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“THE LAST CONSTANTINE.

s e v e+« . o Thoustrivest nobly,
" When hearts of sterner stnff perhaps had sunke
- And é'er thy fall, if it be so decreed,
Good men will mourn, and brave men will shed tears.
e« ¢ « o, ¢ « + Famel look notfor,
But to sustain, in Heaven’s all sceing oye, .
Before my fellow men, in mine own sight,
With graceful virtue and becoming pride,
» The dighity and hbnour of a man,
Thus station’d as T am, I will do aIl'
Thot man may do. .
DMiss Baillic's Coustantine Paleogus.






THE LAST CONSTANTINE.

I

THE fires grew pale on Ronic's'deserted shrines,
In the dim grot the Pythia’s veice bad died ;
—Shout, for the City of the Consmnt.ines,‘

The rising City of the billew-side,
The City of the €ross !—great Ocean’s bride,
Crown'd from her birth she sprung!—Loeng ages pass'd,
And il she look'd in glory o'er the tide,
‘Which at her feet barbarie riclies cast,
Pour'd by the burnﬁ;g East, all jgyous]y and fast.
B2
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II.

Long ages pass’d !— hey left her porphyry Halls

Still trod by kingly footsteps. Gems and gold

Broider'd her mantle, and her castled walls:

Frown'd intheir strength ; yet there were signs which told -

The days were full. The pure high faith of old

Was chapged ; and on her silken couch of sleep’

She lay, and murmur'd if a rose-leaf’s fold

Disturb’d her dreams and call'd her slaves to keep
Their watch, that no rude sound might reach her o'er the

deep.

III.

But there are sounds that from the regal d\.velling
Free hearts and fearless only may exclude; .
*Tis not alone the wind at midnight swelling,
Breaks on the soft repose, by Luxury woo'd!
There are unbidden footsteps, which intrude
Where the famps glitter, and the wine-cup flows,
And darker hues have stain’d the marble, strew’d
With the fresh myrtle, and the short-lived rose,

And Parian walls have rung to the dread march of foes,
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Iv.

A voice of multitudes is on the'ibreeze,

Remote, yet solemn as the ni\ghtffstorm’s roar,
Through Ida’s giant-pines!* Actbss the seas

A murmur comes, like that the deép winds bore.
From Tempé's haunted river to the shore

Of the reed-crown’d Eurotas; when, of old,
Dark Asia sent her battle-myriads o'er

Th’ indignant wave which would not be controll'd,

But, past the Persian’s chain, in boundless freedom roll'd.

V.

And it is thus again!—Swift oars are dashing

The parted waters, and a light ic cast

On their white foam-wreaths, from the sudden flashing
Of Tartar spears, whose ranks are thickening fast.
There swells a savage trumpet on the blast,

A music of the deserts, wild and decp,

Wakeaing str.ange echoes, as the shores are past
Where low midst Ilion’s dust her conquerors sleep,

O’ershadowing with h¥h names each rude sepulchral heap.
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VI.

War from the Westj:—the snows on Thracian hills
Are loosed by Spring’s warm breath; yet o'er the lands
Which Hiemus girds, tlie chainless mountain rills
Pour down iess swiftly than the Moslem bands.
War from the East {—midst Araby’s lone sands,
More lonely now the few bright founts may be,
While Ismael’s, bow is bent in warrior-hands *
Against the Golden City of the seal:

—Oh! for a soul to fire thy dust, Thermopyle!

VIL
Hear yet again, ye mighty !~Where are they,
Who, with their green Olympic garlands crown’d,
Leap'd up, in proudly beautifyl array,
» As to a banquet gathering, at the sound
Of Persia’s clarion 7—Far and joyous round,
From the pine-forests, and the mountain-snows,
And the low sylvan valleys, to the bound
Of the bright waves, at Frcedom’s voice they rose!

—Iath it no thrilling tone to break the tonb’s repose?
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VIIL

They slumber with their sworfls (—The olive-shades
In vain are whispering their infinortal tale!
In \va:m the si)irit of the pest pervades’

" TThe soft winds, breathing through each Grecian vale.
—Yet must 7%ou wake, though all unarm’d and pale,
Devoted City!l—Lo !, 'the Moslem’s spear,

Red from its vintage, at thy gates; his sail
Upon thy waves, his trumpet in thine ear!

—Awake! and summon those, who yet, perchance, may
hear! '

IX.
Be hush’d, thou faint and feeble voice of weeping !
Lift ye the banner of the Cross on Iagh,
And call on chicfs, whose noble sires are a]eeping
In their proud graves of sainted chivalry,
Beneath the palms and cedars, where they sigh
To Syrian gales ! —The sons of each brave line,
From their-baronial halls shall hear your cry,
And seize the arms which flash’d round Salem’s shrine,

And wield for younthe swords once waved for Palestine!
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X.

All still, all voiceless | —and the billow's roar
Alone replies l—Alize #keir soul is, goune,

Who shared the funeral-feast on Ata’s shore,

And theirs, that Cer the field of Ascalon

Swel'd the crusader’s hymn !—Then gird thou on
Thine armour, Eastern Queen ! and meet the hour
Which wgits; thee ere the day’s fierce work is done
With a strong heart; so may thy helmet tower

Unshiver'd through the storm, for generous hope is power!

XI.

But linger not,;-array thy men of fnight"

The shores, tire seas, are peopled with thy foes,

Arms through thy cypress gl:oves are gleaming bright,

And the dark huntsmen of the wild, repose

Beneath the shadowy marble porticoes

Of thy proud villas, Neprer and more near,

Around thy walls the sons of battle close

Each hour, each moment; hath its sound of fear,
Which the deep grave alone is chart"2’d not to hear.
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XII.

Away ! bring wme, bring odoilrs, to the shade2,
Where the tall pine and poplar’blend on high! -
Bring roses, exquisite, but Soon to fade
Snatch every brief delight,+since*we meust die |—
Yet is the hour, degenerate Grecks! gone by,*
For feast in vine-wreath’d bower, or pillar’d hall;
Dim gleams the torch beneath yon fiery sky,
And deep and hollow is the tambour’s call,

And from the startled hand th’ untasted cup will fall

XIII,

The night, the glorious oriental night,

Hath lost the silence of her pusple h#aven,

‘With its clear stars! The red artillery’s light,
Athwart her worlds of tranquil splendor driven,

To the still firmament’s expanse hath given

Its own fierce glar-e, wherein each cliff and tower
Star.s wildly forth; and now the air is riven

With thunder-bursts, and now dull smoke-clouds low’r,

Veiling the gentle n#oon, in her most hallow’d hour.

)
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XIV.

Sounds from the watcrs, sounds upon the earth,
* Sounds in the air, of battle! Yet with these

A voice is mingling, whese deep tones give birth

To Faith apd Courage! From luxurious ease '

A gallant few have started ! O’er the seas,

From the Seven Towers3, their banner waves its sign,

And Hope is whispering in the joyous breeze,

Which plays amidst its folds. That voice was thine ;
Tlg';/ soul was on that band, devoted Constal}tine.

XV.

Was Rome thy parent? Didst thou catch from ker
The fire that lives ir thine undaunted eye?

—That city of the throne and sepulchre

Hath given proud lessons how to reign and die !
_Heir of the Ceesars ! did that lineage high,
Which, as a triumph to the grave, hath pass'd
With its long march of sceptred imag’ry 4,

Th’ heroic mantle o’er thy spirit cast ?

~Thou! of an eagle-race the noble.t and the last !
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XVL

Vain dreams! upon that spmghath descended

Light from the living Fountain, gvhence each thoun'ht
Springs pure and holy | Ifi that eye is blended ’
A spark, with Earth’s triumpha:l fnemeries fraught,
And, far within, a decper meaning, caught

From worlds unseen. A-hope, a lofty trust,«

Whose resting-place on buoyant wing is sought
(Though through its veil, seen darkly from the dust,)

In realms where Time no imore hath power upon the just.

XVIIL..

Those were proud days, when on the battle plain,
And in the sun’s bright face, and midst th’ array
Of awe-struck hosts, and circled by the skin,

The Roman cast his glittering mail away 5,

And, while a silence, as of midnight, lay

O’er breathless thousands, at his voice who started,
Calc'd on the unseen, terrific powers that sway

The heights, the. depths, the shades; then, fearless-
hearted, ®

Girt on his robe of death, and for the grave departed
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XVl

.

But then, around hin as the javelins rush’d,
From earth to heaven swell'd up"the Joud acclaim ;
And, ere his heart’s last free libation gush’d, -
With a bright smile the warrior caught his name,
Far-floating on the winds! And Vict'ry came,
And miade the hour of that immortal deed
A life, in fiery feeling | Valour's aim
Had sought no loftier guerdon. Thus to bleed,
Was to be Rome’s high star l—He died—and had his
. meed.

XIX.

But praise—and dearer, holier prais:e, be theirs,
Who, in the stillness-and the solitude

Of hearts press'd earthwards by a weight of cares,
Uncheer'd by Fame’s proud hope, thy’ ethereal food
Of restless energies, and only view'd

By Him whose eye, from his eternal throne,

Is on the soul’s dark places ; have subdued

And vow'd themselves, with strength till then unknown,

To some high martyr-task, in secret - nd alone.
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XX.

Theirs be the bright and sacreg names enshrined
Far in the bosom ! for their deeds belong,

Not to the gorgeous faith ®hich charm'd mankind
‘With its rich pomp of festiyal and-song,

Garland, and shrine, and incense-bearing throng;
But to that Spirit, hallowing, as it tries

Man’s hidden soul in whispers, yet more strong
Than storm or earthquake's. voice 3 for thence arise

All that mysterious world’s unseen sublimities.,

XXIL

Well might #4y name, brave Constantine! awake
Such thought, such feeling I—But the scene again

Bursts on my vision, as the day-beams break
Thro’ the red sulphurous mists: the camp, the plain,
The terraced palaces, the dome-c;.pt fane,
With its bright cross fix'd high in crowning grace ;
Speurs on the ramparts, galleys on the main,
And, circling all with arms, that turban’d race,

The sun, the deserty stamp'd in each dark haughty face.
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XXII.

Shout, ye seven hills) Lo! Christian pennons streaming
Red o'er the waters6! Hail, deliverers, hail |~
Along your billowy wake the radiance gleaming,
Is Hope's own sihile! They crowd the swelling sail,
On,' with the foam, the sunbeam, and the gale,
Borne, s a victor’s car! The batteries pour
Their clouds and thunders; but the rolling veil
Of smoke floats up th’ exulting winds before !
—And oh! the glorious burst of that bright sea and

shore |

XXIII.

The rocks, waves, ramparts, Europe’s, Asia’s coast,s
All throng'd | one theatre for kingly warl ,
A monarth girt with his Barbaric host,
Points o'er the beach his flashing scymetar |
Dark tribes are t(;ssing javelins from afar,
Hands waving banners o’er each battlement,
Decks, with their serried guns, array’d to bar
The promis'd aid; but hark! a shout is sent
Up from the noble barks |—the Mdilem line is rent |
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XXIV.

On, on thro’ rushing flame, angl arrowy shower,
The welcome prows have cleft their rapid way,
And, with the shadows of the vesper-hour,
-Furl'd their white sails, and anchor'd is the bay.
Then were the streets with song and torch-fire gay,
Then the Greek wines flow’d mantling in'the light
Of festal halls ;—and there was joy —the ray
Of dying eyes, a moment wildly bright,

The sunset of the soul, ere lost to mortal ;ight!

XXV.

For, vain that feeble succour ! Day by day

Th’ imperial towers are crumbling, and the swecp

Of the vast engines, in their ceaseless play,.
Comes powerful, as when Heaven unbinds the deep !
—Man’s heart is mightier than the castled steep,
- Yet will it sink when earthly hope is fled ;
Man’s thoughts work darkly in such hours, and sleep
Flies far; and in #heir mien, the walls who tread,
Things, by the brase untold, may fearfully be read |
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XXVI.

It was a sad and solemn task to hold

Their midiﬁght-waich on that beleaguer’d wall I'
As the sea-wave beneath the bastions 1I'oll‘d,

A sound of fate was in its rise and fall !

The heavy clouds were as‘an empire’s pall,

. The giant-shadows of each tower and fane

Lay like the grave’s; a low mysterious call
Breathed in the wind, and from the tented plain

A voice of omens rose, with each wild martial strain.

XXVIL

For they might catch the Arab charger’s neighing,
The Thracian drun, the Tartar’s drowsy soné;
Might akmost hear the soldan’s banner swaying,

The watch-word mutter'd in some eastern tongue.
Then flash’d the gun’s terrific light along

The marble streets, all stillness—not repose ;

And boding thoughts came o'er them, dtrk and strong ;
For heaven, earth, air, speak auguries to those
Who see their number'd hours fast ipressing to the close.

- b el N b

o |

~
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XXVIIL

But strength is from the nﬁg.hégst! There is'one
Sull in the breach, and on the rampart seen,
‘Whose check shows paler with each morning sun,
And tells, in silence, how the nigh't hath been,
In k}ngly halls, a vigil: yet serene,

The ray set deep within his thoughtful eye,
Angd there is that in his collected mien,

To*which the hearts of noble men reply,
With fires, partaking not this frame’s mortality !

XXIX.

Yes! call it not of lofty minds the fate,

To pass o’er earth in brightncss: but alone;

High power was made their birthright, to create

A thousand thoughts responsive to their own )

A thousand echoes of their spirit’s tone

Start into life, where'er their path may be,

Still following fast ; as when the wind hath blown

O’er Indian groves7, a wanderer wild and free,
Kindling and bearing flames afar from tree to tree !

C
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XXX,
. " H
And'it is thus with thee | thy lot is cast ¢
-On evil days, thon Ceesar! yet the few ,On
That set their generous bosoms to the-blast - .Of
Which rocks thy throna—the featless and the true, " To
Bear hearts wherein thy glance can still renew . ze(
The free devotion of the years gone by, I -
When from bright dreams th’ ascendant’ Roman drew N
. . Th
Enduring strength !—states vanish—ages fly—
) : . And
But leave one task unchanged—to suffer and to die!
XXXIL
v
These are our nature’s heritage.  But thou, . M?
The crown’d with tmpire! thou wert call'd to share wi
. : A
A cup more bitter. On thy fever'd brow Am
The semblance of that buoyant hope to wear, - T:
‘Which long had pass’d away; alone to bear M"
"The rush and pressure of dark thoughts, that came Wl:
As a strong billow in their weight of care; Li '
. . . . \n
And, with all this, to gmile! for earth-born frame, “Wher

These are stern conflicts, yet thoy pass, unknown to

fame !
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XXXI11.
n
Her glance is on the triumph, off the ficld,

On the red scaffold ; and where'er, in sight
Of human eyes, the human soul is steeld

- To deeds that seem as of imntortal [;]igllt:'
Yet are proud nature’s! But her meteor-light

Can pierce no depths, no clouds; it falls not where,

In silence, and in secret, and in night,

rew . .
The noble heart doth wrestle with despair,

And rise more strong than death from its unwitness'd

prayer.

XXXIIL,

Men have been firm in battle: they have stood
With a prevailing hope on ravaged plains,
And won the birthright of their hearths with blood,
And died rejoicing, midst their ancient fanes, .
That so their children, undefiled with chains,
Might worship there in peace. But they that stand

ne When ;xot a beacon o’er the wave remains,

Link'd but to perish with & ruin’d land,
Where Freedom dies With them——call these a martyr-

B to band | c?2
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XXXIV.

But the world heed’ them not.. or if, perchance,
* Upon their strife-it bend a careless eye,
It is but as the Roman’s stoic glance
Fell on thit sta‘ge where man’s last agony
V(’as made }zis sport, who, knowing one must die,
Reck’d not wkich champion; but prepared the strain,
And bound the bloody wreath of victory, .
To greet the éonqueror; while, with calm disdain,
The vanquish’d propdly met the doom h& met in vain.

s XXXYV.

The hour of Fate comes on! and it is fraught

With £kis of Liberty, that now the need

Is past to veil the brow of anxiaus thought,

And clothe the heart, which still heneath must bleed,

With Hope’s fair-seeming drapery. We are freed

From tasks like these by Miserys one alone’

Is left the brave, and rest shall be thy meed,

Prince, watcher, wearied one! when thou hast shown
How hrief the cloudy space which parts the grave and

throne !
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XXXVI

The signs are full. They are ;‘(})t in the sky,*
Nor in the many voices of the air- .
Nor the swift ¢louds. No {'iery hosts on high
Toss their wild spears; no meteor-bannérs glare,
No comet fiercely shakes its blazing hair, . )
And yet the signs are full : too truly seen

In the thinn’d ramparts, in the pale despair
Which lends one language to a people’s mien,

“

And in the ruin’d heaps where walls and towers have been !

XXXVIL
[

* Itis a night of beauty ; such a night ,
. As, from the sparry grot or laufel.shade,
Or wave in marbled cavern rippling brighty
d Might woo the nymphs of Grecian fount and glade -
' To sport beneath its moonbeams, which pervade
Their forest-haunts: a night, to rove alone,* ‘
Where the young leaves by vernal winds are sway'd,
on And the reeds whisper, with & dreamy tone

i Of melody, that seeu®s to breathe from worlds unknown.
an
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- XXXVIL

‘A night, to call fmt;a green Elysium’s bowers
-The shades of eldc; bards; a night, to hold
Unseen communion with th’ inspiring powers
That madetdeep groves their dwelling-place of old ;
A ilight, for mourners, o’er the hallowd mou]d,
. To strew sweet flowers; for revellers to ﬁll
And wreath the cup; for sorrows to be io]d,
Which love hath cherish’d long ;—vain thoughts ! be.
still |
—Tt s a night of fate, stamp'd with Almighty Will

XXXIX.

It sheuld come swéeping in the storm, and rending
The ancient summiis in its dread career !
And with vast billows, wrathfully contending,

And with dark*clouds; o'ershadowing every sphere !
" —But He, whose footstep shakes the earth with fear,

Passing to lay the sovereign sities low,

Alike in His omnipotence is near,

When the soft winds o'er spring’s green pathwayblow,
And when His thunders cleave the monarch-monntain’s

brow,
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" XL.

The heavens-in still magniﬁcenee: look ;lown
On the hush’d Bosphorus, whose ncean-stream
Sleeps, with its paler stars:- the siiowy crown
Of far Olympus8, i the moonlight-gleam

Towers radiantly, as when the Pagan’s dream

Throng’d it with gods, and bent th’ adoring knee !

~But that is past—and now the One Supreme
Fills not ulone ¢hose haunts ; but earth, air, sea,

And Time, which presses on, to finish his decree.

XLI.

Olympl.ls, Ida, Delphi! ye, the thranes
And temples of a visionary migiit,

Brooding in clouds above your forest-zones,

23

And mantling thence the realms beneath with night;
1)

Ye have look'd down on battles! Fear, and Flight,

And arm'd Revenge, all hurrying past below !
But there is yet a more appalling sight
For earth prepared, than ere, with tranquil brow,

Ye gazed on from.yeur world of solitude and snow !
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XLIL

. Last night a sound \%as in the Moslem camp,
And Asia’s hills re-echoed to a cry
pf savage mirth |-=Wild horn, and war-steeds’ tramp,
Blent with the shbut of parbarotis revelry,
Thc clash of desert-spears ! Last night the sky
A hue of menace and of wrath put on,
Caught from red watch-fires, blazing far and high,
All;l countless, as the ﬂames,. in ages go.ne,
Streaming to hecaven’s bright queen from shadowy Le-

banon!

XLIIL.

But all is stillness now. May this be slecp )

Which wraps those tastern thousands ? Yes, perchance
Along yon moonlight shore and dark-blue deep,
Bright are their visions with the Houri’s glance,

And they behiold the sparkling fountains dance
Beneath the bowers of paradise, that shed

Rich odours oer the faithful; but the lance,

The bow, the spear, now round the slumberers spread,

Ere Fate fulfil such dreams, must r’st beside the dead.
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XLIV.

May this be sleep, this hush ?.M»;A sleepless eye
Doth hold its vigil midst that dusky race!
One that would scan th’ ab;fss‘ of destiny,

E'en now is gazing on the slies, to trace,

- In those bright worlds, the burning isles of space,
Fate’s mystic pathway: they the while, serene,
‘Walk in their beauty ; but Mohammmed’s face
Kindles beneath their aspect9, and his mien,*

.All fired with stormy joy, by that soft light is seen.

XLV.

Oh ! wild presumption of a conqueror’s dream,

To gaze on those pure altar-fires, enshrined
In depths of blue infinitude, and deem

They shine to guide the spoiler of mankind
O'er fields of blood !—But with the restless mind.
It hath been evex, thus! and they that weep

For worlds to conquer, o'er the bounds assign'd
To human search, in daring pride would sweep,

As o'er the trampled® dust wherein they soon must sleep.
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. XLVL
But ye! that béam’dLon.Fate’s tremendous night,
When the storm bu(r'st o'er golden Babylon, -
And ye, that sparkled with your wonted light
O’ex: burning; Saléin, by the Roman won ;
And ye, that calmly viewed the slaughter done
In Rome’s own streets, when Alaric’s trumpet-blast
Rung through the Capitol ; bright spheres! roll on4
S¢ill bright, though empires fall ; and bid man cast ~

" His humbled eyes to earth, and commune with the past.

XLVII

For it hath mighty lessons ¢ from the tomb,

And from the ruins of the tomb, and where,

Midst theé wreck'd cities in the desert’s gloom,

All tameless creatures make their savage lair,
Thence comes its voice, that shakes the midnight air,
And calls up clouds to dim the laughing day,
"And thrills the soul ;—yet bids us not despair,

But make one rock our shelter and our stay,

Beneath whose shade all else is passihg to decay !
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XLVIIL

The hours move on, Iseea a:vavering gleam

O’er the hush’d waters tre,muloq:lsly fall,

Pour'd from the Cwsars’ palace: now the beam

Of many lamps is brightening in the hall,

And from its long arcades and pillars tall

Soft graceful shadows undulating lie

On the wave’s heaving bosom, and recall

A though'? of Vénice, with her moonlight sky,
Anq festal seas and domes, and fairy pageantry.

XLIX.

But from that dwelling floats no mirthful sound !
The swell of flute and Grecian yre no more,
Woafting an atmosphere of music round, -
Tells the bush’'d seaman, gliding past the shore, |
How monarchs revel there !—1Its feasts are o'er—
Why gleam the lights along its colonnade ?
~—I’see a train of guests in silence pour
Through its long avenues of terraced shade,
Whose stately fountnand bowers for joy alone were made!
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L'

In silence, and in ar(x;':s !—Wit}:helmfwidl sword—
These are no marriage-garments '-—Yet ¢’en now
Thy nuptial feast should grace the regal board,
Thy Georgian brde should wreath her lovely brow
With an imperial diadem10!—but thou,

O fated prince! art call'd, and these with thee,

To darker scenes ;' and thou hast learn’d to bow
Thine Eastern sceptre to the dread decree,

And eount it joy enough to perish—being free!

