose voice was law;

And now, in turn, possess the reins of power,

To rule, the little Tyrants of an hour;

Though sometimes, with the Tales of ancient day,

They pass the dreary Winter's eve away;

"And, thus, our former rulers stemm'd the tide,

And, thus, they dealt the combat, side by side;

Just in this place, the mouldering walls they scaled,

Nor bolts, nor bars, against their strength avail'd;

Here PROBUS came, the rising fray to quell,

And, here, he falter'd forth his last farewell;

And, here, one night abroad they dared to roam,

While bold POMPOSUS bravely staid at home;"

While thus they speak, the hour must soon arrive,

When names of these, like ours, alone survive:

Yet a few years, one general wreck will whelm

The faint remembrance of our fairy realm.

Dear honest race! though now we meet no
more,

One last long look on what we were before—

Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu—

Drew tears from eyes unus'd to weep with you.

Through splendid circles, Fashion's gaudy world,

Where Folly's glaring standard waves unfurl'd,

I plung'd to drown in noise my fond regret,

And all I sought or hop'd was to forget:

Vain wish! if, chance, some well-remember'd face,

Some old companion of my early race,

Advanc'd to claim his friend with honest joy,

My eyes, my heart, proclaim'd me still a boy;

The glittering scene, the fluttering groups around,

Were quite forgotten when my friend was found;

The smiles of Beauty, (for, alas! I've known

What 'tis to bend before Love's mighty throne;)

The smiles of Beauty, though those smiles were dear,

Could hardly charm me, when that friend was near:

My thoughts bewilder'd in the fond surprise,

The woods of IDA danc'd before my eyes;

I saw the sprightly wand'rers pour along,

I saw, and join'd again the joyous throng;

Panting, again I trac'd her lofty grove,

And Friendship's feelings triumph'd over Love.

Yet, why should I alone with such
delight

Retrace the circuit of my former flight?

Is there no cause beyond the common claim,

Endear'd to all in childhood's very name?

Ah! sure some stronger impulse vibrates here,

Which whispers friendship will be doubly dear

To one, who thus for kindred hearts must roam,

And seek abroad, the love denied at home.

Those hearts, dear IDA, have I found in thee,

A home, a world, a paradise to me.

Stern Death forbade my orphan youth to share

The tender guidance of a Father's care;

Can Rank, or e'en a Guardian's name supply

The love, which glistens in a Father's eye?

For this, can Wealth, or Title's sound atone,

Made, by a Parent's early loss, my own?

What Brother springs a Brother's love to seek?

What Sister's gentle kiss has prest my cheek?

For me, how dull the vacant moments rise,

To no fond bosom link'd by kindred ties!

Oft, in the progress of some fleeting dream,

Fraternal smiles, collected round me seem;

While still the visions to my heart are prest,

The voice of Love will murmur in my rest:

I hear—I wake—and in the sound rejoice!

I hear again,—but, ah! no Brother's voice.

A Hermit, 'midst of crowds, I fain must stray

Alone, though thousand pilgrims fill the way;

While these a thousand kindred wreaths entwine,

I cannot call one single blossom mine:

What then remains? in solitude to groan,

To mix in friendship, or to sigh alone?

Thus, must I cling to some endearing hand,

And none more dear, than IDA'S social band.

Alonzo! best and dearest of my
friends,

Thy name ennobles him, who thus commends:

From this fond tribute thou canst gain no praise;

The praise is his, who now that tribute pays.

Oh! in the promise of thy early youth,

If Hope anticipate the words of Truth!

Some loftier bard shall sing thy glorious name,

To build his own, upon thy deathless fame:

Friend of my heart, and foremost of the list

Of those with whom I lived supremely blest;

Oft have we drain'd the font of ancient lore,

Though drinking deeply, thirsting still the more;

Yet, when Confinement's lingering hour was done,

Our sports, our studies, and our souls were one:

Together we impell'd the flying ball,

Together waited in our tutor's hall;

Together join'd in cricket's manly toil,

Or shar'd the produce of the river's spoil;

Or plunging from the green declining shore,

Our pliant limbs the buoyant billows bore:

In every element, unchang'd, the same,

All, all that brothers should be, but the name.

Nor, yet, are you forgot, my jocund
Boy!

DAVUS, the harbinger of childish joy;

For ever foremost in the ranks of fun,

The laughing herald of the harmless pun;

Yet, with a breast of such materials made,

Anxious to please, of pleasing half afraid;

Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel

In Danger's path, though not untaught to feel.

Still, I remember, in the factious strife,

The rustic's musket aim'd against my life:

High pois'd in air the massy weapon hung,

A cry of horror burst from every tongue:

Whilst I, in combat with another foe,

Fought on, unconscious of th' impending blow;

Your arm, brave Boy, arrested his career—

Forward you sprung, insensible to fear;

Disarm'd, and baffled by your conquering hand,

The grovelling Savage roll'd upon the sand:

An act like this, can simple thanks repay?