L1

On through long vestibules, with solemn tread,
As men, that in somie time of fear and woe,
Bear datkly to their rest the noble dead, .

O’er whom by day their sorrows may not flow,
The warriors pass: their measured steps are slow,
‘And hollow echoes fill the marble halls,

Whose long-drawn vistas open 4s they go,

In desolate pomp; and from the pi¢tured walls,

Sad seems the light itself, which on their armouir falls!
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LIIL

And they have readid a gorgém;S chamber, bright

With, all we dream of splendoiir ; yet a gloom’

Seems gather'd oler it to the boding §igl)t; .

A shadow that anticipates the tonib ! ,

Still from its fretted roof the lamps illume  *

A purple cnnopy,‘a golden throne;

But it is empty !—Hath the stroke of doom

Fall'n there already >—Where is He, the One,
Born that high seat to fill, supremely and alone

LIII.

Oh! there are times w.hose pressure doth efface
Earth’s vain distinctions !—wlsen the storm beats loud,
When the strong towers are tottering to their base,
And the streets rock,~—who mingle in the crowd ?
—Peasant and chief, the lowly and the proud,

Are in that throng !—Yes, life hath many an hour
Which makes us kindred, by one chast’ning bow'd,

And feeling bit, as from the storm we cower,
What shrinking weakness feels before unbeundgd power !
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LIV.

Yet then that Power,:,whose dw.éllipg. is on high,
Its loftiest marvels (d:)th reveal, and speak,
" In the déep human heart more gloriously,

* Than in the bursting thynder !— Thence the weak,
Thej that seem'd form'd, as flower-stems, but to break
With the first wind, have risen to deeds, whose name
Still calls up thoughts that mantle to the cheek,

And thrill the pulse!— Ay, strength no pangs could
tame

Hath look’d from woman’s eye upon the sword and flame!

Lv.

And this is of such hours t~—That throne is void,
And its lord comes, uncrown’d. Behold him stand,
With a calm brow, where woes have ot destroy'd
The Greek’s heroic beauty, midst his band,
The gather'd virtue of a sinking land,
Alas! how scanty !-—Now is cast aside
Al form of princely state; each noble hand.
Is prest i)y turns in his: for earthly pride
There is 1o room in hearts where earthly hope hath died!
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LVIL

A’ moment’s hpsh—z;il;i then 112; speaks—he spéaks!
But not of hope! that dream li&tl; long gone by:
His words are full of memoiy—as he seeks,
By the strong names of Rome and'Liberty,
Which yet are living powers that fire the eye, °
And rouse the heart of manhood ; and by all
The sad yet grand remembrances that lie
Deep with earth’s buried heroes; to recall

The soul of other years, if but to grace their fall!

LVIL

His words are full of faith 1—And thoughts, more high

Than Rome ere knew, now fill ais glance with light ;

Thoughts which give nobler lessons how to die

Than €'er were di‘mv_r) from Nature’s haughty might ¢

And to that eye, with all the spirit bright,

Have theirs replied in tears, which may not shame

The’bravest in such moments !-"Tis a sight

To make all earthiy splendours cold and tame,,
~~That generous bu-st of soul, with its electric flame!
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LVIIL

They weep—those éllaml;ions of the Cross—they weep,
Yet vow themselyés to death !—Aye, midst that train
* Are martyrs, privileged in tears to steep

Their lofty. sacrifice !-—The pang is vain,

Anid yet its gush of sorrow shall not stain

A warrior’s sword:—Those men are strangers herell—

The homes, they never may behold again,

Lie far away, with all things blest and dear, -
On laughing shores, to which their barks no more shall

steer!

LIX.

12 Know’st thou the land where bloom the orange bowers?
Where through dark foliage gleam the citron’s dyes?
—It is their own. They see their fathers towers,
. Midst its Hesperian groves in sunlight rise:
They meet in soul, the bright Italian eyes,
‘Which long and vainly shall explore the main
For their white sail’s return: the melodies  ?
Of that sweet land are floating o’er their brain—

—Oh! what a crowded world one qgnoment may contain!
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LX.

Such moments eome to thousan.ls I—few may die
Amidst their native shades. The young, the brave,
The beautiful, whose gladdening voice and eye
Made summer in a parent’s heart, and gave

Light t6 their peopled homes; o'er land and wave
Are scatter'd fast and far, as rose-leaves fall

From the descrted stem. They find a grave

Far from the shadow of th’ ancestral hall,

—A lonely bed is theirs, whose smiles were hope to all

LXI

.

But life flows on, and bears us with its tide,
Nor may we, lingering, by the siumbcrers dwell,
Though they were those ohce blooming at cur side
In youth’s gay home ! —Away! what sound’s deep swell
Comes on the wind ?—It is an empire’s knell,
Slow, sad, majestic, pealing through the night!
For ihe last time speaks forth the solemn bell,
Which ealls the Christians to their holiest rite,

' Wlth a funereal voice of solitary might.



34 THE LAST CONSTANTINE.

LXIL
{
Again, and yet agair I—A startling power

In sounds like these lives ever; for they bear,

Full on remembrance, each eventful hour,
Chequering life’s crowded path. They fill the air
When conquerors pass, and fearful cities wear

A mien like joy’s; and when young brides are led
From their paternal.homes; and when the glare
Of burning streets, on midnight’s cloud, waves red,

And when the silent house receives its guest—the dead 13,

LXIII.

But to those tones what thrilling soul was given,
On that last nightl of empire \—As a spell
Whereby the life-blood to its source is driven,
On the chill'd heart of multitudes they fell.
Each cadence secm’d a prophecy, to tell

Of sceptres passing from their line away,

An angel-watcher’s long and sad farewell,

The requiem of a faith’s departing sway,

A throne’s, a nation’s dirge, a wail for earth’s decay.
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LXIV.

Again, and yet again !—from yon high dome,
Still the slow peal comes awfully; and they
Who never more to rest in mortal home,
Shall throw the breastplate o at fall of day,
. Th’ imperial band, in close and arm’d array,
As men that from the sword must part no more,
Take through the inidnight streets their silent way, .
Within their ancient temple to adore,

Ere yet its thousand years of christian pomp are o'er.

LXYV,
It is the hour of sleep: yet few the eyes, .
O’er which forgetfulness her balm hath shed,
In the beleaguer'd city. Stillness lies
With moonlight, oer the hills and waters spread,
But not the less, with signs and sounds of dread,
The time speeds on. No voice is raised to greet
The last brave Constantine; and yet the tread
Of many steps is in the echoing street,
And pressure of pale c;owds, scarce conscious why they

meet.

p 2
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LXVI.

: t

Their homes are lugmry’s yet: why pour they thence

With a dim terror in each restless eye ?

Hath the dread car, which bears the pestilénce,

In darknese, with its heavy wheels, roll'd by,

And rock’d their palaces, as if on high

The whirlwind pass’d ?—From couch and joyous board

Xath the fierce phantom beckon'd them to die?

~—No !—what are these P—for them a cup is pour'd 4~
More dark with wrath;—Man comes—the spoiler and

the sword. .

LXVII.

Still, as the monarch and his chieftains pass

Through those palé throngs, the streaming torchlight |
throws

On some wild form, amidst the living mass,

I.Iues, dcef)\y red, like lava’s, which disclose

What countless shapes are worn by mortal woes !

Lips bloodless, quivering limbs, hands clasp’d ixf prayer,

Starts, tremblings, hurryings, tears ; all outward shows

Betokening inward agonies, were-there :

—Greeks! Romans! all buc such as image brave despair!
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LXVIIL

But high above that scene, in bright repose,

And beauty borrowing from the tcrches’ gleams

A mien of life, yet where no life-blood flows,

But all instinct with loftier being seems,

Pale, grand, colossal ; lo!-th’ embodied dreams '
Of yore !—Gods, heroes, bards, in marble wrought,
Look down, as powers, upon the wild extremes

Of mortal passion I—Yet *twas man that caught,

And in each glorious form enshrined immortal thought !

LXIX.

Stood ye not thus amidst the ;treets of Rome?

That Rome which witness'd, in her sceptred days,

So much of noble death ?~~When shrine and dome,
Midst clouds of incense, rung with choral lays, )
As the long triumph passd, with all its blaze

Of regal spoil, were ye not proudly borne,

O sovereign forms! concentering all the rays

Of the soul’s lightnings ?—did ye not adorn

The pomp which earth s*ood still to gaze on and to mourn?
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LXX.

Hath it been thus 24-Or did ye grace the halls,

Once peopled by the mighty P—Haply there,

In your still grandeur, from the pillar'd walls

Serene ye gmiled on banquets of despair,.

Where hopeless courage wrought itself to dare

The stroke of its deliverance, midst the glow

Of living wreaths, the sighs of perfumed air, .

The sound of lyres, the ﬂower—c;O\vn’d goblet’s flow15;
—Behold again !—high hearts make nobler oﬂ'eﬁngs now!

LXXI.

The stately fane is reach’d—and at its gate

The ‘warriors paude; on life’s tumultuous ‘tide

A stillness falls, while he, whom regal state

Hath mark'd from all, to be more sternly tried

By suffering, speaks :—each ruder voice hath died,
While his implores forgiveness |—¢ If there be

One midst your throngs, my people {—whom irt pride,
Or passion, I have :vrong’d; such pardon, free

As mortals hope from Heaven, acord that mean to me i»
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LXXIL

But all is silence; and a gush of tears ’
Alone replies !—He hath not l;eég of those
\Vilo, :f'ear'd by- many, i)ine in seeret fears
Of all; th’ environ'd but by %laves‘and foes,
"To whom day brings not safety, night repose, *
For they have lheard the voice cry  Sleep no more I”
Of them he hath not been, nor such, as close
Their hearts to misery, till the time is o'er,
When it speaks low and kneels th’ oppressor’s throne

before!

LXXIIIL

1]e hath been loved—but who may trust the love
Of a degcenerate race P—in other mould

Are cast the free and lofty hearts, that prove
Their faith through fiery trials.—Yet behold,
And call him not forsaken !—'fhou'ghts untold
Have lent his aspect calmness, and his tread
Moves firmly. to the shrine.—What pomps unfold
Within its precinets !—Isles and seas have shed

. . . .
"Their gorgeous treasures there, around th’ imperial dead,
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T LXXIV.

"Tis a proud vision--l;that most regal pile

Of ancient days !-Ei'fl‘he lamps are streaming bright
From its rich altar, down each pillar'd aisle,
Whose vistg, fadés in dimness; but the sight

Is lost in splendours, as tlie wavering.light
Developes, on those walls, the thousand dyes

Of the vein'd marbles, which array their height,
And from yon dome!6, the lode-star of all eyes,

Pour such an iris-glow as emulates the skies.
-

LXXV.

But gaze thounot on these; though heaven’s own hues,
In their soft clouds and radiant tracery vie;

Though tints, of sun-born glory, may suffuse

Arch, column, rich mosaic: pass thou by

The stately tombs, where eastern Ceesars lie,

Beneath their trophics; pause not here, for know,

A deeper source of all sublimity

Lives in man’s bosom, than the world can show,

In nature or in art, above, around, below.
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LXXVIL

Turn thou to matk (tho’ tears may dim thy gaze)
The steel-clad group hefore yot altar-stonev;
Heed not, tho gems and geld around it blaze,
Those heads unhelm’d, those kneekng forms alone,
Thus bow’d, look glorlous here. The llght is thrown
Full from the shrine on one, a nation’s lord, ,

« A sufferer | —but his gask shall soon be done— °
E'en now, as Faith’s mysterious cup is pour'd,

See to that noble brow, peace, not of earth, restored !

LXXVII

The rite is 'er.  The band of brethren part,

Once~and but once—to meet on earth again !

Each, in the strength of a collected hcart,.

To dare what man may dare—and know tis vain !

"The rite is o'er: and thou, majestic fane!

The glory is departed from thy brow !

Be clothed with dust!—the Christian’s farewell strain

Hath died within fhy walls ; thy Cross must bow;
Thy kingly tombs be spoil'd; thy'golden shrines laid low !
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LXXVIIL

The streets grow stiél and lonely—and the star,
The last bright liggoerer in the path of morn,
Gleams faint ; and in the very lap of war,

) As if young Hope with Twilight's ray were born,
Avwhile the city sleeps:—her throngs, o’erworn
With fears and watchings, to their homes retire;
Nor is the balmy air of dayspring torn
With battle-sounds17; the winds in sighs expire,

And Quiet broods in mists, that veil the sunbeam’s fire,

LXXIX.

The city sleeps | —aye! on the combat’s eve,

And by the scaffolds brink, and midst the swell

Of angry seas, hath Nature won reprieve

Thu;, from her cares. The brave have slumber'd well,
And €'en the fearful, in their dungeon-cell,

Chain'd betwgen Life and Death [-—Such rest be thine,
For conflicts wait thee still | —Yet who can tell

In that brief hour, how much of Ileaven may shine

Full on thy spirit’s dream ?—Sleep, weary Constantine !
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LXXX.

Dqth the blast rise ?—the clouded East is red,
Asifa storm were gathering ; ’ar}sd I hear

What seems like heavy raia-drops, or the tread,
The soft and smother'd step, of those that fear
Surprise from ambush’d foes. Hark! yet morz near
It comes, a many-ton’d and mingled sound;

A rustling, as of winds where boughs are scar,
A rolling, as of wheels that shake the ground

From far; a heavy rush, like seas that burst their bound!

LXXXI.

'Wake, wake! They come from sea and shore ascending
In hosts your ramparts | Arm,ye for the day !
‘Who now may sleep amidst the thunders rending,
Thro’ tower and wall, a path for their array ?
Hark | bow the trumpet checrs them to the prey,
With its wild voice, to which the seas reply !
A.d the earth rocks beneath their engine’s sway,
And the far hills repeat their battle-cry,

Till that fierce tumult scems to shake the vaulted sky |
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LXXXII:

They fail not now, th:'e generous band, that long

| Have rang’d their 'sv:r(‘)'rds around a falling throne;
Still in those fearless men the walls are strong,
Hearts, such’ as rescue empires, are t!’lCil‘ own !
—Shall these high energies be vainly shown?
No! from their towers th’ invading tide is driven
Back, like the Red-sea waves, when God had blown
‘With his stl:ong winds 18 | —the dark-brow’d ranks are

riven—

Shout, warriors of the crossl—for victory is of Heaven!

LXXXIIIL

Stand firm |-—Again the crescent host is rushing,
And the waves foam,.as on the galleys sweep,
With all their fires and darts, tho’ blood is gu'shing
* Fast o’er their sides, as rivers to the deep.
Stand firm !—there yet is hope—th’ ascent is stecp,
And from on high no shaft descends in vain;
—But those that fall swell up the mangled heap,
In the red moat, the dying and the slain,

And o'cr that fearful bridge th’ assailants moynt again |



"THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 145

LXXXIV.

Oh! the dread mingling, in that awful hour,

Of all terrific sounds l—the saw"age tone

Of the wild horn, the cannon’s peal, the shower

Of hissing darts, the crash of walls’o'erthrown,

The deep dull tambour’s beat l—man’s voice alone

Is there unhcard!  Ye may not catch the cry

Of trampled thousands—-prhyer, and shriek, and moan,
All drown’d, as that fierce hurricane sweeps by,

But swell the unheeded sum earth pays for victory !

LXXXV.

War-clouds have wrapt the city !—thro’ their dun

O’erloaded canopy, at times a biaze,

As of an angry storm-presaging sun,

From the Greek fire shoots up19; and lightning rays

Flash, from the shock of sabres, thro’ the haze,

And glancing arrows cleave the dusky air!

—Aye! thisis in the compass of our gaze,—

But fearfu] things, unknown, untold, are there,
WOrkings of Wrath and Death, and Anguish, and

Despair !
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[y

LXXXVI.
b

Woe, shame and woc |—A chief, a warrior flies,

A red-cross champion, bleeding, wild, and pale!

— Oh God! that nafure’s passing agonies,

Thus, o’er the sp'ark which dies not, should prevail |
Yes! rend the arrow from thy shatter’d mail,

And stanch the blood-drops, Genoa’s fallen son 20 |

. Fly swifter yet! the javelins pour as hail !

—But there are tortures which thou eanst not shun,

The spirit is their prey ;—thy pangs are but begun !

LXXXVIL

Oh! happy, in their homes, the noble dead !}

The seal is set on their majestic fame;

Earth has drunk deep the generous blood they shed,
Fate has no power to dim their stainless name!
They may not, in one bitter moment, shame

Long glorious years; from many a lofty stem

Fall graceful flowers, and eagle-hearts grow tame,
And stars drop, fading, from the diadem;

But the bright past is theirs—there ir no change for them !
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LXXXVIIL

Where art thou, Constantine?—-?thre Death is reaping
His sevenfold harvest| Where the stormy light,

Fast as th’ artillery’s thunderbolts are sweeping, -
Throws meteor-bursts o'er battle’s fioox)day-night 7
Where the towers rock and crumble from their height,
As to the earthquake, and the engines ply

Like red Vesuvio; and where human might

Confronts all this, and still brave hearts beat high,

While scymetars ring loud on shivering panoply.

LXXXIX.

Where art thou, Constantine>—YVhere christian blood
Huth bathed the walls in torrents, and in vain |
Where Faith and Valour perish in the flood,
Whose billow.s, rising o’er their bosoms, gain
Dark strength each moment : where the gallant slain
Around the banner of the cross lie strew'd,
Thick as the vine-leaves on the autumnal plain;
Where all, save one high spirit, is subdued,

And through the breath press on th’ o’erwhelming mul-

titude.
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XC.
Now is he battling ;"lidst a host alone,
As the last cedar stems awhile the sway
Of mountain-storms, whose fury hath o'erthrown .
Its forest-brethren in their green array |
And he hath cast his purple robe away,
With its imperial bearings ; that his sword
An iron ransom from the chain may pay,
And win, what haply Fate may yet accord,
A soldier’s death, the all now left an empire's lord |

XCI
Search for him now, where bloodiest lie the files
‘Which once were nien, the faithful and the brave !
Search for him now, where loftiest rise the piles
Of shatter’d helms and shields, which could not save;
And crests and banners, never more to wave
In the free winds of heaven |-—He is of those
O’er whom the host may rush, the tempest rave,
And the steeds trample, and the spearmen close,

Yet wake them not !—so deep their long and last repose |
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XCIIL

.
Woe to the vanquish’d ! thus it hath been still,

Since Time’s first march !—Hark, hark, a people’s ery!
Aye! now the conquerors in the streets fulfl

Their task of wrath | In vain the victimo fly;

Hark! now each piercing tone of agony

“Blends im the city’s shriek |—The lot is cast.

Slaves, 'twas your choice, thus, rather thus, to die,
Than wheré the warrior’s bloed flows warm and fast,

And rous'd and mighty héarts beat proudly to the last I

XCIII

Oh! well doth Freedom battle !—Men have made,
E’en midst their blazing roofs, a hoble stand,
And en the floors, where once their children play’d,
And by the hearths, round which their houschold band
At evening met; aye! struggling hand to hand,
Within the very chambers of their sleep,
There bave they taught the spoilers of the land,
In chainless hearts what fiery strength lies deep,

To guard free homes !—but ye! kneel, tremblers! kneel,

and weep!
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XCIV.

" *Tis eve—the storm: hath died—the valiant rest .
Low on their sh'elds; the day’s fierce work is done,
And blood-stain’d seas and burning towers attest
Its fearfubdeeds. An empire’s race is run !

Sad, midst his glory, looks the parting sun
Upon the captive city. Hark! a swell
(Meet to proélaim barbaric war-ficlds won)
Of fierce triumphal sounds, that wildlystell,
The Soldan comes within the Ceesars® halls to dwell! *

XCV.

Yes! with the peal of cymbal and of gong,

He comes,—the }oslem treads those ancient halls!
But all is stillness there, as Death had long '
Been lord alone within those gorgeous walls.

And half that silence of the grave appals

The conqueror’s heart. Aye, thus with Triumph’s bour,
Still comes the boding whisper, which recalls

A thought of those impervious clouds that low’r

O’er Grandeur’s path, a sense of some far mightier Power!
P . g
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XCV].

. !
“ The owl upon Afrasiab’s towcrs hath sung

Her watch-song, and around th iwperial throne
The spider weaves his web 21 " Still darkly hung
That verse of omen, as a prophet’s tone, s
O’er his flush’d spirit. Years on years have flown
To prove its truth: kings pile their domes in air,
That the coil'd snake may bask on sculptur’d stone,
And nations clear the forest, to prepare

For the wild fox and wolf more stately dwellings there !

XCVIIL

But thou ! that on thy ramparts proudly dying,

As a crown'd leader in such l;oms should Zlie,

Upon thy pyré of shiver'd spears art lying,
'With the heavens oer thee for 2 canopy,

And banners for thy shroud !—No tear, no sigh,
Shall mingle with thy dirge; for thou art now
Beyohd vicissitude! Lo! rear’d on high,

The Crescent blazes, while the Cross must bow;

But where no change jcan reach, there, Constantine, art

thou!
E2
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XLCVIIL.
« After life’s fitful fever thou sleep’st well!”

‘We may not mowrn thee | —Sceptred chiefs, from whom

The earth received her destiny, and fell

Before them trembling—to a sterner doom

Have oft been call'd. For them the dungeon’s gloom,

With its cold starless midnight, hath been made

More fearful darkness, where, as in a tomb,

Without a tomb’s repose, the chain hath weigh’d
Their very soul to dust, with each high power decay’d.

XCIX.

Or in the eye of thousands they have stood,

To meet the stroke of Death—but not like thee!

From bonds and scaffolds hath appeal’d z&eir blood,

But thou didst fall unfetter’d, arm'd, and free,

And kingly, to the last —And if it be,

That, from the viewless world, whose marvels none

Return to tell, a spirit’s eye can see .

The thinks of earth; still may’st thou hail the sun,
Which o'er thy land shdll dawn, when Freedom’s fight

is won !
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C.

And. the hour comes, in storm {—A light is glancing
Far through the forest-god’s Arcadian shades!
~Tis not the moonbeam, trc;mulousiy dancing,
Where lone Alpheus bathes his haunted glades;
A murmur, gathering power, the air pervades,
Round dark Citheeron, and by Delphi’s steep ;
~="Tis not the song and lyre of Grecian maids,
Nor pastoral reed that lulls the vales to sleep,

Nor yet the ruétling pines, nor yet the sounding decp!

CIL.

Arms glitter on the mountains, which, of old,
Awoke to freedom’s first heroic strain,

And by the streams, once crimson as they roll'd
The Persian. helm and standard to the mdin;
And the blue waves of Salamis again

Thrill to the trumpet ; and the tombs reply,
With their ten thousand echoes, from each plain,

Far as Plateea’s, where the mighty le,
Who crown'd so proudly there the bowl of liberty 22!
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CIL

Bright land, with glory mantled o’er by song!
~ Land of the visién-peopled hills and strears,
*And fountains, whose deserted banks along,
S.till the soft air with inspiration teems ;
Land of the graves, whose dwellers shall be themes
To verse for ever ; and of ruin’d shrines,
‘That scarce look desolate beneath such beams,
As bathe in gold thine ancient rocks and pines !

—When shall thy sobs repose in peace beneath their vines?

CIII.

Thow wert not made for bonds, nor.shame, nor feav!
—Do the hoar oaKs and dark-green laurels wave
O’er Mantinea’s earth —~doth Pindus rear

His snows, the sunbcam and the storm to brave P
And is there yet on Marathon a grave?

And doth Eurotas lead his silvery line

By Sparta’s ruins ~—And shall man, a slaw_ve,

Bow'd to the dust, amid such scenes repine?

~—If €'er a soil was mark’d for Freedom’s step—'tis thine!
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CIV.

. Wash from that soil the stains, ;vith battle-showers!
~—Beneath So‘p'hia’s dome the Moslem prays,
The crescent gleams amidst the olive-bowers,
In the Comneni."s23 halls the Tarta. sways:' '
But not for long'!-—-tl:e spirit of those days, '
When the three hl:ndred madf their funcral pile
Of Asia’s dead, is kindling, like the rays
Of thy rejoicing sun, when first his smile

Warms the Parnassian rock, and gilds the Delian isle.

" cv.

If then 'tis given thee t6 arise in might,

Trampling the scourge, and dashing down the chain,
Pure be thy triumphs, as thy name is bright !

The cross of victory should not know a stain!

So may that faith once more supremely reign,
Through which we lift our spirits from the dust !
And deem not, e’en when virtue dies in vain,

-She dies forsaken ; but repose our trust

On Him whose ways are dark, unscarchable—but just.






NOTES.

Note 1.

While Ismael's bow, &c.

Tue army of Mahomet the Second, at the siege of Con-
stantinople, was thronged with fanatics of all sects and
nations, who were not enrolled amongst the regular troops.
The sultan himself marched upon the city from Adrianople;
but his army must have been principally collected in the
Asiatic provinces, which he had previously visited.

Note 2,
Bring wine, bring odours, &c.
.

Huc vina, et unguenta, et nimium brevis
Flores amcenz ferre jube rose.
Hor, lib. ii..od, 3.
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- Note 3.

From the Sevem Towers, &c.
L ]

The Lastle of the Seven Towers is mentioned in the By-
‘zantine history, as early as the sixth century of the Christian
~.era, as an edifice which.ccntributed materially to the de-
fence of Constantinople ; and it was the principal bulwark
of the.town vn the coast of the Propontis, in the later
periods of the empire. For a description of this building,

® see Pougucville’s Travels.

Note 4.

With its long march of sceptred imagery.

N »

An allusion to the Roman custom of carrying in pro-
cession, at the funerals of their great men, the images of
their ancestors.

Note 5.

The Roman cast kis glittering mail away.

The following was the ceremony of consecration with
which Decius devoted himself in battle. He was ordered
by Valerius, the pontifex maximus, to quit his military
habit, and put on the robe he wore in the senate. Valerius
then covered his head with a veil ; commaunded him to put
forth his hand under his robe to his chin, and, standing
with both feet kipon a javelin, to Tepeat these words: «“ O
Janus, Jupiter, Mars, Romulus, Bellona, and ye Lares and
Novensiles ! All ye heroes who dwell in heaven, and all ye
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gods who rule over us and our enemies, especially ye gods
of hell! I honour you, invoke you, and humbly entreat you
to prosper the arms of the Romans; and to transfer all fear
and terror froms them to their enenies ; and I do, for the
safety of the Roman people, and their legions, devote my-
self, and with myself the army 2nd auxiliaries of the enemy,
to the infernal gods, and the goddess of the earth.” De-
cius then, girding his robe around him, mourted his horse,
and rode- full speed into the thickest of the enemy’'s bat-
talions, The Latins were, for a while, thunderstruck ate
this spectacle ; but at length' recovering themselves, they
discharged a shower of darts, under which the consul fell,

Note 6.

See Gibbon's animated description of the arrival of five
Christian ships, with men and provisions, for the succour of
the besieged, not many days before the fall of Constan-
tinople.— Declinc and Fall of the Roman Empire, vol. xii.
p. 215.

Note 7.

As when the wind hath blown
O'er Indian groves, &c.

The summits of the lofty rocks in the Carnatic, particu-
larly about the Ghauts, are sometimes covered” with the
bambod tree, which grows in thick clumps, and is of such
uncommon aridity, that in the sultry season of the year the
friction occasioned by & strong dry wind will literally pro-
duce sparks of fire, v hich frequently setting the woods in
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a blaze, exhibit to the spectator stationed in a vailey sur-
rounded by rocks, a nmagnificent, though imperfect circle
of fire.—Notes to Kinde.sley's Specimens of Hindoo Litera-
ture, “

* Nate 8.
—_— The snowy crown
Of far Olympus, &c.

Those who steer their westward course through the
_middle of the Propontis may at once descry the high lands
of Thrace and Bithyniz, and never lose sight of the lofty
summit of Mount Olympus, covered with eternal snows.—
‘Decline and Fall, &c. vol. iii. p. 8.

Note 9.

Mohammed's  Sface
Kindles beneath their aspect, &c.

Mahomet II. was greatly addicted to the study of astro-
logy. His calculations in this science led him to fix upon
the morning of the 29th of May as the fortunate hour for
a general attack npon the city.

Note 10.
Thy Georgian bride, &c.

Constantine Palaologus was betrothed to a Georgian
princess ; and the very spring which rvitnessed the fall of
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Constantivople had been fised' upon as the time for con-'
veyins the imperjul bride to that city.

Note 11. 7'

Those men are simmge;& Itere :

-

Many of the adherents of Constantme, in his ldst uoble

stand for the libertics, or ratlier the honour, of.a fullmg-

empu'e, were foreigners and chiefly Italians.

Note 12.
Know'st thou the land; &c.

This and the next line are an almost literal translation

from a beautiful song of Goéthe’s :
Kennst du das land, wo die zitronen blithn,

. Mit dunkéln laub die gold oratigen gliilin? &c.

' Note 13. ~
The idea expressed inthis stenza is beautifully amplified
in Schiller’s poem ¢ Das Lied der Glocke.” .
[ ]
Note 14.
Hath the fierce phantom, §c.

It is snid to be'a Greek superstition that the plague is
announced by the hezvy rolling of an invisible chariot, heard
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in the streets at midnight; and also by the appearance of
a gigantic spectre, who summons the devoted person by
name.

Note 15.

" Ye smiled on 6"anquets of despair,

Many.' instances of such banquets, given and shared by
persons sesolved upon death, might be adduced from an-
cient history. That of Vibius Virius, at Capua, is amongst
the most memorable, )

Note 16,
Yon dome, the lode-star of all eyes.

For a minute description of the marbles, jaspers, and por-
phyries, employed in the construction of St. Sophia, see
The Decline end Fall, &c., vol. vii. p. 120.

* Note 17,

Nor is the bglmy air of dayspring torn
With battle-sounds, &ec.

~ The assault of the city took- place at day-break, and the
Turks were strictly enjoined to advance in silence, #hich
had also been commanded, on pain of death, during the
preceding night. This circurostance is finely alluded to by
Miss Baillie, in her tragedy of Constantine Palologus:
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« Silent shall.be the march : nor drum, nor trump,
Nor clash of arms, shall to the watchful foe
Our near approach betray : silent and soft,
.As the pard’s velvet foot on Lybia's sands,
Slow stealing with crouch’d shoulders on her prey.”
' Consiantine Pal@ologus, Act iv.

¢ The march and labour of thousands™ must, however, as
Gibbon observes, * have inevitably produced a strange con-
fusion of discordant clamours, which reached the ears of
the watchmen on the towers.”

Note 18.
The dark-brow'd ranks are riven.

-% After a conflict of two hours, the Greeks still main-
tained and preserved their advantage,” says Gibbon. The
strenuous exertions of the janizaries first turned the fortune
of the day.

Note 19.

From the Greek fire shoots up, &c.

« A circumstance that distinguishes the siege of Con-
stantinople is the re-union of the ancient and modern
artilery. The bullet and the battering-ram were directed
against the same wall ; nor had the discovery of gunpowder
superseded the use of the liquid and unextinguishable fire.”

. =Decline and Fall &c., vol. xii. p. 213,
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Note 20. -
And stanch the b}ood-drops, Genoa's fallen son!

¢ The immediate lnss of Constantinople may be ascribed
to the bullet, or ar.ow, which pierced the gauntlet of John
Justiniani (a Genoese chief). The gight of his blood, and
exquisite pain, appalled the courage of the chicf, whose
arms and counsels were the firmest rampart of the city.”—
Decline and Fall, &c., vol. xii. p. 229.

*Nofe 21.

The ow! upon Afrasiab’s towers hath sung
Her watch-song, §c.

. Mahomet II., on entering, after his victory, the palace
of the Byzantine emperors, was strongly impressed with
the silence and desolation which reigned within its pre-
cincts. “ A melancholy reflection on the vicissitudes of
human greatness forced itself on his mind, and he repeated
an elegant distich of Persian poetry : ¢ The spider bas wove
his web in the imperial palace, and the owl hath sung
her watch-song on the towers of Afrasiab.’”—Decline and
Fall, &c., vol. xii: p. 240.

Note 22.
The Bowl of Liberty—

One of the ceremonies by which the battle of Platza
was annually commemorated was, to crown with wine a
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cup calleds the Bowl of Liberty, which was afterwards
poured forth in libation.

Note 23, .

In the Comneni's hallsm

¢

The Comueni were amongst the most distinguished of
the families who filled the Byzantine throne in the declining
years of the castern empire, .
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“MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

ELYSIUM.

¢ In the Blysium of the ancients, we find none but heroes and porsons
who had cither been fortunate or distinguishicd on carth; the childreti, and,
. apparently the slaves and lower dasses, that is to sny; Poverty, Misfortune, .

and Inno!:encc, wcre banished to the infernal rcglhut ”
' Cnmmunmun, Génie du C'hmtiauwmc

o
Farr wert thou, in the dreams

Of elder time, thou land of glotieus flowers, .

And sumn.ler-winds, and low-ten'd silvery streams,

Dim with the shadows of thy laurel-bowers!
Where, as they pass'd, bright hours

Left no faint sense of parting; such as clings

To earthly love, and joy in loveliest -tl)‘;n‘gs!

2
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’ Fair wert thou, with the light
On thy blue hills and rleep} waters cast,
From purple skies ne’cr deepening into night,
Yet soft, as if each moment, were their last
) ‘of glory, fadmg fast
Along the mountans!—but thy golden day -

*Was not as those that warn us of decay

And ever, through ihy shades,
A swell of deep Eolian sound went by,
From fountain-voices in their secret glades,
And low reed-whispers, making sweet reply
To summer’s breezy sigh!
And young leaves trembling to the wind’s light breath,
Which ne’er had touch’d them with a hue of death?

And the transparent sky
Rung as a dome, all thrilling to the strain
Of harps that, midst the woods, made harmony
Solemn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain
With dreams and yearnings vain,
And dim remembrances, that still draw birth
From the bewih.lering music of the earth.
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And who, with silent tread,
Mov'd o'er the plains of waving Asphodel-?
Who, of the hosts, the night-o’erpeopling dead,
Amidst the shadowy amaranth-bowers might dwell,
And listen to the swell- )
Of those majestic hymn-notes, and inkale
The spirit wandering in th’ immortal gale ?

They of the s‘word, whose praise,
With the bright wine at nations’ feasts, went round !
They of the lyre, whose uni’orgotten lays
On the morn’s wing had sent their mighty sound,

And in all régions found
Their echoes midst the mountains !—.—and become

In man’s deep heart, as voices of his home !

They of the daring though,t.'
Daring and powerful, yet to dust allied ;
Whose flight thro’ stars, and seas, and depths had sought
The soul’s far birth-place—but without a guide!
Sages and seers, who died, .
And left the world their high mysterious dreams,
Born midst the olive-woods, by Grecian streams.
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But thoey, of whose abode
Midst her green valleys earth Yetain’d no trace,
Save a flower springing from their burial-sod,
A shade of sadniess on some kindred face, -
- A voiq and silent place

In some sweet hon.e ;—thou hadst no wreaths for these,

Thou sunny land! with all thy deathless trees! -

The peasant, at his door
Might sink to die, when vintage-feasts were spread,
And songs on every wind t—From thy bright share
No lovelicr vision floated round his head,

Thou wert for nobler dead!
He heard the bounding steps which round him fell,
And sigh'd to bid t}:e festal sun farewell !

The slave, whose very tears
Were a forbidden luxury; and whose breast
Shut up the avoes and burning thoughts of ycars,
As in the ashes of an urn compress'd ;

—He might not be thy guest !
No gentle breathings from thy distant sky

Came o'er kis path, and whisper’d ¢ Liberty 1”
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Calin, ;)n its leaf-strewn bier,
Unlike a gift of nature to decay, , *
"Too rose-like still, too beautiful, tag dear,
*The'child at rest beforeits mother lay;
E'en so to pass away,' '
Widh its bright smile |—Elysium ! what wert #hou,
To her, who wept o’er that young slumberer’s brow+

Thou hadst no home, green land!
For the fair creature from her bosom gone,
With lifes first flowers just opening in her hand,
And all the lovely thoughts and dreams uriknown,
Which in its clear eye shone
Like the spring’s wakening !—But that light was past—
~Where went the dew-drop, swept before the blast ?”

Not where thy soft winds plily;d,
Not where thy waters lay in gldssy sleep !
Fade, with thy bowers, thou land of visions, fade!

From thee no voice came o’er the gloomy deep,
And bade man-cease to weep!

Fade, with the amaranth-plain, the myrtle-grove,

Which could not yield one hope to sorrowing love
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..* * "For the most lov'd are they,
.2 Of whem Fame speaks not with her clarion-voice
Mn regd‘hqlls t—ithe shades o’erllang their way,
The vale, with its:c‘e.ep' fountains, is their choice, '
T And gentle hearts Yejoice :
Around their steps !—till silently they die,
"As a-stream shrinks from summer’s burning eye.
. And the world knows not then,
Not then, nor ever, what pure thoughts are-fled !’
Yet these are they, that on the souls of men
Come back, when night. her folding veil hath spread,
The long-remember’d dead! 4
But not with thee might aught save Glory. dwell—
" —Fade, fade away, theu shere of Asphedel!
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)

THE STORM OF DELPHI*

Far through the Delphian shades

An Eastern trumpet rung!
And the startled eagle rush’d on high,
With a sounding flight through thie fiery sky,
And banners, o%er the shadowy glades,

To the-sweeping winds were flung.

Banners, with deep-red gold,

All waving, as a flame,
And a fitful glance from the bright spear-head
On the dim wood-paths of the mounfain shed,
And a peal of Asia’s war-notes told

That in arms the Persian-came.

* See the account cidd from Herodotus, in Mitford’s (Freece.
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He came, with starry gems

On his quiver ind his crest;
With starry gems, vt whose heart the day
Of the cloudless orient burning lay,
And they cast a gleam on the laurel-stems,

As onward' his thousands press'd.

But a gloom fell o'er their way, ’
" And a heavy moan went By!
A moan, yet not like the wind’s low swell,
When its voice grows wild amidst cave and dell,
But 2 mortal murmur of dismay,

Or & warrior’s dying sigh!

A gloom fell o'er their way!

"T'was not the shadow cast
By the dark- pine-boughs, as they cross'd the biue
Of the Grecian heavens with their solemn hue;
—The air was fill'd with a mightier sway,

—But on the spearmen pass’d!
And hollow, to their tread,
Came the echoes of the ground,
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"And banners droop’d, as with dews o’er.bonie,
And the wailing blast of the bat de-horn -
. Had an alter’d caderice! dull and dead,
Of strange foreboding sour;d. o

~—But they blew a louder straii,

When the steep defiles were pass’d'l
And afar the crown'd Pamassus.rose,
To shine thro’ heaven with his radiant snows,

And in golden light the Delphian fane
Before them stood at last!

In golden light it stood,

Midst the laurels gleaming lone,
For-the Sun-God yet, with a lovely smile,
O’er its graceful pillars look’d a.w‘hile,

Tho’ the stormy shade on cliff and wood

Grew ('iéep, round its mountain-throne,

And the Persians gave a shout!
JBut the marble-walls replied,
With a clash of steel, and a sullen roar

Like heavy wheels on the ocean-shore, .
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Anda savaée trumpet’s note peal'd out,
Till their heasts for terror died !

On the armour of the God,

Then a viewless hand was laid ;
There weye heim and spear, with a clanging din,
And corslef brought from the shrine within,
From the inmost shrine of the dread abode,

And before its front array;d.

And a sudden silence fell

Thro’ the dim and loaded air!
On the wild bird’s wing, and the myrtle-spray,
And the very founts, in their silvery way,
With a weight of sleep came down the spell,

Till man grew breathless there.

.
But the pause ws broken soon !
"T'was not by song or lyre;
For the Delphian maids had left their bowers,
And the hearths were lone in the city’s towers,
But there burst a sound thro’ the misty noon,
That battle-ncon of fire !
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. Tt burst from earth and heaven !
It roll'd from crag and clcad!
- For a moment of the mountain- blast,
- With a thousand stormy voices pass'd,
And the purple gloom of the sky was riven,
When the thunder peal'd aloud.

And the lightnings in their play
Flash'd forth, like javelins thrown ;

Like sun-darts wing'd from the silver bow,
They smote the speZn- and the turban’d brow,
And the bright gems flew from the crests like spray,

And the bauners were struck down |

And the massy oak-boughs crash’d
To the fire-bolts from on high, .
And the forest lent its billowy r:)n.r,
While the glorious tempest onward bore,
And lit the streams, as they foam'd and dash'd,

With the fierce rain sweeping by.

<+

Then rush’d the Delphian men
On the paleand scatter'd host ;
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Like the joyous burst of a flashing wave,

They rush’d from tke dim Corycian cave,

And the singing blact o'er wood and glen-
Roll'd on, with the spears they toss'd,

There were cries of wild dismay,
¢ There were shouts of warrior-glee,
There were savage sounds of the témpest’s mirth,
That shook the realm of their eaglebirth;
But the mount of song, when they died away,

Still rose, with its temple, free !

And the Pean swell'd ere long,

Io Paan! from the fane
Io Pxan! for the war-array,
On the crowp’d Parnassus riven that day! .
~Thou shalt rise as free, thou mount of song !

With thy bounding streams again. o



THE BOWL OF LIBERTY. 81

II1.

THE BOWL OF LIBERTY™*

‘Berore the fiery sun,
The sun that looks on Greece with cloudless eye,

Ip the free air, and on the war-field won, *
Our fathers crown'd the Bowl of Liberty.

Amidst the tombs they stood,
The tombs of heroes! with the solemn skies,
And the wide plain around, where patriot-blood

Had steep’d the soil in hues of sacrifice.

They call'd the glorious dead,
In the strong faith which brings the viewless nigh,
And pourd rich odours o'er their battle-bed,
And bade them to the rite of Liberty.

* This and the following piecc appeared originally in the New Monthly
M"Sﬂine.



82 GREEK SONGS.

They calld them from the shades,
"The golden frulted\shades, where minstrels tell
How softer light tk’ 1mmorml clime pervades,
And music floats o'er meads of Asphodel.

Then fast the bright-red wine *
Flow'd to their names who taught the world to die,
And made the land’s green turf a living shrine,
Meet for the wreath and Bowl of Liberty.

.So the rejoicing earth
Took from her vines again the blood she gavé,
And richer flowers to deck the tomb drew birth
From the free soil, thus hallow’d to the brave.

We have the battle-fields,
The tombs, the names, the blue majestic sky,
We have the founts the purple viniage yields;
—When shall we crown the Bowl of Liberty !

® For an account of this ceremony, anciently performed in com-
memoration of the battle of Platea, see Potter's Antaqmtm of Greece,
vol. i. p. 389,
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IIL

THE VOICE OF SCIO.,

A vorce from Scio’s isle,
A voice t‘)f song, a voice of old,
+ Swept far as cloid or billow roll'd,
" And earth was hush’d the while.

The souls of nations woke !
Where lies the land whose hills among,
"That voice of Victory hath not rung,
As if a trumpet spoke P ’

To sky, and sea, and shere
Of those whose blood, on Ilion’s plain,
Swept from the rivers to the main,

A glorieus tale it bore.
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Still, by our sun-bright deep,
With all th¢ fante that fiery lay
Threw round thezm, in its rushing way,

The soits of battle sieep.

And kings their turf have crown'd !
® And pilgrims o'er the foaming wave
Brought garlands there: so rest the brave,
Who thus their bard have found !

A voice frem Scio’s isle,
A voice as deep hath risen again !
As far shall peal its thrilling strain,

Where'er our sun may smile !

Let not its tones expire!
Such power to waken earth and heaven,
And might and vengeance ne’er was given

To mortal song or lyre !

Know ye not whence it comes ?
~—From ruin'd hearths, from burning fanes,
From kindred blood on yon red plains,

From desolated homes
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"Tis with us through the night!
"Tis on our hills, ’tis in our sky—
~—Hear it, ye heavens! when swords flash high,

O’er the mid-waves of fight '
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IV.
THE SPARTAN'S MARCH®,

¢ The Spartans used not the trumpet in their march into batde, says
Thucy&idté, becagise they wished not to excite the rage of their warriors.
Their charging-step was made to the ¢ Dorian mood of flutes .andlsoﬂ.
recorders.” The valour of a Spartan was too highly tempered to require.
a stunning or rousing impulse, His spirit was like a steed too proud
for the spur.”’~—~CAMPBELL on the Elegiac Poétry of the Greeks.
t

*T'was morn upon the Grecian hills,
‘Where peasants dress’d the vinés,
Sunlight was'on Cithzeron’s rills,
Arcadia’s rocks and-pines.
And brightly, through his reeds and flowers,
"Eurotas wander'd by,
When a sound arose from Sparta’s towers .

Of solemn harmony.

+

» Originally published m the Edinburgh Magazine,
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Was it the hunters’ choral strain

" To the woodland-goddess pour’d?

Did virgin-hands in Pallas’ fane
Strike thé full-sounding chord ?

But helms were glancing on the strexm,
Spears ranged in close array,

And shields flung back a glorious beam
To the morn of a fesrful day!

And the mountain-echoes of the land
Swell'd through the deep-blue sky,
While to soft strains moved forth a band

Of men that moved to die.