Or all the labours of a grateful lay?

Oh no! whene'er my breast forgets the deed,

That instant, DAVUS, it deserves to bleed.

LYCUS! on me thy claims are justly
great:

Thy milder virtues could my Muse relate,

To thee, alone, unrivall'd, would belong

The feeble efforts of my lengthen'd song.

Well canst thou boast, to lead in senates fit,

A Spartan firmness, with Athenian wit:

Though yet, in embryo, these perfections shine,

LYCUS! thy father's fame will soon be thine.

Where Learning nurtures the superior mind,

What may we hope, from genius thus refin'd;

When Time, at length, matures thy growing years,

How wilt thou tower, above thy fellow peers!

Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free,

With Honour's soul, united beam in thee.

Shall fair EURYALUS, pass by unsung?

From ancient lineage, not unworthy, sprung:

What, though one sad dissension bade us part,

That name is yet embalm'd within my heart,

Yet, at the mention, does that heart rebound,

And palpitate, responsive to the sound;

Envy dissolved our ties, and not our will:

We once were friends,—I'll think, we are so still.

A form unmatch'd in Nature's partial mould,

A heart untainted, we, in thee, behold:

Yet, not the Senate's thunder thou shall wield,

Nor seek for glory, in the tented field:

To minds of ruder texture, these be given—

Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven.

Haply, in polish'd courts might be thy seat,

But, that thy tongue could never forge deceit:

The courtier's supple bow, and sneering smile,

The flow of compliment, the slippery wile,

Would make that breast, with indignation, burn,

And, all the glittering snares, to tempt thee, spurn.

Domestic happiness will stamp thy fate;

Sacred to love, unclouded e'er by hate;

The world admire thee, and thy friends adore;—

Ambition's slave, alone, would toil for more.

Now last, but nearest, of the social
band,

See honest, open, generous CLEON stand;

With scarce one speck, to cloud the pleasing scene,

No vice degrades that purest soul serene.

On the same day, our studious race begun,

On the same day, our studious race was run;

Thus, side by side, we pass'd our first career,

Thus, side by side, we strove for many a year:

At last, concluded our scholastic life,

We neither conquer'd in the classic strife:

As Speakers, each supports an equal name,

And crowds allow to both a partial fame:

To soothe a youthful Rival's early pride,

Though Cleon's candour would the palm divide,

Yet Candour's self compels me now to own,

Justice awards it to my Friend alone.

Oh! Friends regretted, Scenes for ever
dear,

Remembrance hails you with her warmest tear!

Drooping, she bends o'er pensive Fancy's urn,

To trace the hours, which never can return;

Yet, with the retrospection loves to dwell,

And soothe the sorrows of her last farewell!

Yet greets the triumph of my boyish mind,

As infant laurels round my head were twin'd;

When PROBUS' praise repaid my lyric song,

Or plac'd me higher in the studious throng;

Or when my first harangue receiv'd applause,

His sage instruction the primeval cause,

What gratitude, to him, my soul possest,

While hope of dawning honours fill'd my breast!

For all my humble fame, to him alone,

The praise is due, who made that fame my own.

Oh! could I soar above these feeble lays,

These young effusions of my early days,

To him my Muse her noblest strain would give,

The song might perish, but the theme might live.

Yet, why for him the needless verse essay?

His honour'd name requires no vain display:

By every son of grateful IDA blest,

It finds an echo in each youthful breast;

A fame beyond the glories of the proud,

Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd.

IDA! not yet exhausted is the theme,

Nor clos'd the progress of my youthful dream.

How many a friend deserves the grateful strain!

What scenes of childhood still unsung remain!

Yet let me hush this echo of the past,

This parting song, the dearest and the last;

And brood in secret o'er those hours of joy,

To me a silent and a sweet employ,

While, future hope and fear alike unknown,

I think with pleasure on the past alone;

Yes, to the past alone, my heart confine,

And chase the phantom of what once was mine.

IDA! still o'er thy hills in joy
preside,

And proudly steer through Time's eventful tide:

Still may thy blooming Sons thy name revere,

Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear;—

That tear, perhaps, the fondest which will flow,

O'er their last scene of happiness below:

Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along,

The feeble Veterans of some former throng,

Whose friends, like Autumn leaves by tempests whirl'd,

Are swept for ever from this busy world;

Revolve the fleeting moments of your youth,

While Care has yet withheld her venom'd tooth;

Say, if Remembrance days like these endears,

Beyond the rapture of succeeding years?

Say, can Ambition's fever'd dream bestow

So sweet a balm to soothe your hours of
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