They march’d not with the <rumpet’s blast,
Nor bade the horn peal out, ,
And the laurel-groves, as on they pass'd,

Rung with no battle-shout!

* They ask’d no clarion’s voice to fire
Their souls with an impulse high;
But the Dorian reed and the Spartan lyre
-For the sons of liberty !
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And still sweet flutes, their path around,
Sent forth Bolian breath
* They needed fint a sterner sound
To marshal ther for death!

So muved .they calmly to their field,
Thence never to return, '
Save bearing back the Spartan shield,

Or on it proudly borne !
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THE.URN AND SWORD.
TaEY sought for treasures in the tomb,
Where gentler.hands wers. wont to spread
Fresh boughis and,flowers: of purple bloom,
And sunhy ringlets, for the dead #. »
They scatter’d far the greensward-heap,
Where ence those hands the bright winepour'd ;
— What found they in the home of sleep P
—A mouldering urn, a shlver’d sivord'

‘An urn, which held the dust of one
Who died when hearths and shrines were free ;
A sword, whese work was proudly done,

Between our mountains and the sea.

And these are treasures '—undxsmay d,

Still for the suﬂ'eung land we trust,
Wherein the past its fame hath laid, .
. With freedom’s sword, and valour’s dust.

® See Polter’s Grecian Antiquitics, vob . p. 284,
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VI.

THE MYRTLE-BOUGH.

StrLy green, }along our sunny shore
The flowering myrtle waves,

As when its fragrant boughs.of yore
Were offer’d on the graves;

The gr:wes, wherein our mighty men

Had rest, unviolated then,

Still green it waves! as when the hearth
Was sacred through the land ;

And fearless was the banquet’s mirth,
And free the minstrel’s hand;

And guests, with shining myrtle crown’d,

Sent the, wreath’d lyce and wine-cup round.

Still green! as when on holy ground
The tyrant’s blood was pour'd :
~—Forget ye not what ga.rland.s bound
The young deliverer’s sword !
—Though earth may shrowd Harmodius now,
We still have sword and myrtle-bough #



THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA :

A DRAMATIC POEM.

JIndicio ha dado esta no vista hazaiia
Del valor que en los siglos venideros
Tendrin los Hijos de Ia fuerte Espaiia,
Hijos de tal padres herederos.

Halld sola en Numancia todo quanto
Dcbe con justo titulo cantarse,
Y lo que puede dar materia al canto.
Numancia do Cervanies,






ADVERTISEMENT.

THE history of Spain records two instances of the
severe and sélf-devoting herqisrﬁ, which forms the sub-
Ject of the following dramatic poem. The first of these
occurred at the siege of Tarifa, which was defended in
1294 for Sancho, King of Castile, during the rebellion
of his brother, Don Juan, by Guzman, surnamed the
Good ®*. The second is related of Alonso Lopez de
Texeda, who, until his garrison had been utterly dis-
able(i by pestilence, maintained the city of Zamora for
the children of Don Pedro the Cruel, against the forces
of Henrique of Trastamara+.

Impressive as were the circumstances which distin-

guished both these memorable sieges, it appeared to

* Sce Quintana’s ¢ Vidas de Espaiioles celebres,” p. 63.
+ Sec the Preface to Southey’s ¢ Chronicle of the Cid.”
)
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t;h'e author of the following pages- that a- deeper in-

tevest, as well as a stronger colour of natipnality might

be imparted to the sesnes in which ghé has feebly at-

. tempted * to describe;high passions and high actiens ;”
by connecting a religious feeling with tlie patriotism

. and high-migded loyalty which had thus been ;pxo;edﬁ
¢ faithful unte death,” and by surrounding her ideal;
dramatis personse with reco']lectlons derived from, the °
_her.olc legends of Spanish chivalry. ~ She has; for this
reason, employed the agency of imaginary characters,..
and fixed upon « Valencig del,Cid” as the scene ‘to
give them. . 1, ’ .

¢ A local habitation and a name.”

.
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THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA.

SCENE L

Room in a Palace of Valencia.

XIMENA singing to a Lute.

BALLAD.

“ THov hast not been with a festal throng,
At the pouring of the wine ;
Men bear not from the Hall of Song,
A micn so dark as thine [
—There ’s bleod upo‘n thy shield,
There s dust upon thy plume,
—Thou hast brought, from some disastrous ficld,

That brow of wrath and gloom !”

¢ And is there blood upon my shield ?

~—Maiden! it well map be!
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We have sent the streams from our battle-field,
All darken'd to the sea! - )
We have given the founts a stain,
_ Midst their woods of ancient pine; .
And the ground is wet—but not with' rain,
De=p-dyed—Dbut not with wine!

¢ The ground is wet—but not with rain—
We have be;:n in war array,
And the noblest blood of Christian Spain
Hath bathed her soil to-day.
I have seen the strong man die,
And the stripling meet his fate,
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by,
In the Roncesvalles® Strait. '

¢ In the gloomy Roncesvalles’ Strait
There are helms and lances cleft ;
And they that moved at morn elate
On a bed of heath are left |
There ’s many a fair young face,
Which the war steed hath gone O’er;
At many a board there is kept a placs ¢

For those that gpme no more !”
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¢ Alas! for love, for woman’s breast,
If woe like this must be!
~—Hast thou seen a youth &Zth an eagle crest,
And a white plume waving free?
With his proud quick flashing eye,
" And his mien of knightly state? .
Doth he come from where the swords flash’d high,

In the Roncesvalles’ Strait?”

“ .In the gloomy Roncesvalles’ Strait
I saw and mark’d him well;
For nobly on his steed he sate,
When the pride of manhood fell!
—But it is not youth which turns
From the field of spears again ;

For the boy’s high heart too wildly burns,
Till it rests amidst the slain !”

“ Thou canst not say that ke lies low,
The lovely and the brave !
Nh! none could look on his joyous brow,
And think upon the grave!
Dark, dark perchance the day

Hath been with vatbur's fate,
H2
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But /e is on his homeward way,
"From the Roncesvalles® Strait !”

*
’

¢ There is dust upon his joyous brow,
And o'er his graceful head ;
And the war-horse will not wake him now,
‘ "Tho’ it bruise his greensward bed !
—1TI ha%e seen the stripling die,
"And the strong man meect his fate,
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by,
In the Roncesvalles’ Strait!”

ELmiNa enters.

ELMINA.
Your songs are not as those of other days,
Mine own Ximena !—Where is now the young
And buoyant spirit of the morn, which once
Breath'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke
Joy’s echo from all hearts?

XIMENA.

My mother, this

Is not the free air of our molintain-wilds;
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And these are not-the halls, wherein my voicé
First pour'd these é]addening strains.
. ELMINA.
, Alas! thy heart
- (T see it well) doth sicken for’ the pure )
Free-wandering breezes of the jeyous hills,
Where thy young Prothers, o'er the rock and heath,
Bound in glad boyhood e en as torrent-streams
Leap brightly from the hez«rhts Had we not been
Within these walls tllus suddenly begirt,
Thou sheuldst have track’d ere now, with step as light,
Their wild wood-paths.
XIMENA.
I would not but have shared
These hours of woe and peril, tho' the deep
Anci solemn feelings wakening at their veice,
Claim all the wrought-up spirit 'todbhems,elves,
' And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth hush
All floating whispery seunds, all bird-netes wild
O i’ sumgner-forest, filling earth and heaven
With )its own awful music.——And ’tis well !
Sheuld net a hero’s child be train’d to bear
The trumpet’s blast unstartied, and to leok
In the fix'd face of Death without dismay ?

1=
1y )
T ot)
pA™]
O
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ELMINA,
Woe! woe! that aught so gentle and so young
Should thus be call'd tp stand i* the tempest’s path,
_And bear the token.and the hue of death
On a bright soul so soon! 1 had not shrunk '
. From mine own lot, but thou, my child, shouldst move
As aiight breeze of heaven, thro’ summer-bowers,
And not o’er foaming billows. We are fall’n-
On dark and evil days!
XIMENA.
Aye, days, that wake
All to their tasks !—Youth may not loiter now
In the green walks of spring; and womanhood
Is summon’d unto conflicts, heretofore
The lot of warrior-souls. But we will take
Our toils upon us nobly! Strength is born
In the deep silence of long-suffering hearts ;
Not amidst joy.
) ELMINA.
Hast thou some secret woe
That thus thou speak’st?
XIMENA.
What sorrow should be mine,

Unknown to thee?
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ELMINA.
Alas! the baleful air
Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks
Thro’ the devoted city, like a blight
-Amidst the rose-tints of thy clieek hath fall'n,
And wrought an early withering I—Thou hast cross'd
The paths of Death, and minister'd to those
O’er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye
Hath changed its glancing sunbeam for a still,
Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caught
A wild and high expression, which at times

Fades unto desolate calmness, most unlike
What youth’s bright mien should wear. My gentle child!

I look on thee in fear!
XIMENA,
Thou hast no cause

To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel,
And the deep tambour, and the heavy step

Of armed men, break on our morning dreams ;
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave
Are falling round us, and we deem it much
To give them funeral-rites, and call them blest
If the good sword, in its own.stormy hour,

Hath done its work upon thep, ere disease
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Had chill'd their fiery blood ;—it is no time

For the light mien wherewith, in happier hours,
We trod the woodland mazes, when young leaves
Were whispering in, the gale.~—~My Father comes—
~ Oh! speak of me nomore.” I would not shade

His princely aspect with a thought less high

Than his pro:ui duties claim,

GONZALEZ enfers.

ELMINA,
¢ My noble lord !

Welcome from this day’s toil {—It is the hour
‘Whose shadows, as they deepen, bring repose
Unto all weary men; and wilt not thou
Free thy mail'd bosom from the corslet’s weight,
To rest at fall of eve?

GONZALEZ.

There may be rest
For the tired peasant, when the vesper-bell
Doth send him to his cabip, and beneath
His vine and olive, he may sit at eve,
Woatching his children’s sport: but unto Aim
Who keeps the watch-place pn the mountain-height,
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When Heaven lets loose the storms that chasten realms

~Who speaks of rest?
XIMENA.

My father, shall T fill
-The wine-cup for thy lips, or bring the lute
Whose sounds thou lovest ?
GONZALEZ:

If there be strains of power
To rouse a spirit, which in triumphant scorn
May cast off nature’s fecbleness, and hold
Its proud career unshackled, dashing down
Tears and fond thoughts to earth; give voice to those!

I have need of such, Ximena! we must hear

No melting music now.
XIMENA.

I know all high

Heroic ditties of the elder time,
Sung by the mountain-Christians 1, in the holds

Of th’ everlasting hills, whose snows yet bear
The print of Freedom’s step; and all wild strains
Wherein the dark serranos * teach the rocks

And the pine forests deeply to resound

& ‘¢ Serranos,”” Mountaineery.-
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The praise of later champions.” Wouldst thou hear
The war-song of thine ancestor, the Cid ?
‘ _GONZALEZ.
Aye, speak of him; for in that name is power,
Such as might rescue kingdoms! Speak of him !
We are his childrea! They that can look back
T thtannals ;f their house on such a name,
How should #%ey take dishonour by the hand,
And o'er the threshold of their father’s halls
First Jead her as a guest ?
ELMINA.
Oh, why is this?
How my heart sinks !
GONZALEZ.
It must not fail thee yez,
Daughter of heroes !—thin¢ inheritance
Is strength to meet all conflicts. Thou canst number
In thy long line of glorious ancestry
Men, the bright offering of whose blood hath made
The ground it bathed €’en as an altar, whence
High thoughts shall rise for ever, Bore they nqt,
Midst flame and sword, their witness of the Cross,
With its victorious inspiration girt

As wich a conqueror s robe, till th infidel
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O’erawed, shrank back before them ?—Aye, the earth
Doth call ther martyrs, but zheir agonies

Were of a moment; tortures whose, brief aim

Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope

Lay nought but dust.—And earth doth call them martyrs!
Why, Heaven but claim’d their blood, cheir l,ives, and not
The things which grow as tendrils round their hearts;

No, not their children!
ELMINA.

Mean’st thou P—know’st thou aught ?—

I cannot utter it—My sons ! my sons!
Is it of them 2—Oh! wouldst thou speak of them ?
GONZALEZ.
A mother’s heart divineth but too well!
ELMINA.
Speak, I adjure thee I—I can bear’it all.—

Where are my children ?
GONZALEZ.

In the Moorish camp

Whose lines have girt the city.
XIMENA.
But they live?

—All is not lost, my mother!
ELMIVA.
Say, they live.
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X GONZALEZ.

Elmina, still they live.
ELMINA,
. But captives !—-They
Whom my fond heart had imaged to itself
Bounding from cliff to clifff amidst the wilds
Where the rock-eagle seem’d not more secre
In its rejoicing freedom !—And my boys
Are captives with the Moor |—Oh ! how was this?
GONZALEZ.

Alas! our brave Alphonso, in the pride
Of boyish daring, left our mountain-halls,
With his young brother, eager to behold
The face of noble war. Thence on their way ,

‘Were the rash wanderers captured, o

ELMINA,
"Tis enough.
—And when shall they be ransom’d?
GONZALEZ,
There is ask’d
A ransom far too high.
ELMINA.

What! have we wealth
Which might redeem a mcaparch, and our sons
The while wear fetters >~—Take thou all for them,
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And we will cast our worthless grandeur from us,
As ’twere a cumbrous robe ! —Why, thou art one,
To whose high nature pomp hath ewver been

But as the plumage to a warrior’s };e]n‘a,

Worn or thrown off as lightly. And for me,
Thou knowest not how serenely I could takg
The peasant’s lot upon me, so my heart,

Amidst its deep affections undisturb’d,

May dwell in silence.
XIMENA.

Father! doubt thou not

But we will bind ourselves to poverty,
With glad devotedness, if this, but this,
May win them back.—Distrust us not, my father !

We can bear all things,
GONZALEZ.
Can ye bear disgrace?

’ XIMENA.
We were not born for this,
GONZALEZ.
No, thou sayst well !
Hold to that lofty faith.—My wife, my child |
Hath earth no treasures richer than the gems

Torn from her secret caverns ?2-If by them

109
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Chains may be riven, then lct the captive spring
Rejoicing to the light !—But he, for whom
Freedom and life may'but be worn with shame,
Hath nought to d¢, save fearlessly to fix
His stedfast look on the majestic heavens,
And proudly die f
’ ELMINA.
Gonzalez, 7oko must die?

GoNzALEZ (hurriedly).
They on whose lives a fearful price is set,
But to be paid by treason !—1Is’t enough?
Or must I yet seek words?

ELMINA.
That look saith more !

Thou canst not mean

GONZALEZ.
I do! why dwells there not

Power in a glance to speak it >—They must die!
They—must their names be told—OQOur sons must die
Unless I yield the city!

XIMENA.

Oh! look up!
My mother, sink not thus {~—Until the grave
Shut from our sight its vigtims, there is hope.
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ELMINA (in a low voice).
Whose knell was in the breeze —No, no, not theirs !
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope ?
—And there is hope | —I will not be aubdued—
- I will not hear a whisper of despair !
For Nature is all-powerful, and her breath ,
"Moves like a quickening spirit o’er the depths
Within a father’s heart.—~"Thou too, Gonzalez,
Wilt tell me there is hope !
GONZALEZ (solemnly).
Hope but in Him
Who bade the patriarch lay his fair young son
Bound on the shrine of sacrifice, and when
The bright steel quiver'd in the father’s hand
Just raised to strike, sent forth his awful voice
T'hrough the still clouds, and on the breathless air,
Commanding to withhold |—Earth has no hope,

It rests with Him.
ELMINA,

Tou canst not tell me this!
Thou father of my sons, within whose hands
Doth lie thy children’s fate.

GONZALEZ,
Af there have been
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Men in whose bosoms Nature’s voice hath made
Its accents as the solitary sound
Of an o'erpowering torvent, silencing
Th’ austere and yet divine remonstrances
‘Whisper'd by faith and honour, lift thy hands,
And, to that Heavén, which arms the brave with s.trength,
Pray, that the father of thy sons may ne’er
Be thus found wanting |
ELMINA.
Then their doom is seal'd !
Thou wilt not save thy children?
GONZALEZ.
Hast thou cause,
Wife of my youth! to deem it lies within
The bounds of possible things, that I should link
My name to that word—zraitor 7 —They that sleep
On their proud battle-fields, thy sires and mine,
Died not for this !
.ELMINA,
Oh, cold and hard of heart !
Thou shouldst be born for empire, since thy soul
Thus lightly from all human bonds can free
Its haughty flight |—Men ! men ! too much is yours
Of vantage; ye, that with @ sound, a breath,
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A shadow, thus can fill the desolate space
Of rooted up affections, o'er whose void
Our yearning hearts must wither 1-+So it is,
"Dominion must be won !-—Nay, Icave the not—
-My heart is bursting, and I mus¢ be heard !
Heaven hath given power to mortal agony .
As to the elements in their hour of might
And mastery o’er creation |—Who shall dare
To mock that fearful strength ?-—I must be heard !
Give me my sons!
GONZALEZ.

That they may live to hide
With covering hands th’ indignant flush of shame
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him
They call'd their father !-—Was the oath, whereby,
On th’ altar of my faith, I bound mvself,
With an unswerving spirit to maintain
This free and christian city for my God,
And for my king, a writing traced on sand?
That passionate tears should wash it from the carth,
Or e’en the life-drops of a bleeding heart
Efface it, as a billow sweeps away
The last light vessel’s wake >~—Then never more

Let man's deep vows be trusted ! —though enforced
1
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By all th’ appeals of high remembrances,
And silent claims o’ th’ sepulchres, wherein
His fathers with their stainless glory sleep,
On their good swords! Thinkst thou I feel no pangs?
He that hath given me sons, doth know the heart
Whose treasure she recalls.—Of this no more.
"Tis vain. I tell thee that th’inviolate cross
Still, from our ancient temples, must look up
Through the blue heavens of Spain, though at its foot
I perish, with my race. Thou darest not ask
That I, the son of warriors—men who died
To fix it on that proud supremacy-—
Should tear the sign of our victorious faith,
From its bigh place of sunbeams, for the Moor .
In impious joy to trample !

ELMINA.

Scorn me not

In mine extreme of misery !—Thou art strong—-
Thy heart is not as ming.—My brain grows wild ;
I know not what I ask |—And yet *twere but
Anticipating fate—since it must fall,
That cross must fall at last! There is no power,
No hope within this city of the grave,
To keep s place on hight Her sultry air
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Breathes heavily of deat:h, her warriors sink
Beneath their ancient banners, ere the Moor
Hath bent his bow against them ; for the shaft
Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its nfark,
“Than the arrow of the desert. Ev’n the skies
O’erhang the desolate splendour of her domes
With an ill omen’s aspect, shaping forth,
From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and signs
Foreboding ruin. Man might be withstood,
But who shall cope with famine and disease,’
When leagued with armed foes P—~Where now the aid,
Where the long-promised lances of Castile ?
~We are forsaken, in our utnost need,
By heaven and earth forsaken !

GONZALEZ.

If this be,

(And yet I will not deem it) we must fall
As men that in severe devotedness
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to death,
Through high conviction that their suffering land,

By the-free blood of martyrdom alone,

Shall call deliverance down.
ELMINA,
Oh ! T have stood
12
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Beside thee through the beating storms of life,
With the true heart of unrepining love,
As the poor peasant’s wnate doth cheérily,
In the parch’d vineyard, or the harvest-field,
Bearing her part, sustain with him the heat
And burden of the day ;—But now the hour,
The heavy hour is come, when human strength
Sinks down, a toil-worn pilgrim, in the dust,
Owning that woe is mightier L—Spare me yet
This bitter cup; my husband !—Let not her,.
The mother of the lovely, sit and mourn
In her unpcopled home, a broken stem,
O'er its fall'n roscs dying !
GONZALEZ,
Urge me not,
Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast heen found
Worthy a brave man’s love, oh | urge me not
To guilt, which througlh the midst of blinding tears,
In its own hues thou scest not!—Death may scarce
Bring aught like this!
ELMINA.
All, all thy gentle race,,.
The beawiful beings that around thee grew,

Creatures of sunshine! Wit thou doom them all ?
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~—She too, thy daughter—doth her smile unmark’d
Pass from thee, with its radiance, day by day?
Shadows are gathering round her-2seest tou not ?
The misty dimness of the spoiler’s breath
" Hangs o'er her beauty, and the face which made
The summer of our hearts, now doth but sead,

With every glance, decp bodings through the soul,

Telling of early fate.
GONZALFZ.

I see a change

.

Far nobler on her brow !—She is as one,
Who, at the trumpet’s sudden call, hath risen
From the gay banquet, and in scorn cast down
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute
Of festal hours, for the good spear and heln,
Besceming sterner tasks.—ITer eye hath lost

The beam which laugh’d upon th’ awakening heart,

E’en as morn breaks o'er earth, But far within

Its full dark orb, a light hath sprung, whose source
Lics deeper in the soul.—And let the torch
Which-but illumed the glittering pageant, fade !
+The altar-flame, I’ th’ sanctuary’s recess,

Burns quenchless, being of heaven !—She hath put on

- ¢ :
Courage, and faith,and gencrous constancy,

-y
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Ev’n as a breastplate.—Aye, men look on her,
As she goes forth serenely to her tasks,
Binding the ¥arrior’s' wounds, and bearing fresh
Cool draughts to Tever'd lips; they look on her,
Thus moving in her beautiful array
Of gentle fcrtitu:le, and bless the fair
Majestic vision, and unmurmuring ‘turn
DUnto their heavy toils.
ELMINA.

And seest thou not

In that high faith and strong collectedness,
A fearful inspiration ?—~Tey have cause
To tremble, who behold th’ unearthly light
Of high, and, it may be, prophetic thought, )
Investing youth with grandeur {—From the grave

"It rises, on whose shadowy brink thy child

Waits but a father’s hand to snatch her back

Into the laughing sunshine,~—Kneel with me,

Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice
Than ours doth ask, and will not be denied;
~—His children’s lives! :
XIMENA.
“Alas! this may not be,
Mother !—I cannot. [Exit XIMENA.
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GONZALEZ.
My heroic child !
—A terrible sacrifice thou claim’ss, 0 God!
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts
Nature is strong as death !

ELMINA.
Is’t thus in thine?
Away l—what time is given thee to resolve
On P—what I cannot utter !~—Speak ! thou know’st
Too well what I would say.
GONZALEZ.
Untl—ask not !
The time is bricf.
ELMINA,
Thou saidst—I heard not right—
GONZALEZ,

The time is bricf,
ELMINA.

What! must we burst all ties
Wherewith the thrilling chords of life are twined ;
And, for this task’s fulfilment, can it be
That man, in his cold heartlessness, bath dared

To number and to mete us forth the sands

Of hours, nay, moments ?»—Why, the sentenced wretch,
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He on whose soul there rests a brother’s blood
Pour'd forth in sluu‘iber, is allow’d more time
To wean his turbul'ent'passions from the world
His presence doth pollute | -1t is not thus!
We must have Time to school us.
" GONZALEZ

We have but
"To bow the head in silence, when Heaven’s voice
Calls back the things we love.

ELMINA.

Love ! love !—there are soft smiles and gentle words, .
And there are fuces, skilful to put on
The lodk we trust in—and ’tis mockery all !
—A faithless mist, a desert-vapour, wearing
"The brightness of clear waters, thus to cheat
The thirst that semblance kindled {—There is none,
In all this cold and hollow world, no fount
Of dccep, strong, deathless love, save that within
A mother’s heart.—It is but pride, wherewith
To his fair son the father’s eye doth turn,
Watching his growth. Aye, on the boy he looks,
The bright glad creature springing in his path,
But as the heir of his great name, the young

And stately ‘ree, whose risiifyy strength ere long
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Shall bear his trophies well.—And this is love !

This is man’s love | —~What marvel ?——yox ne’er made
Your breast the pillow of his infagcy,

While to the fulness of your heart’s glad heavings
His fair cheek rose and fell ; and his bright hair
Waved softly to your breath !— ¥ou ne'er kept watch
Beside him, till the last pale star had set,

And morn, all dazzling, as in triumph, breke

On your dim weary eye ; not yours the face

Which, early faded thro’ fond care for him,

Hung o’er his sleep, and, duly as Heaven’s light,
Was there to greet his wakening ! Yo ne'er smooth'd
His couch, ne’er sung him to his rosy rest,

Caught his least whisper, when his voice from yours
Had learn’d soft uttcrance; press'd your lip to his,
YV hen fever parch'd it ; hush’d his wvayward cries,
With patient, vigilant, never-wearied love |

No! these are woman’s tasks |—In these her youth,
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart,

Steal from her all unmark'd I—My boys! my boys!
Hath xain affection borne with all for this?

~—Why were ye given me?

GONZALEZ.
15 there strength in man

)

Thus to endure P—That thou couldst rend, thro® all



122 SIEGE OF VALENCIA,

Its depths of silent agony, the heart
Thy voice of woe dath rend I!
* ELMINA.

- Thy heart |—zhy heart l—Away | it feels not now!
But an hour comes to tame t]ié'm.ighty man

Unto the inf;z.nt's( wenkness; nor shall Heaven
Spare you that bitter chastening !—May ‘youy live
To be alone, when loneliness doth seem

Most heavy to ‘sustain |—For me, my voice

Of prayer and fruitless weeping shall be soon

With all forgotten sounds; my quiet plice ’

Low with my lovely ones, and we shall sleep,

Tho' kings lead armies o’er us, we shall sleep,
Wrapt in earth’s goveririg mantle '—you the while
Shall sit within your vast, forsaken halls,

_And hear the wild and melancholy winds

Moan thro’ their drooping banners, never more

To wave above your race, ' Aye, then call up
Shadows—dim phantoms from ancestral ‘tombs,
But all—all glorious—conquerors, chieftains, kings— -
To people that cold: void !+~ And when the,streng*h
From your right arm hath melted, when the blast
Of the shrill clarion gives your heart no more

A fiery wakening ; if at last you pine

For the glad voices, and the bounding steps,
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Once thro® your home re-echoing, and the clasp
Of twining arms, and all the joyous light
Of cyes that laugh'd with youth, 4nd made your board
A place of sunshine ;—When those days are come,
Then, in your utter desolation, turn
To the cold world, the smiling, faithless werld,
* Which hath swept past you long, and bid it quench
Your soul’s deep thirst with fame ! immortal fame !
Fame to the sick of heart l—a gorgeous robe,
A crown of victory, unto him that dies
I’ th’ burning waste, for water !

GONZALEZ.
This from ¢hee!

Now the last drop of bitterness is pour'd.

Elmina—TI forgive thee! [ Exit Eumina.

Aid me, Heaven! "
From whom alone is power {-~Oh ! thou hast set .
Duties, so stern of aspect, in my path,
They almost, to my startled gaze, assume
The hue of things less hallow’d! Men have sunk
Unblumed beneath such trials —Doth not He
Who made us know the limits of our strength ?
My wife ! my sonst—Away! I must not pause
To give my heart one moment’s mastery thus ¢

. [£zit GonzaLEz.
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Scene—The ‘Aisle of @ Gothic Church.
HERNANDEZ, GARCIAS, and others.

HERNANDEZ. °
The rites are closed. Now, valiant men, depart,
Each fo his place—I may not say, of rest;
Your faithful vigils for your sons may win.
What must not be your own. Ye are as those
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade
They may not sit.  But bless'd be they who toil
For after-days!—All high and holy thoughts
Be with you, warriors, thro® the lingering hours
Of the night-watch ! :

GARCIAS.

. Aye, father! we have need
Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence
Our hearts against despair.  Yet have I been
From youth a son of war. The stars have look'd
.A thousand times upon my couch of heath,

IR 1Y . . b
Spread midst the wild sierras, by some stream
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Whose dark-red waves look’d e'en as tho’ their source
Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins

Of noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest
Roll'd with them to the deep. And i, the years
. Of my long exile and captivity,!

With the fierce Arab, I have watch'd beneath
The still, pale shadow of some lt‘)uely palm,

At midnight, in the desert; while the wind
Swell’d with the lion’s roar, and heavily

The fearfulness and might of solitude

Press'd on my weary heart.

HERNANDEZ (‘thoughtfully ).
Thou little know’st

Of what 1s solitude !—I tell thee, those

For whom—in earth’s remotest nook —howe’er
Divided from their path by chain on chain

Of mighty mountains, and the amplitude

Of rolling seas—there beats one' human heart,

There breathes one being unto whom their name
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound
Heard o'er the din of life! are not alone!

Not on the deep, nor in the wild, alone;

For there is that on earth with which they hold
A brotherhood of soull—Call #im alone,
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‘Who stands shut out from this!-—And let not those
‘Whose homes are bright with sunshine and with love,
Put on the insolence of bhappiness, -
Glorying in that proud lot !—A lonely. hour

Is on its way to each, to all; for Death

Knows no companionship.

. ) GARCIAS.
I have look’d on Death

_In field, and storm, and flood. But. never yet
Hath aught weigh’d down my spirit to a mood

Of sadness, dreaming o'er dark auguries,

Like this, our watch by midnight. Fearful things
Are gathering round . us.. .Death upon the earth,
Omens in Heaven L—The summer.skies put forth
No clear bright stdrs above us, but at times,
Catching some comet’cs fiery hue of wrathy
Marshal their clouds to armies, traversing
Heaven with the rush of . meteor-steeds, the array
of spears and banners, tossing like the pines

Of Pyrenean forests,.when the storm

Doth sweep the mountains.

HERNANDEZ.
«Aye, last night I too

Kept vigil, gazing on the gngry heavens;
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And T beheld the meeting and the shock

Of those wild hosts 1 th’ air, when,:as they closed,

A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles

The thunder’s path, fell o’er them. Then were flung
Thro’ the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth, *
And chariots seem'd to whirl, and steeds to sink,
B.enring down crested warriors. But all this

Was dim and shadowy ;—then swift darkness rush’d
Down on th’ unearthly battle, as the deep

Swept o’er the Egyptian’s armament.—I look’d—
And all that fiery field of plumes and spears

Was blotted from heaven’s face | —I look’d again—
And from the brooding mass of cloud leap’d forth
One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea
Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give
Unto a rocking citadel I—I beheld,

And yet my spirit sunk not.
GARCIAS,

Neither deem
Thatmine hath blench’d.—But these are sights and sounds
To awe the firmest.— Know’st thou what we bear
At midnight from the walls>—Weret but the deep

Barbaric horn, or Moorish tambour’s peal,
Thence might the warrior’s h.art catch impulses,
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Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears
Are pierced by other tones. We hear the knell
For brave men in thei* noon of strength cut down,
‘And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge
Faint swelling thro’ the streets. Then e’en the-aix
Hath strange and fitful murmurs of lament,
As if the viewless watchers of the land
Sighd on its hollow breezes|—To my soul,
The torrent-rush of battle, with its din
Of trampling steeds and ringing panoply,
Were, after these faint sounds of drooping woe,
As the free sky’s gled misic unto him
Who leaves a couch of sickness.

-HERNANDEZ (with solemnity ).

If to plunge

In the mid-waves of combat, as they bear
Chargers and spearmen onwards; and to make
A reckless bosom’s front the buoyant mark
On that wild current, for ten thousand arrows;
If thus to dare were valour’s noblest aim,
Lightly might fame be won !—but there ate things:
Which ask a spirit of more exalted pitch,
And courage temper’d with a holier fire |

Well mayst thou say, that 2hese are fearful times,
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Therefore be firm, be patient !—There is strength,
And a fierce instinct, €'en in common .;;ouls,
To bear up manhood with a storm¥ joy,
When red swords meet in lightning '~But our task
Is more, and nobler !'—We have to endure,
And to keep watch, and to aronse a land, o
And to defend an altar |—Tf we fall, .
So that our blood make but the millionth part
Of Spain’s great ransom, we may count it joy
To die upon her bosom, and beneath
The banner of her faith 1-<~Think but on this,
+ And gird your hearts with silent fortitude,
Suffering, yet hoping all things—Fare ye well.
: GARCIAS.
Father, farewell. [ Exeunt GaRrcias and his followers.

HERNANDEZ.o

-

These men have earthly ties

And bondage on their natures !—To the cause

Of God, and Spain's revenge, they bring but half
_Their energies and hopes. But he whom Heaven
"Hath eall'd to be th’ awakener of a land,

Should have his soul's affections all absorb'd

In that majestic purpose, and press on

To its fulfilment, as a mountaih-born

And mighty stream, with all its vassal-rills
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Sweeps proudly to the ocean, pausing not
To dally with the flowers. )

~ ?  Hark! What quick step
Comes-hurrying through the gloom a¢ this dead hour?

ELMINA enters.

« ° ELMINA.
Are not all hours as one to misery 2—Why
Should ske take note of time, for whom the day
And night have lost their blessed attributes
Of sunshine and repose ?
HERNANDEZ.
I know thy griefs;
But there are trials for the noble heart
Wherein its own deep fountains must supply
All it cat hope of comfort. Pity’s voice
Comes with vain sweetness to th’ unheeding ear
Of anguish, €'en as music heard afar
On the green shore,.by him who perishes
Midst rocks and eddying waters.
’ ELMINA.
Think thou not
I sought thee but for pity. I am come
For that which grief is privileged to demand

With an imperious claim, from all whose form,
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Whose human form, doth seal them unto suffering !
Father! I ask thine aid.
HERNANDEZ.
There is no’aid
For thee or for thy children, but with Him
Whose presence is around us iu the cloud, o

As in the shining and the glorious light.
ELMINA,

There is no aid I—Art thou a man of God ?
Art thou a man of sorrow—(for the world
Doth call thee such) —and hast thou not been taught-
By God and sorrow—nmiighty as they are,
To own the claims of misery ?
HERNANDEZ,
Is there power
With me to save thy sons?—Implore of Heaven !
ELMINA,
Doth not Heaven work its purposes by man ?
I tell thee, thou canst save them |— Art thou not

Gopzalez' counsellor 7—Unto him thy words

Are gen as oracles

HERNANDEZ.
And therefore ?—Speak !
»

The noble daughter of Pelay’s line
K2
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Hath nought to askpunworthy of the name
Which is a nation’s heritage;—Dost thou shrink?
! ELMINA,
Have pity on me, father !-.-I must speak
That, from the thought of which, but yesterda‘y',
I had recoil’d in scorn I—But this is past.’
Oh! we grow humble in our agonies, ]
And to the dust—their birth-place—bow the heads
That wore the crown of glory |—I am weak— )
My chastening is far more than I can bear.
HERNANDEZ.
These are no times for wegkness. On our hills
~The ancient cedars, in their gather'd might,
Are battling with the tempest ; and the flower
Which cannot meet its driving blast must die.
— But thou hast drawn thy nurture from a stem
Unwont to bend or break.—Lift thy proud head,
Daughter of Spain !-—~What wouldst thou with thy lord ?
ELMINA.
Look not upon me thus |—1I have no power .
To tell thee. Take thy keen disdainful eye
Off from my soul I-—What ! am I sunk to this?
I, whose bleod sprung from heroes ! —How my sons
Will scorn'the mothet that would bring disgrace
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"On their majéstic; line !—My sons! my sons!
—Now is all else forgotten {—1I had once
A babe that in the early spring-time lay
Sickening upon my*bosom, till, at last,’
When earth’s young flowers were opening to the sun,
Death sunk on his meek eyglid, and I éeem}d
All sorrow light to mine !—But now the fate
Of all my children seems to brood above me
In the dark thunder-clouds {—Oh! I have power
And voice unfaltering now to speak my prayer
And my last lingering bope, that thou shouldst win
The father to relent, to save his sons!
HERNANDEZ.
By yielding up the city? 1
) ELMINA.

Rather spy
By meeting that which gathers close upon us
Perchance one day the sooner {~Is’t not sa?
Must we not yield at last ?—How long shall man

Array his single breast against disease,

And famine, and the sword ?

HERNANDEZ.
How long ?—While he,

Who shadows forth his power fere gloriously
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In the high deeds and sufferings of the soul,
Than in the ciréling heavens, with all their starsy
Or the far-sounding dcep, doth send abroad
A spirit, which takes affliction for its*mate,
In the good cause, with solemn joy !—How long?
—~And who ort thou, that, in the littleness
Of thine own selfish purpose, would’st set bounds
To the free current of all noble thought
And generous action, bidding its bright waves !
Be stay’d, and flow no further ?—But the Power _
Whose interdict is laid on seas and otbs,
To chain them in from wandering, hath assign’d
No limits unto that which man’s high strength
Shall, through its aid, achfeve!
. ELMINA.
» Oh! there are times,
When «ll that hopeless conrage can achieve
But sheds a mournful beauty o'er the fate
Of those who die in vain.
HERNANDEZ.

Who dies in vain
Upon his country’s war-fields, and within
The shadow of her altars?—Feeble heart !
I tell thee that the voice or noble blood,
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Thus pour'd for faith and freedom, hath a tone

Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf

Of death, shall burst, and make its high appeal

Sound unto earth and heaven ! Aye,o]et the land,

Whose sons, through centuries of woe, have striven,

And petish’d by her temples, sink awhile, |

Borne down in conflict {—But immortal seed

" Deep, by heroic ;;uﬂ'ering, hath been sown

On all her ancient hills; and generous hope

Knows that the soil, in its good time, shall yet

Bring forth a glorious harvest l—Earth receives

Not one red drop, from faithful hearts, in vain.
ELMINA,

Then it must be l—And ye will make those lives,

Those youﬁg bright lives, an offering—to retard

Our doom one day !

HERNANDEZ.
The n;antlo of that day
May wrap thé fate of Spain!
ELMINA.
What led me here ?

Why did I turn to thee in my despair ?

Love hath no ties upon thee; what had I
To hope from thee, thou lome and childless man ®
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Go 'to thy silent home I—there no young voice

Shall bid thee welcome, no light footstep spring -

Forth at the sound of thiné!—What knows thy heart?
' HERISANDEZ. l

Woman! how dar’st thou taunt me with my woes?

' Thy children too shall perish, and I say

It shall be well !--Why tak’st thou thought for them ?

Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life

Unto its dregs, and making night thy time

Of care yet more intense, and casting health,

Unpriz'd, to melt away, i’ th’ bitter cup )
Thou minglest for thysclf P—Why, what hath earth
To pay thee back for ‘this ?—Shall they not live,

(If the sword spare thew now) to prove how soon

All love may be forgotten ?~——Years of thought,

Long faithful watchings, looks of tenderness,

That changed not, though to change be this world’s law ?
Shall they not flush thy check with shame, whose blood
- Marks, €’en like branding iron ?—to thy sick heart
Make death a want, as sleep to weariness?

Doth not all hope end thus ?—or €’en at best,

Will they not leave thee P~—far from thee seck room
For th’ overflowings of their fiery souls, ,

On life’s wide ocean P—Give the bounding ste‘ed,
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Or the wing'd bark to youth, that his free course
May be o'er hills and seas; and weep thou not
In thy forsaken home, for the bright world

Lies all before him, and be sure he wastes

No thought on thee! - 3

. ELMINA.

Not so! it is not so!

(2

Thou dost but torture me !—Ay sons are kind,

And brave, and gentle,
HERNANDEZ.

Qthers too have worn

The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet;

I will be calm, and thou shalt learn how earth,

The fruitful in all agonies, hath woes .
» Which far outweigh thine own.

ELMINA.
It may not be!

Whose grief is like a mother’s f"or her sons ?
HERNANDEZ.
My son lay stretch’d upon his battle-bier,
Ayd there were hands wrung o'er him, which had caught
Their hue from his young blood !

ELMINA.
What talz is this ?
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HERNANDEZ.
Read you no records in this mien, of things
Whose traces oh man’s aspect are not such
As the breeze leaves on water p—Lofty birth,
War, peril, pawer.?—Aflliction’s hand is strong,
If it erase the haughty characters |
They grave so deep {~1 have not always been
That which I am: The name I bore is not
Of those which perish I was once a chief—
A warrior !-—nor as now, & lonely man!
I was a father!
ELMINA.,
_ . Then thy heart can fzel !.
Thou wilt have pity !
HERNANDEZ. .
Should I pity thee?
Thy pons will perish gloriously—their blood———
BLMINA i
Their blood! my ,children’s blood!—~Thou speak’st as
"twere
Of casting down a wine-cup, in the mirth
And wantonness of feasting l—My faiv boys!
~—Man! hast thou been a father ?
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HERNANDEZ. _
Let them die!
Let them die 50w, thy children! #0 thy heart
Shall wear their beautiful image all undimm)d,
Within it, to the last! Nor shalt thou learn
The-bitter lesson, of what worthless dust
Aré frgmed the idols, whose false glory binds
Earth’s fetter on our souls!—Thou think’st it much
To mourn the early dead; but there are tears
Heavy with deeper anguish! We endow
Those whom we love, in our fond passionate blindness,
With power upon our souls, too absolute
To be a mortal's trust! Within their hands
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful,
" As they are strong, that wield it ngt to pierce us!
~—Aye, fear them, fear the loved !—Had I but wept
QO’er my son’s grave, as o'er a babe’s, where tears
Are as spring dew-drops, glittering in the sun,
And brightening the young verdure, 7 might still
Have,loved and trusted !
ELMINA (disdainfully).

But he fell in war!
And hath not glory medicine'in her cup
For the bricf pangs of nature ? .
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HERNANDEZ.4 )
Glory I—Peace,
And listen '—By my side the striplirig grew,
Last of my line.  rear’d him to take joy
I’ th’ blaze of arms, as eagles train their young .’
To look upon the day-king {~—His quick blood
Ev’n to his boyish cheek would mantle up, .
When the heavens rang with trumpets, and his eye
Flash with the spirit of a race whose deeds—
—But this availeth not —Yet hé was brave.
F’ve seen him clear himself a path in fight
As lightning through a forest, and his plume
Waved like a torch, above the battle-storm,
The soldier’s guide, when princely crests had sunk, -
And banners were struck down.-—Around my steps
Floated his fame, like musiec, and I lived
But in the lofty sound. But when my heart
In one frail ark had ventur'd all, when most
He seem’d to stand between my soul and heaven,
~~Then came the thunder-stroke !
ELMINA.
*?Tis ever thus!
And the unquiet and forebo&ing sense
That thus ’twill ever be, dodh link itself
Darkly with all deep love!—He died ?
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HERNANDEZ. .
Not so!

~Death! Death!—Why, earth should be a paradise,

To make that name so fearful l—Had he died,

With his yourig fame about him for a shroud, -

I bad oot learn’d the might of agony, ’ .

To bring proud natures low —No! he-fell off—

~—Why do 1 tell thee this >~—What right hast hou

. To learn how pass’d the glory from my house? -

.Yet listen t—Ie forsook me!—He, that was

As mine own soul, forsook me!. tfaudpled o'er

The ashes of his sires!— Aye, lengued himself

E'en with the infidel, the curse of Spain,

And, for the dark eye of & Moerish maid,

Abjured his faith, his God !—Now, talk of death!
ELMINA,

Oh! I can pity thee—r |
HERNANDEZ.

‘ There’s more to hear.
I braced the corslet o’er my beart’s deep wound,
And gast my troubled spirit on the tide
Of war and high events, whese stormy waves

Might bear it up from sinking ;——
.
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ELMINA. |
And ye met
No more?
'  HERNANDEZ.

- Be still '—We did !—we met orce mare:
God had his own high purpose to fulfil,
Or think’st thou that the sun in his bright heaven
‘Had look'd upan such things?—We inet once more.
—That was an hour to leave its lightning-mark |,
Sear’d upon brain and bosom !—there.had been
Combat on Ebro’s banks, and when ‘the day )
Sank in red| clouds, it faded from 4.field
Still held by Moorish lanees, Night tlosed round,
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow '
Of whose broad wing, ev’n unto death I strove
Long with a turban'd champion; but my sword
Was heavy with God’s vengeance—and prevail'd.
He fell-—my heart exulted—and I stood
In gloomy triumph o’er him— Nature gave
No sign of horror, for *twas Heaven’s decree}
He strove to speak—-but I had done the work
Of wrath too well-yet in his last deep moan
A dreadful something of familiar sound
Came o’er my shuddering sense.~~"The moon look’d forth,
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And T beheld—speak not }—"twas he—my son!

My boy lay dying there! He raised one glance,

And knew me—for he sought witle feeble hand

To cover his glazed eyes. A darker Veil

Sank o’er them soon.—I will not have thy look

Fix'd on me thus !-—Away! '
ELMINA. -~

Thou hast seen thit,

Thou hast dpsie this—and yet thou liv'st ?
HERNANDEZ,

I live!
And know'st thou wherefore >—On my soul there fell
A horror of great darkness, which shut out
Al earth, and heaven, and hope. I cast away
The spear and helm, and made the cloister’s shade
The home of my despair. But a deep voice
Came to me through the gloom, and sent its tones
Far through my bosom’s depths. And I awoke,
Aye, as the mountain cedar doth shake off
Its weight of wintry snow, €'en so I shook
Despopdence from my soul, and knew myself
Seal'd by that blood wherewith my hands were dyed,
And set apart, and fearfully mark’d out
Unto a mighty task !+—To rouse the soul

143
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Of Spain, as from the dead; and to Lift up
The cross, her sign of victory, on the hills, _
Gathering her sons to, battle {-—And my voice
Must be as freedom’s trurcpet on the winds,
From _Ronéesvallés 'té the blue sea-waves -
Where Calpe looks on Afric; till the land
Have £IPd her cup of vengeance ! — Ask me now
To yield the Christian city, that its fanes
May rear the minaret in the face of Heaven!
—But death shall have a bloodiér vintage-feast
Ere that day come!
ELMINA,
I ask thee this no more,

For I am hopeless now.—But yet one boon—
Hear me, by all thy woes 1—Thy voice hath power
Through the wide cit*—here I cannot rest :—
Aid mé to pass the gates!

. BERNANDEZ. :

And wherefore ?
ELMINA. ‘
o Thou,

That wert a father; and art now—alone! I
Canst thow ask ¢ wherefore —Ask the wretch whosé sands

Have not an hour to run, whose failing limbs -
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Have but ene earthly journey to perform,
Why, on his pathway to the ;)]ace of death,
Aye, when the very axe is glistenifig cold
Upon his dizzy sight, his pale, parch'd lip
TImplores a cup of water 7—Why, the stroke
Which trembles o’er him in itself shall l;;'ing,
Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies

" Nature’s last prayer ?—TI tell thee that the thirst
Which burns my spirit up is agony

To be endured no more t—And T must look
Upon my children’s faces, I must hear

Their voices, ere they perish!—But hath Heaven
Decreed that they must perish ?—~Who shall say
If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart

Which prayers and tears may melt ?
AERNANDEZ. ,
»There !—with the Moor!

Let him fill up the measure of his guilt !
—"Tis madness all !'—How wouldst thou pass th*array

Of armed foes ?
ELMINA.

-

Oh! free doth sorrow pass,

Free and unquestion’d, through a suffering world! #
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HERNANDEZ.
" This must not be. Enough of woe is laid
" E'en now, upon thy ford’s heroic soul,
For man to bear, unsinking. Press thou nof
Too heavily th’ o'erburthen’d heart—Away!
Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for strength
Up to Heaven's gate.—Farewell !
[Exit HERNANDEZ
ELMINA.
: Are all men thus?
—Why, wer’t not better tl.ley should fall e’en now
Than live to shut their hearts, in haughty scorn,
Against the sufferer’s pleadings ?~—But no, no!
Wﬁo can be like #his man, that slew his son,
Yet wears his life still proudly, and a soul ;
Untamed upon his hrow ?
(d4fter a pause.)
There s one, whose arms
Have borne my children in their infaney,
And on whose knees they sported, and whose hand
Hath led them oft—a vassal of their sire’s;
And I will seek him: he may lend me aid,
‘When all beside pass on.
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DIRGE HEARD WITHOUT.

Thou to thy rest art goné,
High heart! and what are we‘,
While o’er our heads the storm sweeps on,

That we should mourr for thee? o

Free grave and peaceful bier
To the buried son of Spain!

To those that live, the lance and spear,
And well if not the chain!

Be theirs to weep the dead
As they sit beneath their vines,
Whose flowery land hath borne no tread
Of spoilers o’er its shrines !,
Thou hast thrown off the load
Which we must yet sustain,
And pour our blood where ¢hine hath flow'd,

e Too blest if not in vain'!

We give thee holy rite,
Slow knell, and chaufted strain!

L2
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—For those that fall to-morrow night,
May be left no funeral-train,
Again, when trumpets wake,
We must brace our armour on;

Baut a deeper note #hy sleep must break—

—Thou to thy rest art gone!

Happier in fkis than all,

That, now thy race is run,
Upon thy name no stain may fall,

Thy work hath well been done!

ELMINA.
« Thy work hath well been done I”—so thou mayst rest!
=—There is a solemr. lesson in those words—
But now I may not pause. -
' [Ezit ELMINA,
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Scene—A Street in the City.

»
4

HERNANDEZ, GONZALEZ. ,

HERNANDEZ.

Would they net hear?
GONZALEZ.

. They heatd, as one ghat stands

By the cold grave which. hath but newly closed
- Or his last friend doth heat seme passer=by,

Bid him be comforted !—Their hearts-have died
Within them !—We must perish, not as those
That fall when bastle’s voice doth shake the hills,
And peal through Heaven’s grent argh, but silently,
And with a wasting of the spirit down, v
A quenching, day by day, of some bright spark,

 Which lit us en our teils'—Repreach me not ;
My soul is darken'd with a heavy cloud—

—~~Yet fear not I shall yield!
’ HERNANDEZ.
Breathe not the word,

.

Save in proud scorn !—Each bitter day, o'erpassd
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By slow endurance, is a triumph won  *

For Spain’s red cross. And be of trusting heart!
A few brief hours; ahd those that turn’d away
In cold despondence, shrinking from your voice,
May crowd around their leader, 'and demand
.To be array’d for battle, 'We must watch

For the swift impulse, and await its time,

As the bark waits the ocean’s. You have chosen
To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance,
When they were weary ; they had cast aside ]
Their arms to slumber; or a knell, just then -

" With its deep hollow tone, had made the blood
Creep shuddering through their veins; or they had caught
A glimpse of some new meteor, and shaped forth
Strange omens from its blaze.

GONZALEZ.

N Alas! the cause
Lies deeper in their misery !—I have seen,
In my night’s course through this beleaguer’d city
Things, whose remembrance doth not pass away
As vapours from the mountains.—There were some,
That sat beside their dead, with eyes, wherein
Grief had ta’en place of sight, and shut out all
But 1ts own ghastly object.  To my voice
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Some answer’d with a f.ierce and bitter laugh,
As men whose agonies were made to pass

The bounds of sufferance, by some réckless word,
Dropt from the light of spirit.—Other$ lay—
—Why should I tell thee, father! how despair
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down
Unto the very dust ?—And yet for this,

Fear not that I embrace my doom—Oh God!
That ’twere my doom alone !'—with less of fix'd
‘And solemn fortitude.—Lead on, prepare

The holiest rites of faith, that I by them

Once more may consecrate my sword, my life,

~DBut what are these —1Vho hath not dearer lives

T'wined with his own 7—I shall be lonely soon—
Childlesst—Heaven wills it so.  Let us begone.
Perchance before the shrine my hez%rt may beat

With a less troubled motion.

151

[Zzewnt GonzaLEz and HERNANDEZ,



152 SIEGE OF VALENCIA.

Scene—d Tent in the Moori.s-h' Camp.

ABDULLAH, ALPHONSO, CARLOS.

ABDULLAH,
These are bold words: but hast thou look’d on death,
Fair stripling ?—On thy cheek and sunny brow
Scarce fifteen summers of their laughing course
Have left light traces. If thy shaft hath pierced
The ibex of the mountains, if thy step '
Hath climb’d some eagle’s nest, and thou hast made
His nest thy spoil, 'tis much !—And fear’st thou not
The Jeader of the mighty ?
' ALPHONSO.
I have been
Rear’d amongst fearless men, and midst the rocks
And the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought
And won their battles. There are glorious tales
Told of their deeds, and I have learn’d them all.
How should I fear thee, Moor?
ABDULLAH.
So, thou hast seen

Fields, where the combat’s roar hath died away
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Into the whispering breeze, and where wild flowers
Bloom o'er forgo.tten graves !—But know'st thou aught
Of those, where sword from crossimg'sword strikes fire,
And leaders are borne down, qnd‘rushing steeds
Trample the life from out the mighty hearts
That ruled the storm so late >—Speak not of death,
Till thou hast look’d on such.
ALPHONSO,

I was not born
A shepherd’s son, to dwell with pipe and erook,
And peasant-men, amidst the lowly vales;
Instead of ringing clarions, and bright spears,
And crested knights!—1I am of prinecly race,
And, if my father would have heard my buit,
I tell thee, infidel! that long ere now,
I should have seen how lances megt; and swords

Do the ficld’s work. ,
ABDULLAH.

Boy! know’st thou there are sights
A thousand times more fearful ?—Men may die
Full proudly, when the skics and mountains ring
To battle-horn and techir *.;-—But not all

So pass away in glory. There are those,
1
® Tccbir, the war-cry of the Moors and Arabs.
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Midst the dead silence of pale multitudes,
Led forth in fetters—dost thou mark me, boy ?
To take their last look of th’ all gladdening sun,
And bow, perchance, the stately head of youth,
Unto the death of shame!—Hadst thou seen this—
ALPHONSO (f0 CARLOS).
Sweet brother, God is with us—fear thou not!
We have had heroes for our sires—this man
Should not behold us tremble.
ABDULLAH.
There are means
To tame the loftiest naturcs. Yet again,
I ask thee, wilt thou, from beneath the walls,
Sue to thy sire for life; or wouldst thou die,
With this, thy brother?
ALPHONSO. .
Moslem! on the hills,
Around my father’s castle, I have heard
The mountain-peasants, as they dress'd the vines,
Or drove the goats, by rock and torrent, home,
Singing their ancient songs; and these were all
Of the Cid Campeador and.how his sword
Tizona3 clear'd its way through turban'd hosts,

And captured Afric’s kingsg and how he won
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Valencia from the Moor4.—1 will not shame
The blood we draw from him!

(d Moorish Sold:cr enters).

" SOLDIER.
. Valencia’s Jord
Sends messengers, my chief.
ABDULLAH.
Conduct them hither.
[The Soldier goes out, and re-enters with ELMINA,
disguised, and an Attendant,
CARLOS (springing forward to the Attendant).
Oh! take me hence, Dicgo; take me hence
With thee, that I may sece my mother’s face
At morning, when I wake. Here dark-brow’d mch
Frown strangely, with their cruc] eyes, upon us.
"Take me with thee, for thon art good and kind,
And well I know, thou lov’st me, my Dicgo!
ABDULLAH,
Peace, boy !—What tidings, Churistian, from thy lord ?
Is e grown humbler, doth he set the lives
Of these fair nurslings at a city’s worth ?
ALPHONSO (rushing forwurd imputicntly).
Say not, he doth!—Yet wlfercfore art thou here?
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If it be so—I could weep burning tears
For very shame !—If this can be, return!
Tell him, of all his wealth, his battle-spoils,
I will but ask a war-horse ar.d a sword,
- . And that be.side him in the mountain-chase,
And in his halls and at his stately feasts,
My piace shall be no more !—but no !—1I wrong,
I wrong my father !'—Moor! believe it not!
He is 4 champion of the cross and Spain,
- Sprung from the Cid ;—and I too, I can die
As a warrior’s high-born child !
ELMINA,
Alas! Alas!
And wouldst thou die, thus early die, fair boy?
‘What hath life done to thee, that thou shouldst cast
Its flower away, in very scorn of heart,
Ere yet the blight be come?
ALPHONSO.
That voice doth sound

ABDULLAH.
Stranger, tvho art thou P—this is mockery ! speak !
ELMINA (throwing off @ mantle and helmet, and em-
brucing her soms).

My boys’ whomn T have rear™d through many hours
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Of silent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts
Untold and ummagined ; let me die

With you, now I bave held yousto my heart,
And seen once more the faces, ir; wliose light
My soul hath lived for years!

CARLOS.
Sweet mother! now

Thou shalt not leave us more.
ABDULLAIL
Enough of this!

15

7

Woman! what seek’st thou here >~—How hast thou dared

To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts ?
ELMINA.

Think’st thou there dwells no courage but in breasts
That sct their mail against the ringing spears,

When hclmets are struck down ?—Thou little hnow’st
Of nature’s marvels !=—Chief! my heart is nerved

To make its way through things which warrior-nien,
—Aye, they that master death by ficld o¢ flood,
Would look on, ere they braved !—1I have no thought,
No sense of fear!—Thou’rt mighty! but a soul
Wound up like mine is mightier, in the power

Of that one feeling, pour'd through all its depths,

Than monarchs with their hests!—Am I not come

To die with these, my children ?
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ABDULLAH. .
) Doth thy faith

Bid thee do this, fond Christian 2—~Hast thou not
The means to save them?

ELMINA.

I have prayers, and tears,

And agonies !—and he—my God—the God
‘Whose hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour
To bow the crested head—hath made these things
Most powerful in & world where all must learn
That one ;ieep language, by the storm call'd forth
From the bruised reeds of earth !—For thee, perchancey
Affliction’s chastening lesson hath not yet
Been laid upon thy heart, and thou' may’st love:
To see the creatures, by its might brought low,
Humbled before thee. . [:She throws herself at his_feet.

Conqueror! T can kneel !
I, that drew birth from princes, bow myself
E'en to thy feet! Call in thy chiefs, thy slaves,
If this will swell thy triumph, to behold
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased !
Do this, but spare my sons! )

ALPHONSO (ultempting to raise her).
4 Thou shouldst not kneel
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Unto this infidelT—Rise, rise, my mother!

This sight doth shame our house!
ABDALLAH
. Thou daring boy!
They that in arms have taught thy father’s land
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty micn

Unto another language.
ELMINA.

Peace, my son!
Have pity on my heart !—Oh, pardon, Chief!
He is of noble .blood -—Hear, hear me yet!
Are there no lives through which the shafts of Heaven
May reach your soul —He that loves aught on earth,
Dares far too much, if he be merciless !
Is it for thoée, whose frail mortality
Must one day strive alone with God and death,
To shut their souls against tl)’ appealing voice
Of nature, in her anguish P—\Varrior! Man!
To you too, aye, and haply with your hosts,
By thousands and ten thousands marshall'd round,
And L your strong armour on, shall come that stroke
Which the lance wards not !—¥Where shall your high heart
Find refuge then, if in the day of might

Woe hath lain prostrate, bleading at your feot,

And you have pitied not ?
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ABDULLAH.
These are vain words.

+ ELMINA,
Have you no children ?—fear you not to bring
The lightning on their heads ?—In your ¢wn land
Doth no fond mother, from the. tents, beneath
Your native palms, loak o'er the deserts out,
To greet your homeward step?—You have not yet
Forgot so utterly her patient love—
—TFor is not woman’s, in all climes; the same ?—
That you should scorn my prayer !-—Oh Heaven! his eye
Doth wear no mercy !

ABDULLAH.

Then it mocks you not,
I have swept o’er the mountains of your land,
Leaving my traces, as the visitings
Of storms, upon them !—Shall I now be stay'd!
Know, unto me it were as l{ght a thing,
In this, my cmirse, to quench your children’s lives,
Asg, journeying through a forest, to break off
The young wild branches that obstruct the way
With their green sprays and leaves.
ELMINA,
. . ¢ Are there such hearts

Amongst thy works, oh God ?
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ABDULLAH.
Kneel not to me.
‘Kneel to your lord! on his resolvés doth hang
His children’s doom. He may be lightly won
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words.
ELMINA (rising indignantly).
Speak not of noble men !—he bears a soul

Stronger than love or death.
ALPHONSO (with exultation).
I knew ’twas thus!

He could not fail !
ELMINA.

There is no mercy, none,
Qn this cold earth !—To strive with such a world,
Hearts should be void of love '—We will go hence,
My children! we are summon’d. \Lay your heads,
In their young radiant beauty, once again
To rest upon this bosom. Ie that dwells
Beyond the clouds which press us darkly round,
Will yet have pity, and before his face
We hree will stand together! Moslem! now
Let the stroke fall at once!

ABDULLAH.
"
"Tis thine own will.

These might e’en yet be spared.

161
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ELMINA.
Thou wilt not spare!
And he beneath whosé eye their childhood grew,
And in whose paths they sported, and whose ear
From their first lisping accents caught the sound
Of that word—Father—onée a name of love—
"Is———Men shall call him stedfast.

ABDULLAH.

Hath the blast
- Of sudden trumpets ne'er at dead of night,
When the land’s watchers fear'd no hostile step,
Startled the slumberers from their dreamy world,
In cities, whose heroic lords have bgen
Stedfast as thine ?
ELMINA.
There’s meaning in thine eye,
More than thy words.
ABDULLAH (pointing to the city).
Look to yon towers and walls!
Think you no hearts within their limits pine,
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared
To burst the feeble links which bind them still

Unto endurance ?
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ELMINA.
Thou hast said too well,

But what of this? 9
' ABDULLAH.

Then there are those, to whom

The Prophet’s armies not as foes would pass

_Yon gates, but as deliverers, Might they not

In some still hour, when weariness takes rest,

Be won to welcome us P—Your children’s steps

May yet bound lightly through their father's halls!
ALPHONSO (indignantly).

Thou treacherous Moor!

ELMINA.
Let me not thus be tried

Beyond all strength, oh Heaven !
" ABDULLAR. »
> Now, ’tis for ¢hee,
Thou Christian mother ! on thy sons to pass
The sentence—life or death {—the price is set

On their young blood, and rests within thy hands.

P ALPHONSO
Mother! thou tremblest!
ABDULLAH.

Hat‘h thy heart resolved ?
M2
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ELMINA (covering her face with her hands).
My boy’s proud eye is on me, and the things
Which rush, in stormy darkness, through my soul,
Shrink from his glance. T cannot answer here;
) ABDULLAH. .
Come forth. 'We’ll commune elsewhere.,
CARLOs (fo his mother).
Wilt thou go?
_Oh! let me follow thee!
' + ELMINA. .
Mine own fair child!
—Now that thine eyes have pour'd once more on mine
The light of their young smile, and thy,sweet voice
*Hath sent its gentle music thiough my soul,
And T have felt the twining of thine arms—
—How shall I leave thee? ’
ABDULLAH.
Leave him, as “twere but
For a brief sluinber, to behold his face
At morning, with the sun’s.
' ALPHONSO.

Thou hast no look

For me, my mother!
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ELMINA. )
Oh! that I-should yve

To say, I dare not look on thee lo—Farewell,

My first born, fare thee well |,
ALPHONSO.
Yet, yet beware!

It were a grief n;ore heavy on thy soul,
That I should blush for thee, than o’er my grave
That thou shouldst proudly weep!

ABDULLAH.
Away! we trifle here. The night wanes fast.
Come forth!

ELMINA.
One more embrace! My sons, farewell !
[Exeunt AspurLan with ELmiNa and
her Qttendant.

ALPLQNSO,

Hear me yet once, my mother !
Art thou gone?

But one word more!
[ He rushes out, followed by CarLos.
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AS!cene-—The Garden of a Palace in Valencia.

XiIMENA, THERESA.

THERESA.
Stay yet awhile. A purer air doth rove
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the limes,
And shaking sweetness from the orange boughs,
Than waits you in the city. )
XIMENA.
There are those
In their last need, and on their bed of death,
At which no hand doth minister but mine
That wait me in the city. Let us hence.
THERESA,
You have been wont to love the music made
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds,
Breathing of citron-groves. And will you turn
From these to scenes of death ?
XIMENA.
To me the voice

Of summer, whispering through young flowers and leaves,
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Novw speaks too deep a language! and of all

Its dreamy and mysterious melodies,

The breathing soul is sadness '—Lhave felt

That summons through my spirit; aftér which
The hues of earth are changed, and all her sounds
Seem fraught with secret warnings.—There is cause
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes
Where Death is busy, taming warrior-hearts,

And pouring winter through the fiery blood,
And fettering the strong arm !~—For now no sigh
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven,

No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf,

But of his angel's silent coming bears

Some token to my soul.—But nought of this

Unto my mother !—These are awful hours!

And on their heavy steps, afflictions crowd

With such dark pressure, there is left no room

For one grief more.

THERESA.
Sweet lady, talk not thus!
Your eye this morn doth wear a calmer light,
There’s more of life in its clear tremulous ray
Than I have mark'd of late. Nay, go not yet;
Rest by this fountain, where e laurels dip
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Their glossy leaves. A fresher gale doth spring
From the transparent waters, dashing round

Their silvery spray, with a sweet voice of coolness, _
O’er the pale glistening. marble. "Twill call up
Faint bloom, if but a'moment’s, to your cheek.

Rest here, ere you go forth, and I will sing

The melody you love.

THERESA Sings.

Why is the Spanish maiden’s grave
So far from her own bright land ?
The sunny flowers that o'er it wave -

Were sown by no kindred hand.

"Tis not the orange-bough that sends
Its breath on the sultry air,
"Tis not the myrtle-stem that bends

To the brecze of evening there!

But the Ro:;e of ‘Sharon’s eastern bloom
By the silent dwelling fades,

And none but strangers pass the tomb
Which the Palm of Judah shades,
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The lowly Crg;ss, with flowers o'ergrown,
Marks well that place qf rest;
But who hath graved, on its mossy stone,
[

A sword, a helm, a crcst ?

. These are the trophies of g chief,

A lord of the axe and spear!
—Some blossom pluck’d, some faded leaf,

Should grace a maiden’s bier!

Scorn not her tomb—deny not her
The honours of the brave!

Q'er that forsaken scpulchre,
Banner and plume might wave,

She bound the steel, in battle,tried,
Ier fearless heart abqve,
And stood with brave men, side by side,

In the strength and faith of love!

oL hat strength prevail'd—that faith was bless'd !
True was the javelin thrown,
Yet pierced it not her warrior’s breast,

She met it with her own!
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And nobly won, where heroes fell
In arms for the boly shrine, '

A death which sazed what she loved so well,
And a grave in Palestine.

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread
Its breast to the glowing air,
And the Palm of Judah lift its head,

Green and immortal there !

And let yon grey stone, undefaced,
With its trophy mark tie scene,

Telling the pilgrim of the waste,
Where Love and Death have been.

) . XIMENA.
Those notes were wont to make my heart beat quick, ,
As at a voice of victory ; but to-day
"The spirit of the song is changed, and seems
All mournful. Oh! that ere my early grave
Shuts out the sunbeam, I might hear one peal
Of the Castilian trumpet, ringing forth
Beneath my father’s banner ! —In that sound

- Were life to"you, sweet brothers —But for me—-
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Come on—our tasks await us.© They who know,
Their hours are number'd out, have littlé time
To give the vague and slumbelouu languer way,
Which doth steal oer them'i in ﬁhe breath of flowérs,
¢And whisper of soft winds.
. y
Evaina enters hurriedly.
] ELMINA.
This air will calm my spirit, eve yet I meet
His eye, which must be met.—~Thou here, Ximena!
[She starts back on sceing XIMENa,
. XIMENA,
Alas! my mother!,In that hurrying step
And troubled glance I read—
' ELMINA (wildly).
Theu read’st it not!

Why, who would live, if unto, mortal eye
The things lay glaring, which within our hearts
We treasure up for' God's >—Theu vead’st it not!
I sny, thou canst not !—Theie’s not one on earth
Shal know the thoughts, which for themselves have made
And kept dark places in the very breast | .
Whereon he fhath laid his shumber, till the hour

When tlie graves open! 0
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XIMENA,
Mother! what is this?
Alas! your eye is wandering, and your cheek
Flush'd, as with fever! 'To’your ioes the night
Hath brought no rest.
ELMINA.
Rest !~—wlio should rest2—not he
That holds one earthly blessing to his heart
Nearer than life !—No! if this world haye aught
Of bright or precious, let not him who calls
Such things his own, take rest |—Dark spirit;keep watch,
And they to whom fair honour, chivalrous fame,
Were as hicaven’s air, the vital element
Wherein théy breathed, may wake, and find their souls
Made marks for human scorn !—Will they bear on
With life struck down, and thus disrobed of all
Its glorious drapery i—Who shall tell us this?
—Will Ze so bear it ?
XIMENA.
Mother! let us kneel,
And blend our hearts in prayer !—What else is left,
To mortals when the dark hour’s might is on them ?
—Leave us, Theresa.-—Grief like this doth find
Its balm in solitude, ' [ Eait THERESA.
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My mother! peace
Is heaven’s benignant answer to the cry
Of wounded spirits, Wilt thou kilee} with me?
ELMINA.
. Away! ’tis but for s.m.xls ungtain’d to wear
Heaven’s tranquil image on their depths.—The stream
Of my dark thoughts, all broken by the storm,
Reflects but clouds and lightnings !—Didst thou speak
"Of peace P~—'tis fled from earth !~—but there is joy !
Wild, troubled joy !—And who shall know, my child !
It is not happiness —Why, our own hearts
Will kecp the secret close '—Joy, joy! if but
To leave this desolate city, with its dull
Slow knells and dirges, and to breathe again
Th’ untainted mountain-air !—But hush ! the trecs,
The flowers, the waters, must heap nought of this !
They are full of voices, and will whisper things——
—We’ll speak of it no more.
XIMENA. i
Oh! pitying heaven !
Thic grief doth shake her reason'!
ELMINA (starting).
*  Hark! astep!
*Tis—tis thy father’s l—come away-~not Now——

He must not see us now !
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XIMENA.
Why should this be?

w

GoNzaLEz enters, and detains ELmina,

GONZALEZ. .
Elmina, dost thou shun me ?~—Have we not,
E’en from the hopeful and the sunny time
When youth was as a glory round our brows,
Held on through life together ?—And is this,
When eve is gathering round us, with the gloom
Of stormy clouds, a time to part our steps
Upon the darkening wild ?
ELMINA (coldly).
There needs not this.
Why shouldst thou think I shunn'd thee?
t GONZALEZ, -
Should the love
That shone o’er many years, th’ unfading love,
Whose enly change hath been from g]addeniné smiles
To mingling sorrows and sustaining strength,
Thus lightly be forgotten?
ELMINA.
Speak’st thou thus?
—1I have knelt before thee with that very plea,
‘When it avail'd me not !~But there are things
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Whose very breathings on the soul erase

All record of past love, save the chill sense,”

Th’ unquiet memory of its wasted faith,

And vain devotedness l—Aye.! t];ey that fix

Aﬂ'cption 8 perfeet trust on aught of carth,

Have many a dream to start from !

GONZALEZ.
: This is but

The wildness and the bitterness of grief,
Ere yet th’ unsettled heart hath closed its long
Impatient conflicts with a mighticr power,

‘Which makes all conflict vain.
Hark ! was there not

A sound of distant trumpets, far beyond
The Moorish tents, and of another tone
Than th’ Afric horn, Ximena?

XIMFNA.

Oh, my father!

I know that horn too well.—"Tis but the wind,
Which, with a sudden rising, bears its deep
And savage war-note from us, wafting it

O’er the far hills.
GONZALEZ.

9
Alas ! this woe must be:
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I do but shake my spirit from its height .
So startling it with hope !—But the dread hour
Shall be met bravely still. T can keep down
Yet for a little while—and Heaven will ask
No more—the passionate workings of my heart-;
—And thine—Elmina ?
. ELMINA.
*Tis—I am prepared.

I kave prepared for all. .

GONZALEZ

Oh, well I kpew
Thou wouldst not fail me !—Not in vain my soul,
- Upon thy faith and courage, hath built up
Unshaken trust.
' ELMINA (wildly).
Away !—thou know’st me not !

Man dares too far, his rashness would invest
This our mortality with an attribute
Too high and awful, boasting that he knows
One human heart!

GONZALEZ.

These are wild words, but yet

T will not doubt thee !~~Hast thou nat been found
Noble in ali things, pouring thy soul’s light
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Undimm’d o'er every trial >~And, as our fatcs,
So must our names be, undivided !—Thine,

I’ th'record of a warrior’s life, shall find

Its place of stainless honour.—By his side
i ELMINA.
May this be borne P—How much of dgony
Hath the heart réom for ?-—-S.peak to me in wrath—
I can endure it !—But no gentle words!
No words of love! no praise !—Thy sword might slay,
And be more merciful !
GUNZALEZ.
Wherefore art thou thus?
Elmina, my beloved !
ELMINA.
. No more of love!
—Have I not said there’s that witliin my heart,
Whereon it falls as living fire:would f‘allv
Upon an unclosed wound ?
GONZALEZ.
Nay, lift thine eyes
Thas I may read their meaning!
' ELMINA.
Never more

’
With a free soul—What have I said ?~—"twas nought |
N
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Take thou no heed! The words of wretchedness

. Admit not scrutiny, Wouldst thou mark the speech
Of troubled dreams? -

y
GONZALEZ.
I have seen thee in the hour
Of thy deep spirit’s joy, and .when the breath .
Of grief hung chilling round thee; in all change, ,
Bright health and drooping sickness; hope and fear;
Youth and decline; but never yet, Elmina,
Ne'er hath thine eye till now shrunk back perturb'd”
‘With shame or dread, from mine !
ELMINA.
Thy glance doth search
A wounded heart too deeply.
GONZALEZ.
Hast thou there
Aught to conceal ?
. ELMINA.
Who hath not ?
GONZALFZ.
Till this hovr
Thou never hadst l==Yet hear me l—by the free
And unattainted fame which wraps the dust

Of thine heroic fathers—
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ELMINA.
This to me!

~Bring your inspiring war-notes_.:andn your sounds

Of festal music round a dying man !

Will his heart echo them ?/~But if thy words
Were spells, to call up, with each lofty tone,
The grave’s most awful spirits, .they would stand

Powerless, before my anguish !
GONZALEZ.

Then, by her,

Who there looks on thee in the purity

" Of her devoted youth, and o’er whose name

No blight must fall, and whose pale check must nc'er
Burn with that deeper tinge, caught painfully

From the quick feeling of dishonour.—Speak!

Unfold this mystery !~ By thy son3——
ELMINA.
My sons!

And canst thow name them?
GONZALEZ.
Proudly |—Better far

»
They died with all the promise of their youth,
And the fair honour of their hvouse upon them,

Than that with manhood’s high and passionate soul
N2
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To fearful strength unfolded, they should live,
Barr’d from the lists of crested chivalry,
And pining, in the silénce of a woe, .
Which from the heart shuts daylight ;—o'er the shame
Of those who gave them birth !¢+But tkou couldst neer
Forget their lofty claims ¢
ELMINA (wildly).

*Twas but for them !
*T'was for them only !—Who shall dare arraigne
Madness of crime ?—And he who made us, knows,
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives,
Which bear down reason !

GONZALEZ.
Thou, whom I have loved
With such high trust, as o’cr our nature threw
A glory, scarce allow'd ; —what hast thou done?
~——Ximena, go thou hence !
ELMINA.
No, no! my child!
There’s pity in thy look !—All other eyes
Are full of wrath and scorn!—Oh! leave me not !
GONZALEZ.

That I should live tc see thee thus abased!
—Yet speak 7~ What hast thou done?
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ELMINA, .
Look to the gate!
Thou 'rt worn with toil—but take Mo rest to-night !

The western gate! —Its watchers have been won—
“The Christian city hath been bought and sold!

They will admit the Moor !
GONZALEZ.
They have been won !
Brave men and tricd so long !—Whose work was this ?
ELMINA.
_Think’st thou all hearts like thine >—Can mothers stand
" To see their children perish?
GONZALEZ.
Then the guilt

Was thine?

ELMINA. ’
—Shall mortal dare to call it guilt?
I tell thee, Heaven, which made all holy things,
Made nought more holy than the boundless love
Which fills a mother’s heart !—I say, “tis woe
Enoygh, with such an aching tenderness,
To love aught earthly | —and in vain! in vain!

—We are press’d down too sorely!
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GoNzALEZ (in a low desponding voice).
Now my life
Is struck to worthless ushes !—In my soul )
Suspicion hath ta’en root. - The nobleness
Henceforth is blotted from all human brows,
And fearful power, a dark and troublous gift,
Almost bike prophecy, is pour’d upon me,
To read the guilty secrets in each eye
That once look’'d bright with truth !
—Why then I have'gain’;l
‘What men call wisdom |—A new sense, to which
All tales that speak of high fidelity,
And holy courage, and proud honour, tried,
Search’d, and found stedfast, even to martyrdom,
Are food for mockery | —Why should I not cast
From my thinn’d locks the wearing helm at once,
And in the heavy sickness.of my soul
Throw the sword down for ever ?—Is there aught
In all this world of gilded hollowness,
Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things,
Worth striving for again?
XIMENA.

Father! look up!

Turn unto me, thy child !
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GONZALEZ,
Thy face is fair;
And hath been unto me, in other days,
As morniug to the journeyer of the deep;

But now—"tis too like hers!
eLMINA (falling at his feet).
Woe, shame and woe, -

Are on me in their might !—forgive, forgive !
GONZA'LEZ (starting up).

Doth the Moor deem that  have part or share,

Or counscl in this vileness >—Stay me not!

Let go thy hold—'tis powerless on me now—

I linger here, while treason is at work !
’ . [Exit GoNzaLEz.

ELMINA.

Ximena, dost thow scorn me?
XIMLNA.
:
I have found

In mine own heart too much of feebleness,
Hid, beneath many foldings, from all eyes
Buut' His whom nought can blind ; —to dare do aught

But pity thee, dear mother!

ELMINA,
. ’ Blcs.sings light
On thy fair head, my gentle child, for this !

1
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Thou kind and merciful {-—My soul is faint—
‘Worn with long strifel—Is there auglit else to do,
Or suffer, ere we dieP~Oh God! my.sons!
—T have betray’d them -—All their innocent blood
Is on my soul !
XIMENA.

How shall I comfort thee?
—Oh! hark! what sounds come decpening on the wind,
So full of solemn hope! .

(A procession of Nuns passes across the Scene, bearing

relics, and chanting.)

CRANT.

A sword is on the land !
He that bears down young tree and glorious flower,
Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in power!
~—Where is the warrior's hand ?
Our steps are in the shadows of the grave,

Hear us, we perish! Father, hear, and save !

If, in the days of song,
The days of gladness, we have call'd on thee,
When mirthfel voices rang f.om sea to sea,

And joyous hearts were strong ;
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Now, that alike the feeble and the brave
Must cry, « We perish !"—Father! hear, and save!

.

The days of song are fled!
The winds come loaded, wafting dirge-notes by,
But they that linger soon unmourn’d must die;_
—The dead weep not the dead !

~Wilt thou forsake us midst the stormy wave ?
We sink, we perish {—Father, hear, and save !

Helr;let and lance are dust !
Is not the strong man wither'd from our eye?
The arm struck down that held our banners high?
—Thine is our spirit’s trust !
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave !
Do we not perish ?~—Father, hear, gnd save!

IIEB.\ANDE.Z enters,
ELMINA.
Why comest thou, man of vengeance P—What have I
To do with thee ?—Am I not bow'd enough ?

Thou art no mourner’s comforter !

HERNANDEZ.
’ Thy lord
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Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day’s task
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart !
He bids thee seck himnot, but lay thy woes
Before Heaven’s altar, and in penitence
Make thy soul’s peace with God.
ELMINA.

Till this day’s task
Be closed |—there is strange triumph in thine eyes—
Is it that I have fallen from that high place
‘Whereon I stood in fame?-—But I can feel
A wild and bitter pride in thus being past
The power of thy dark glancel—My spirit now
Is wound about by one sole mighty grief;
Thy scorn hath lost its sting.—Thou mayst reproach—

HERNANDEZ.

I come not to reproach thee. Heaven doth work
By many dgencies; and in its hour
There is no insect which the summer breeze
From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may serve
Its deep unsearchable purposes, as well
As the great ocean, or th’ eternal fires,
Pent in earth’s caves !—Thou hast but speeded that,
Which, in th’ infatuate blindness of thy heart, '
Thou v-ouldst have trampléd o'er all holy tics,
But to avert one day !
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ELMINA.
My senses fail—

Thou saidst—speak yet again !~—I could not catch

The meaning of thy words. .
HERNANDEZ.
l;',’eil now thy lord
.Hath sent our foes. defiance. On the walls
He stands in conference with the boastful Moor,
And awful strength is with him. Through the blood
Which this day must be pour'd in sacrifice
Shall Spain be free. On all her olive-hills
Shall men set up the battle-sign of fire,
And round its blaze, at midnight, keep the seuse
Of vengeance wakeful in each other’s hearts
E’en with thy children’s tale!
XIMENA,
Peace, father! peace!
Behold she sinks !—the storni hath done its work

Upon the broken reed. Oh! lend thine aid
To bear her hence. [They lead her away.
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Scene—A Street in Valencia. Several Groups of Citi-
zens and Soldicrs, many of them lying on the Stcps of
a Church. Arms scattered on the Ground around
them,
AN OLD CITIZEN.
_ The air is sultry, as with thunder-clouds.
I left my desolate home, that I might breathe
More frecly in heaven’s fuce, but my heart feels
‘With this hot gloom o’erbulv't’hen’d. I bave now }
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends,
‘Will bring the old man water from the fount,
To moisten his parch’d lip? [4 citizen goes out.
SECOND CITIZEN.
This wasting sicge,
Good Father Lopez, hath gone hard with you!
*T'is sad to hear no voices through the houses
Once peopled with fair sons !
THIRD CITIZEN.

Why, better thus,
Than to be haunted with their famishd cries,

E’en in your very dreams!
OLD CITIZEN.

Heaven’s will be done!
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These are dark times! I have not been alone

In my affliction.
THIRD CITIZEN (with bitterncss).
A

Why, we have but this thouglit

Left for our gloomy comfort ! —And ’tis well !
Aye, let the balance be awhile struck even
Between the noble's palace and the hut,

Where the worn peasant sickens !—They that bear
The humble dead unhonour'd to their homes,
Pass now i’ th’ streets no lordly bridal train,
With its exulting music; and the wretch

Who on the marble steps of some proud hall
Flings himself down to die, in his last nced

And agony of famine, doth behold

No scornful guests, with their long purple robes,
To the banquet sweeping by.  Why, this is just!
These are the days when pomyp is made to feel

Its human mould!
FOURTH CI11ZEN.

Heard you last night the sound

Of Saint Jago’s bell >—How sullenly

From the great tower it peal'd !
FIFTH CITIZEN.
L] .
Aye, and tis sthd
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No mor_tJ;I hand was near when so it seem’d
" To shake the midnight streets.
OLD CITIZEN.
Too well I know
The sound of coming fate !—"T'is ever thus
When Death is on his wey to make it night
In the Cid’s ancient house5.—Oh! there are things
In this strange world of which we have all to learn
When its dark bounds are pass’d.—Yon bell, untouch'd,
(Save by the hands we see not) still doth speak— .
—When of that line some stately head is mark’d,~—
With a wild hollow peal, at dead of night,
Rocking Valencia's towers. I have heard it oft,
Nor known its warning false.
FOURTH CITIZEN.
And will our chief
Buy with the price of his feir children’s blood
A few more da)"s of pining wretchedness
For this forsaken city ?
OLD CITIZEN.
Doubt it not!
—But with that ransom he may purchase still
Deliverance for the land !—And yet ’tis sad

. v, .
To think that such & race, with all ita fame,
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Should pass away!-——Fer she, his daughter: teo;,
Moves upon earth as somé bright thing whese time,
To sojourn there is shert,
" FIFTH omznﬂn.

‘ *Then woe for,us |, -
" When she is gone !—Her voicer—thé very soundy
Of her-soft step was comfort, as she moved,
Through the still house of metining '—Wlo like her

Shall give us hope.again?
OLD GITIZEN,

. Be still {ishe eomes, |

l

And vith a mien how changed !-<-A. hurrying step,;
And a flush'd check I—What may this bode P~Be still!

XMENA enters, with Attendants carrying a Banner.

XIMENA,
Men of Valencia! in an hour like this,
What do ye here? .
A CITIZEN.
We die!

XIMENA,
Brave men die now

‘

Girt for the toil, as m-avellersasudde;nly
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By the dark night o'ertaken on their way !
These days require such death!—It is too much
Of luxury for our wild and angry times,
To fold the mantle round us, and to sink
From life, as flowers that shut up silently,
When the sun’s heat doth scorch them !—Hear ye not?
A CITIZEN.
Lady! what wouldst thou with us?
XIMENA.

Rise and arm !
E’en now the children of your chicf are led

Forth by the Moor to perish !—Shall this be,
Sha'l the high sound of such a name be hush'd,
T’ th’ land to which for ages it hath been
A battle-word, as "twere some passing note
Of shepherd-music P—-Must this work be done,
And ye lie pining here, as men in whom
The pulse which God hath made for noble thought
Can so be thrill'd no longer?
CITIZEN.

*Tis even so!
Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breath’d upon us,
Our hearts beat faint and low.
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XIMENA.

. . Are ye so poor

Of soul, my countrymen! that ye can draw

Strength from no deeper source than that which sends

The. red blood mantling through the joyous veins,

And gives the fleet step wings >—Why, how have age

And sensitive womanhood ere now endured,

Through pangs of searching fire, in some proud causc,

Blessing that agony P—Think ye the Power

Which bore them nobly up, as if to teach

The torturer where eternal Heaven had set

Bounds to his swiy, was earthy, of this carth,

This dull mortality >—~Nay, then look on me!
Death’s touch hath mark’d me, and I stand amongst you,

As one whose place, i’ th’ sunshine of your world,
Shall sgon be left to 611 1-—T say, the breath

Of th’ incense, floating through yon fane, shall scarce
Pass from your path hefore me! But even now,

I have that within me, kindling through the dust,
Which from all time hath made high deeds its voice
And token to the nations ;—Look on me!

Why hath Heaven pour'd forth courage, as a flame
Wasting the womanish heart, which must be still'd

1 . .
Yet sooner for its swift consuming brightness,
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If not to shame your doubt, and your despai;', :
And your soul’s torpor 7—Yet, arise and arm !
Tt may not be too late. -
A CITIZEN. .
“Why, what are we,
To cope with hosts P—Tlus faint, and worn, and few,
O’ernumber'd and forsaken, is’t for us
To stand against the mighty ? .
XIMENA.
And for whom
Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath
From their high places, made the fearfulness,
And ever-wakeful presence of his power,
To the pale startled earth most manifest,
But for the weak 7—Was’t for the helm’d and crown’d
That suns were stay’d at noonday ?~—Stormy seas
As a rill parted P~—DMail'd acchangels sent
To wither up the strength of kings with death?
—I tell you, if these marvels have been done,
"I'was for the wearied and th’ oppress’d of men,
They needed such!'—And generous faith hath power
By her prevailing spirit, e'en yet to work
Deliverances, whose tale shall live with those

Of the great elder time !—Be of good heart!
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Who is forsaken P—He that gives the thought
A placé within his breast !—"T's not for you.
—Know ye this banner ? . i
CITIZENS (murmuring to eack other).
Is she not inspired ?

Doth not Heaven call us by her fervent voice?
XIMENA.

Know ye this banner ?
CITIZENS.
*Tis the Cid’s.
XIMENA.
The Cid's!
Who breathes that name but in th’ exulting tone
Which the heart rings to >—1Vhy, the very wind
As it swells out the noble standard’s fold
Hath a triumphant sound !—The Cid's !—it moved
Even as a sign of victory through the land,
° From the free skies ne'er stooping to a foe!
. OLD CITIZEN.
Can ye still pause, my brethren #—Oh! that youth
Through this worn frame were kindling once again !
XIMENA.
Ye linger still >~—~Upon this very air,

He that was born in happy hour for Spain®
o2
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Pourd forth his conquering spirit!-—"Twas the breeze
From your own mountains which'came down to wave
This banner of his battles, as it droopd

Above the champion’s death-bed. Nor even-then

Its tale of glory closed.—They made no moan

O’er the dead hero, and no dirge was sung7,

But the deep tambour and shrill horn of war

Told when the mighty pass’d {—They wrapt him not
With the pale shroud, but braced the warrior’s form
In “:ar-arruy, and on his barbed steed, |

As for a triumph, rear’d him.; marching forth

In the hush’d midnight from Valencia’s walls,
Beleaguer'd then, as now. All silently

The stately funeral moved :—but who was he

"That followd, charging on the tall white horse, -
And with the solemnn standard, broad and pale,
Waving in sheets of snow-light — And the cross,
The bloody cross, far-blazing from his shicld,

And the ficree meteor-sword >—They fled, they fled !
The kings of Afric, with their countless hosts,

Weré dust in his red path!'—The scimetar

Was shiver'd as a reed !—for in that hour

The warrior-saint that keeps the watch for Spain,

Was arm’d betimes !-—And o’er that fiery field
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The Cid’s high banner stream’d all joyously,

For still its lord was there!
CITIZENS (rising tumultuously).
» Even unto death

Again it shall be follow'd !
XIMENA.

Will he see
The noble stem hewn down, the beacon-light
Which his house for ages o’er the land
Hath shone through cloud and storm, thus quench'd at
once?
Will he not aid his children in the hour
Of this thetr uttermost peril >—Awful power
Is with the hb]y dead, and there are times
When the tomb hath no chain theyscannot burst ?
—Is it a thing forgotten, how he woke
From its decp rest of old, rempembering Spain
In her great danger 7—.\t the night’s mid-watch
How Leon started, when the sound was heard
That shook her dark and hollow-echoing strects,
As ’with the heavy tramp of steel-clad men,
By thousam!s marching through !'—For he had risen!

] . .
The Campeador was on his march azain,
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And in his arms, and follow’d by his hosts
Of shadowy spearmen !—He had left the world
From which we are dimly parted, and gone forth,
And call'd his buried warriors from their sleep,
Gathering them round him to dcliver Spain;
For Afric was upon her !—Morning broke—
Day rush’d through clouds of battle ;—but at eve
Our God had triumph’d, and the rescued land
Sent up a shout of victory from the ficld,
v That rock’d her ancient mountains.
THE CITIZENS.
Arm! to arms!
On to our chief !-—We have strength within us yet
To die with our blood roused !—Now, be the word,
For the Cid’s house!
’ [They begin to arm themselves.
XIMENA.
Ye know his battle-song ?
The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth

To strike down Paynim swords!

(She sings)
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THE CID’s BATTLE SONG.

The Moor is on his way !
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout,
And the horn o'er the blue seas ringing out,
‘He hath marshall’'d his dark array!

Shout through the vine-clad land !
That her sons on all their hills may hear,
And sharpen the point of the red wolf spear,

And the sword for the brave man’s hand!

(T%e CrrizENS join in the song, while they continue

arming themselves).

Banners are in the field !
The chief must rise from his joyous board,

And turn from the feast cre the wine be pour'd,

And take up his father’s shield !

The Moor is on his way!
Let the peasant leave his olive-ground,

And the goats roam wild through the pine-woods round!

~There is nobler work to-day !
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Send forth the trumpet’s call !
Till the bl:idegroom cast the goblet down,,
And the marriage-robe and the flowery crown,
And arm in the banquet-hall !

And stay the funeral-train !
Bid the chanted mass be hush’d awhile,
And the bier laid down in the holy aile,

-And the mourners girt for Spain!

(They take up the banner, and follow XIMENA out,
Their voices are keard gradually dying away
at a distance).

Ere night, must swords be red !
It is not an hour for knells and tears,
But for helmets braced, and serried spears!

To-morrow for the dead !

The Cid is in array!
His steed is barbed, his plume waves high,
His banner is up in the sunny sky,

Now, joy for the Cross to-day!
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Scene—The Walls of the City. The Plain bencath, with
the Moorish Camp and Army.

GoNZALEZ, GARcCIAS, HERNANDEZ,

(4 wild Sound of Moorish Music heard from below).

HERNANDEZ.
What notes are these in their deep mournfulness
So strangely wild ?

GARCIAS,
*Tis the shrill melody

Of the Moor’s ancient death-song. Well I know
The rude barbaric sound ; but, till this hout,
It seem’d not fearful.—Now, .a shugddering c:hill
Comes o'er me with its tones.—Lo ! from yon tent
They lead the noble boys!

HERNANDEZ,

The young, and pure,

And beautiful victims {—"Tis on things like these

We cast our hearts in wild idolatry,
Sowing the winds with hope !—Yet this is well.
Thus brightly crown’d with life's most gorgeous Aowers,
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And all unblemish’d, earth should offer up
Her treasures unto Heaven ! |
GARCIAS (f0 GONZALEZ).
My chief, the Moor
Hath led your child forth.
GONZALEZ (starting).
] Are'my sons there?
I koew they could not perish ; for yon Heaven
Would ne’er behold it t—Where is he that said
I was no more a father P—"They look changed—
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-housei '
Or is’t mine eye sees dimly ?—But their steps
Secm heavy, as with pain.—1I hear the clank—
Oh God ! their limbs are fetter'd!
ABDULLAH (coming forward beneath the walls).
Christian! look
Once more upon thy children. There is yet
One moment for the trembling of the sword ;
Their doom is still with thee.
GONZALEZ.
Why should this man
So mock us with the semblance of our kind ?
—Moor? Moor! thou dost tvo daringly provoke,
In thy Lold cruelty, th’ all-judging One,
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Who visits for such things !—Hast thou no sense

Of thy frail nature ?—"Twill be taught thee yet,

And darkly shall the anguish of my soul,

Darkly and heavily, pour itself on thine,

When'thou shalt cry for mercy from the dust;

And be denied !

ABDULLAH,
Nay, is it not thyself,
That hast no mercy and no love within thee ?
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house;
Speak ! must they live or die?
(GONZALEZ in wviolent emotion).
. Is it Heaven'’s will
To try the duist it kindles for a day,
With infinite agony l—How have I drawn
This chastening on my head !—They bloom’d around me,
And my heart grew too featless in its joy,
Glorying in their bright promise !—If we fall,
Is there no pardon for our feebleness?
(HERNANDEZ, without speaking, holds up a Cross
69‘b7:e him).
ABDULLAH.

Speak !
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GONZALEZ (snatching the Cross, and lz'ﬂing.it up).
Let the earth be shaken through its depths,
i)ut this must triumph! '
ABDULLAH (coldly).
Be it as thou wilt.
—Unsheath the scimetar | [To kis Guards.
GARCIAS (.to GONZALEZ). '
Away, my chief!
This is your place no longer. There are things
No human heart, though battle-proof as yours,
Unmadden'd may sustain,
GONZALEZ.
Be still! I have now
No place on carth but this!
ALPHONSO ( from beneath).
Men! give me way,
That I may speak forth onre before I die!
GARCIAS,
The princely boy !—how gallantly his brow
Wears its high nature il the face of death !
ALPLIONSO.
Father!
'

GONZALEZ,

» My son! my son!—Mine eldest-born!
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ALPHONSO. *
Stay but upon the ramparts!—Fear thou not—
There is good courage in me: oh! my father!
I will not shame thee !—only let me fall
Knowing thine eye looks proudly on thy child,

So shall my heart have strength,
GONZALEZ.
Would, would to God,

That I might die for thee, my noble boy !
Alphonso, my fair son !
' ALPHONSO.
Could I have lived,

I might have been a warrior!—Now, farewell !
But look upon me still t—1I will not blench
When the keen sabre flashes—Mark me well !
Mine eyelids shall nog quiver as it falls,

So thou wilt lovk upon me !
GARCIAS (0 GONZALLZ).

Nay, my lord!
We must begone !-—Thou canst not bear it !
GONZALEZ,
Peace!
~~Who hath told #4ce how much man’s heart can bear?

—Lend me thine arm—my brain whirls fearfull, —
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How thick the shades close round !—my boy! my boy!
Where art thou in this gloom?

[y

GARCIAS,
Let us go hence!
This is a dreadful moment!
GQONZALEZ.
Hush !—what saidst thou?
Now let me look on him !—Dost thou see aught
Through the dull mist which wraps us?
GARCIAS. ]
I behold—
Oh! for a thousand Spaniards to rush down—
GONZALEZ.
Thou seest—My heart stands still to hear thee speak !
—There scems a fearful hush upon the air,
As’t were the dead of night!
GARCIAS.
The hosts have closed
Around the spot in stillness. Through the spears,
Ranged thick and motiohless, I see him not;

]

—DBut now—
. GONZALEZ.
He bade me kecp mine eye upon him,

_And all ;s darkness round me!—Now ¢
4
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GARCIAS.
A sword,

A sword, springs upward, like a lightning burst,
Through the dark serried mass!—Its cold blue glare
Is wavering to and fro—'tis vanish'd—hark !

- GONZALEZ:
I heard it, yes eI heard the dull dead sound
That heavily broke the silence {—Didst thou speak ?

<-I lost thy words—come nearer!
GARCIAS,
"Twas—'tis past!—

The sword fell zhen /
HERNANDEZ (with exultation).

Flow forth thou noble blood !

.Fount of Spain’s ransom and deliverance, flow
Uncheck’d and brightly forth |-—Thou kingly stream !
Blood of our heroes! blood of martyrdom!

Which through so many warrior-hearts hast pour'd
Thy fiery currents, and hast made our hills

Free, by thine own free offering I-—Bathe the land,
But there thou shalt not sink !—Our very air

Shall take thy colouring, and our loaded skies

Oer th' infidel hang dark and ominous,
With battle-hues of thee —And thy deep voice
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Rising above them to the judgni;enb-seat .
Shall call a burst of gather’d vengeance down,
To swecp th’ oppressor from us !—For thy wave
Hath made his guilt run o'er!
GONZALEZ (endeavouring to rouse himself ),
. *Tis all a dream !
There is not one—no hand on earth could harm
That fair boy’s graceful head !-~Why look you thus?
ABDULLAH (poin/ing to CARLOS.)
Christian ! €’en yet thou hast a son!
GONZALEZ.
E'en yet !
CARLOS.
My father! take me from these fearful men!
"Wilt thou not save me, father ? .
GONZALEZ (atte.npting to unsheath his sword).
- Is the strength
From mine arm shiver’d 2—Garcias, follow me!
GARCIAS.
‘Whither, my chief?
GONZALEZ.
Why, we can die as well-
On yonder plain,—aye, a spear’s thrust will do

The little that our misery doth require,
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Sooner than e’en this anguish! Life is best

Thrown from us in such moments.
[Poices heard at a distance.

HERNANDEZ.
Hush ! what strain

Floats on the wind ? \
GARCIAS.
*Tis the Cid’s battle song!

What marvel hath been wrought ?
[Poices approacking heard in chorus.
The Moor is on his way !
With the tambour peal and the tecbir shout,
And the horn o'er the blue seas ringing out,
He hath marshall'd his dark agray !

XIMENA enters, followed by the C'ITIZENS, with the
‘ DBanney,

XIMENA.
Is it too late >—~My father, these are men

Thrqugh life and death prepared to follow thee
Beneath this banner !—Is their zeal too late?
~—Oh! there’s a fearful history on thy brow!

What hast thou seen ?



210 SIEGE OF VALENCIA.

GAROCIAS.
It is not all too late.

XIMENA.
My brothers! ° ’
HERNANDEZ.
"All is well,
(To Garcias.) Hush! wouldst thou chill
That which hath sprung within them, as a flame
From th’ altar-embers mounts in sudden brightness?

1 say, “tis not too late, ye men of Spain!
On to the rescue!

' XIMENA.

Bless me, oh my father!
And I will hence, to aid thee with my prayers,
Sending my spirit with thee through the storm,
Lit up by flashing swords !

GOoNzZALEZ ( falling upon her neck).

Hath aught been spared ?
Am I not all bereft ?—Thou rt left me still!

Mine own, my loveliest one, thou’rt left me still }
Farewell 1 —thy father’s blessing, and thy God’s,
Be with thee, my Ximena!

XIMENA.

Fare thee well!
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If, ere thy steps turn homeward from the field,
The voice is hush'd that still hath welcomed thee,
Think of me in thy victory !
HERNANDEZ.
Peace! no more!
This is no time to melt our naturé down
To a soft stream of tears !—Be of strong heart !

Give me the banner! Swell the song again!

THE CITIZENS.
Ere night, must swords be red !

It 1s not an hour for knells and tears,

But for helmets braced and serried spears!
—To-morrow for the dead !

[ Excunt omnes.
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Scene—Before the Altar of a Church.

ELMINA rises from the steps of the Altar.

ELMINA,
The clouds are fearful that o'erhang thy ways,
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven !—It cannot be
That T have drawn the vials of thy wrath,

. To burst upon me through the lifting up
Of a proud heart, elate in happiness!
No! in my day’s full noon, for me life’s flowers
But wreath’d a cup of trembling; and the love,
The boundless love, my spirit was form'd to bear,
Hath ever, in its placé of silence, been
A trouble and a shadow, tirging thought
With hues too deep for joy !—1I never look’d
On my fair children, in their buoyant mirth,
Or sunny sleep, when all the gentle air
Seem’d glowing with their quiet blessedness,
But o’er my soul there came a shuddering sense
Of earth, and its pale changes; even like that

Which vaguely mingles with our glorious dreams,
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A restless and disturbing consciousness

That the bright things must fade !-—How have I shrunk
From the dull murmur, of th’ unquiet voice,

With its low tokens of mortality,

Till my heart fainted midst their smiles !—their smiles!
;\Vhere.are those glad looks now P—Could they go down,
With all their joyous light, that seem’d not earth’s,

To the cold grave >~My children !—Righteous Heaven !
There floats a dark remembrance o’er my brain

Of one who told me, with relentless eye,

That ¢his should be the hour!

XIMENA enters.

XIMENA, )
They are gone forth

Unto the rescue !—strong in heart and hope,
Faithful, though few !—My ynother, let thy prayers
Call on the land’s good saints to lift once more
The sword and cross that sweep the ficld for Spain,
Asin old battle; so thine arms e’en yet
May clasp thy sons !—For me, my part is done !
The flame, which dimly might have linger'd yet
A little while, hath gatherd all its rays ’
Brightly to sink at once; and it is well!
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The shadows are around me; to thy heart
Fold me, that T may die.
ELMINA.
My child!—What dream
Is on thy soul ?—Even now thine aspect wears
Life’s brightest inspiration !
) XIMENA.
Death’s!
ELMINA.
Away!
Thine eye hath starry clearness, and thy cheek
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue
Than tinged. its earliest flower.!
XIMENA.
It well may be!
There are far deeper and far warmer hues
Than those which draw their colouring from the founts
Of youth, or health, or hope.
ELMINA.
Nay, speak not thus!
There’s that about thee shining which would send
E’en through my heart a sunny glow of joy,
Wert not for these sad words. The dim cold air

And solewn light, which wtap these tombs and shrines
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As a pale gleaming"shroud, seem kindled up:
With a young spirit of ethereal hope

Caught from thy mien !—Oh no! this is not death!

. XIMENA.,

. Why should not He, whose touch dissolves our chain,
Put on his robes of beauty when he comes

As a deliverer P—He hath many forms,

They should not all be fearful !—1f his call

Be but our gathering to that distant land

For whose sweet waters we have pined with thirst,
Why should not its prophetic sense be borne )
Into the heart’s deep stillness, with a breath

Of suminer-winds, a voice of melody,

Solemn, yet lovely —Mother! I depart!

—Be it thy cumfort, in the after-days,

That thou hast seen me thus!

Ef MINA.
Distract me not
With such wild fears! Can I bear on with life
When thou art gone >—Thy voice, thy step, thy smile,
Pass'd from my path?—Alas! even now thine eye
Is changed—thy cheek is fading !
XIMENA.,

Aye, therclouds
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Of the dim’hour are gathering o’er my sight,
And yet I fear not, for the Ged of Help
Comes in that quiet darkness !—-It may soothe
Thy woes, my mother! if I tell thee now,
With what glad calmness I behold the veil
Falling between me and the world, wherein
My heart so ill hath rested.
" ELMINA.
Thine!
XIMENA.
. Rejoice
For her, that, when the garland of her life
‘Was blighted, and the springs of hope were dried,
Reccived her summons hence; and had no time,
Bearing the canker at th’ impatient heart,
To wither, sorrawing for that gift of Heaven,
‘Which lent one moment of existence light,
That dimm’d the rest for ever!
ELMINA.
How is this?
My child, what mean’st thou ?

XIMENA.
Mother! I have loved,
And beer beloved !—the.sufibeam of an hour,

-
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Which gave life’s hidden treasures to mine éye,
As they lay shining in their secret founts,
Went out, and left them colourless.—'Tis past—
And what remains on earth ?—the rainbow mist,
" Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my sight
" Is clear'd to look on all things as they are!
—But this is far too mournful I—Life's dark gift
‘Hath fallen too early and too cold upon me!
—Therefore I would go hence!

ELMINA.

And thou hast loved
Unknown

XIMENA.

Oh! pardon, pardon that I veil'd
My thoughts from thee !~But thou hadst woes enough,
And mine came o’er me when thy soul had need
Of more than mortal strength !—For I had scarce
Given the deep consciousness that I was loved
A treasures place within my secret heart,
When earth’s brief joy went from me!

. "T'was at morn

I saw the warriors to their field go forth,
And he—my chosen—was there amongst the rest,
With his young, glorious brow !—I look’d again—
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The strife grew dark beneath me—but his plume
Waved free above the lunces.—Yet again—
—1It had gone down! and steeds wcre trampling o'er
The spot to which mine eyes were riveted,
Till blinded by th’ intenseness of their gaze!
—And then—at last—1I hurried to the gate,
And met him there !~I met him !—on his shield,
And with his cloven helm, and shiver'd sword,
And dark hair steep'd in blood 1-—They bore him past—
Mother1—1I saw his face !—Oh! such a death
Works fearful changes on the fair of earth,
The pride of woman’s eye!

ELMINA.

Sweet daughter, peace!
Wake not the dark remembrance ;* for thy frame——
«  XIMENA.

—There will be peace ere long. I shut my heart,
Even as a tomb, o'er that lone silent grief,
That T might spare it thee !—But now the hour
Is come when that which would have piérced thy soul
Shall be its healing balm. Oh! weep thou not, °
Save with a gentle sorrow!

ELMINA.

Must it be?
Art thou indeed to leave me?

[N
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XIMENA (;xulting{yj.
Be thou glad!
1 say, rejoice above thy favour'd child!
Joy, for the soldier when his field is fought,
" Joy, for the peasant when his vintage-task
" Ts closed at eve !l—But most of all for her,
Who, when her life had changed its glittering robes
For the dull garb of sorrow, which doth cling
So heavily around the journeyers on,
Cast down its weight—and slept !
ELMINA.
Alas! thine eye
Is wandering—ygt how brightly !—Is this death,
Or some high wondrous vision >—Speak, my child!
How is it with thee now ?
XIMENA (wildly).
I see it still!
*Tis floating, like a glorious cloud on high,
My father’s banner !—Hear’st thou not a sound ?
The trumpet of Castile P—Praise, praise to Heaven'!
—Now may the weary rest!—Be still !—Who calls
The night so fearful ? [ Ste dies.

ELMINA.

No! she is not-dead ¢
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—Ximena !—speak to me |—Oh! yet a tone
Froin that sweet voice, that I may gather in
One more remembrance of its lovely sound,
Ere the deep silence fall '—What ! is all hush’d ?
—No; no!—it cannot be {—How should we bear
The dark misgivings of our souls, if Heaven
Left not such beings with us ?— But is this
Her wonted look ?—too sad a quiet lies
On its dim fearful beauty !—Speak, Ximena !
Speak!—my heart dies within me !—She is gone,
With all her blessed smiles!—My child ! mfy child !
Where art thou P—Where is that which answer'd me,
From thy soft-shining eyesP—Hush! deth she move?
—One light lock seem’d to tremble on her brow,
- As a pulse throbb’d beneath ;—’twas but the voice
Of my despair that sticr’d it !—She is gone !
[She throws hersclf on the body. GONZALEZ
enters, alone, and wounded.
ELMINA (rising as he approaches).

I must not now be scorn’d ! —No, not a look,
A whisper of reproach !—Bchold my woe!
~Thou canst not scorn me now !

GONZALEZ.

Hast thou heard all ?
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ELMINA.
Thy daughter on my bosom laid her head,
And pass'd away to rest.—Behold her there,
Everf'such as death bath madc her!8

GONZALEZ (bending over XIMENA's body).
Thou art gone

A little while before me, oh, my child!
Why should the traveller weep to part with those
That scarce an hour will reach their promised land
Ere he too cast his pilgrim staff away, '
And spread his couch heside them ?

ELMINA,

Must it be
Henceforth enough that once a thing so fair
Had its bright place amongst us ?—TIs this all,
Left for the years to come ?—We will not stay !
Earth’s chain each hour grows weaker.
‘ GONZALEZ (still gazing upon XIMENA).
And thou 'rt laid

To slumber in the shadow, blessed child !
Of a yet stainless altar, and beside
A sainted warrior's tomb !—Oh, fitting place
For thee to yield thy pure heroic soul



222 SIEGE OF VALENCIA.

Back unto him that gave it {—And thy cheek
Yet smiles in its bright paleness!
ELMINA.
Hadst thou scen ®
The look with which she pass'd! '
GONZALEZ (still bending over her).
Why, *tis almost-
Like joy to view thy beautiful repose!
The faded image of that perfect calm
Floats, €'en as long-forgotten music, back
Into my weary heart!—No dark wild spot
On thy clear brow doth tell of bloody hands
That quench’d young life by violence l-—We have seen
Too much of horror, in one crowded hour,
To weep for aught, so gently gather’d hence!
—Oh! man leaves other traces!
ELMINA (suddenly starting).
’ It returns
On my bewilder'd soul !'—Went ye not forth
Unto the rescue >—And thou’rt here alone!
—Where are my sons?
GONZALEZ (solemnly).

We were too late !
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ELMINA. i
Too late!
Hast thou nought else to tell me?
’ GONZALEZ."
I b'roqght back

- From that last field the banner of my sires,

And my own death-wound.
ELMINA.
. Thine! .
GONZALEZ. .
Another hour

Shall hush its throbs for ever, I go hence,
And with me—
ELMINA.
No!—Man could not ift his hands—
—Where hast thou left thy sons ? .
GONZALEZ.
' I Zave no sons.
BELMINA.
What hast thou said ?
GONZALEZ.
’ That now there lives not one
To wear the glory of mine ancient house,

When I am gone to rest.
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ELMINA (throwing herself-on the ground, and speaking .
in a low hurried voice).

In one brief hour, all gone!—and such a death!

—~1I see their blood gush forth !—their graceful heads—

~Take the dark vision from me, oh, my God!

And such a death for them!—I was not there!

They were but mine in beauty and in joy,

Not in ’that mortal anguish 1-—All, all gone!

~Why should I struggle more P—What és this Power,

Against whose might, on all sides i)ressing us,

We strive with fierce impaticnce, which but lays

Our own frail spirits prostrate ?

(dfter a long pause).

Now I know
Thy hand, my God!—and they are soonest crush’d
That most withstand it !—1 resist no more.
(She rises)—A light, a light springs up from grief and
death, '
Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal
Why we have thus been tried ! '
GONZALEZ.
Then I may still
Fix my last look on thee, in holy love,
Parting, but yet with hope !
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ELMINA ( falling at his feet).
Canst thou forgive ?

—Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy heart,

That should have buried it within mine own,

And borne the pang in silertce {—1I have cast

Thy life’s fair honour, in my wild despair,

As an unvalued gem upon the waves,

‘Whence thou hast sndtch’d it back, to bear from earth,
All stainless, on thy breast.—Well hast thou done—
But I—canst thou forgive ?

GONZALEZ.
Within this hour

I have stood upon that verge whence mortals fall,
" And learn’d how “tis with one whose sight grows dim,
And whose foot. trembles on the gulf’s dark side.
—Death purifies all feeling—We will part

In pity and in love.

ELMINA.
Death !—And thou toos

Art on thy way!—Oh, joy for thee, high heart!
Glopy and joy for thee !—The day is closed,

And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself

Through its long battle-toils, though many swords

Have enter’d thine own soul |—But on my head”
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Recoil the fierce invokings of despair,
And I am left far distanced in the race,
The lonely one of earth 1—Aye, this is Just.
I am not worthy that upon my breast
In this, thine hour of victorys thou shouldst yield
Thy spirit unto God !

GONZALEZ.

Thou art!” thou art!

. Oh! alife’s love, a heart’s long faithfulness,
Lv'n in the presence of eternal things,
Wearing their chasten’d beauty all undimm’d,
Assert their lofty claims; and these are not
Tor one dark hour to cancel I-—We are here,
Before that altar which received the vows
Of our unbroken youth, and meet it is
For such a witness, ir. the sight of Heaven,
And in the face of death, whose shadowy arm
. Comes dim between us, to record th’ exchange
Of our tried hearts’ forgiveness.—Who are they,

That in one path have journey'd, needing not

Forgiveness at its close?

(A Citizen enters hastily).

CITIZEN.,

The Moors! the Moors!
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GONZALEZ.
: How! is the city storm'd ?
Oh! righteous Heaven |-—for this I look'd not yet !
Hath all been done in vain P~ Why then, *tis time
For prayer, and then to rest!
) ' CITIZEN.
The sun shall set,
And not a Christian voice be left for prayer,
To-night within Valencia 2—Round our walls
The paynim host is gathering for th’ assault,
. And we have none to guard them.
GONZALEZ.
Then my place
Is here no longer.—1I had hoped to die
Ev'n by the altar and