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ITALIAN LITERBATURE.
MONTIL |
( From Sismondi's Litterature du Midi, )

Vincenzio MonNTI, a native of
Ferrara, is acknowledged, by the una-
nimous consent of the Italians, as the

eatest of their living Poets, Irrita-

le, impassioned, variable to excess,
he is always actuated by the impulse
of the moment. Whatever he feels is
felt with the most enthusiastic vehe-
mence. He sces the objects of his
thoughts, they are present and clothed
with life before him, and a flexible
and harmonious language is always at-
his command, to paiut them with the
richest colouring. Persuaded that
poet.? is only another s}zecies of paint~
ing, he makes the art of the poet con-
sist in rendering apparent to the eyes
of all, the pictures created by his ima-~
gination for himself, and he permits
not a verse to escape him which does
not contain an image. Deeply im-
pressed by the study of Dante, he has
- restored to the character of Italian
poetry those severe and exalted beau-
ties by which it was distinguished at .
its birth ; and he proceeds from one.
picture to another witha deur and

dignity peculiar to himself. It is ex-

traordinary, that, with something so
lofty in his manner and style of writ«



ing, the heart of so impassioned 2 cha-
racter should not be regulated by
principles of greater consistency. In
many other poets this defect might
Esa unobserved ; but circumstances
ve thrown the fullest light upon the
versatility of Monti, and his glory, as
a poet, is attached to works which dis-
y him in continual opposition to
imself. Writing in the midst of the
various , Italian revolutions, he has
constantly chosen political subjects
for his compositions, and he has suc-
cessively” celebrated opposite parties,
in proportion to their success. Let
us suppose, in his justification, that he
asan improvisatore,and that,
his ings, becoming highly excited
by the s:'ven theme, he seizes the po-
ditieal i it suggests, however fo-
reign they may be to his individual
sentiments.® In these political poems,
the object and purport of which are
so different, the invention and manner
are, perhaps, but too similar. The
Basvigliana, or Poem on the Death of
Basville, is the most celebrated ; but,
since its appearance, it has been dis-
eovered that Monti, who always imi-
tated Dante, has now also very fre-
quently imitated himself.

Hugh Basville was the French En-
voy, who was put to death at Rome
by the people, for attempting, at the
beginning of the Revolution, to excite
a sedition against the Pontifical go-
vernment. Monti, who was then the

t of the Pope, as he has since been
of the Republic, su , that, at the
moment of Basville’s death, he is sav-
ed, by a sudden repentance, from the
condemnation which his philosophical
principles had merited. But, asapu-
nishment for his guilt, and a substi-

‘tute for the pains of Purgatory, he is

* The observation of a French author
¢le Censeur du Dictionnaire des Girouettes)
on the general versatility of &d&. seems
so peculiarly appropriate to chatacter
of Monti, that it might almost be supposed
%0 have been written for the express par-
' of such an application—*¢ Le cerveau

‘0R poéte est d'ane cire molle et flexible,
ol s'imprime naturellement tout ce qui le
flatte, le séduit, etl'alimente. Lamusedu
chant n’a pas de parti; clest une étourdie
‘sans consequence qui folitre également et
stir de riches gazons et sur d’arides bruy-
@res. ' Un poéte en délire chante indiffer-
emment Titus et Thamasp, Louis 12me,
et Cromwell, Christine de Sweéde, et Fan-
chon 1a Vielleuse.”

-



condemned; by Divine Justice, to tra-
verse France, until the crimes of that
country have received their due chas-
tisement, and doomed to contemplate
the misfortunes and reverses to which
he has contributed, by assisting to ex-
tend the progress of the Revolution.
An angel of Heaven conducts Bas-
ville from provinee to province, that
he may beﬂ?d the desolation of his
lovely country ; he then conveys him
to Paris, and makes him witness the
sufferings and death of Lounis XVI.
and afterwards shows him the uni-
ted armies prepared to burst upon
France, and avenge the blood of her
king. The poem concludes before
the issue of the contest is kmown.
It is divided into four cantos of three
hundred lines each, and written int
lerza rima, like the poem of Dahte.
Not only many expressions, epithets,
and lines, are borrowed from the Di-
vine Comedy, but the invention itself
is similar. An angel conducts Bas-
ville through the suffering world, and
this faithful guide, who consoles and
supports the speciater-hero of the
poem, acts preciselg the same part
which is performed by Virgil in Dan-
te. Basville himself thinks, feels,
and suffers, exactly as Dante would
have done. Monti has not preserved
apy traces of his revolutionary cha-
racter ; he describes him as feeling
more pity than remorse, and he seems’
to forget, in thus identifying himself
withrg.i:s hero, that he has at first re=
presented Basville, and perhaps with-
out foundation, as an infidel, and a
ferocious revolutionist. The Basvig<
liana is perhaps more remarkable than
any other poem for the majesty of its
verse, the sublimity of its expression,
and the richness of its colouring. In
the first Canto, the spirit of Basville
thus takes leave of the body.
Sleep, O belov'd ion of my woes,
Rest thou in deep undisturb’d repose,
Till, at ‘:::de’ last great day, from slumber’s

Heaven's trumpet-summons shall awake
the dead !

Be the earth light upon thee! mild the
shower

And soft the breeze's wing, till that dread
hour,

Nor let the wanderety passing o'er thee,
breathe

Words of keen insult to the dust beneath.

Sleep thou in peace! beyond the funeral
pyre,
There live no flames of vengeance or.of ire,



And "midst high hearts T leave thee, on 8

shore,
Where mercy’s home hath been, from days
of yore.
Thus, to its earthly form, the spirit cried,
Then turned to follow its celestial guide,
But with a downcast mien, a pensive sigh,
Kli:g:ingnep.mdoﬂmerwdeye,
As a child’s reluctant feet obey
Its mother’s voice, and slowly leave its play.

Night o’er the earth her dewy veil had cast,
from th’ eternal city’s towers they

Pass’d,

And, nising in their flight, on that proud
dome,

‘Whose walls enshrine the guardian saint of
Rome, .

Lo ! where a cherub.form sublimely

. tower'd,

But dreadful in his glory ! sternly lower'd

‘Wrath in his kingly aspect : One he seem’d

Of the bright seven, whose dazzling splen-
dour beam'd

On high amidst the burning lamps of hea-

ven,
Seen in the dread, o’erwhelming visions
given
To the rapt seer of Patmos. Wheels of

fire
Seem’d his fierce eyes, all kindling in their

e,
And his loose tresses, floating as he stood,
A comet’s glare, presaging woe and blood.
He wav'd bis sword ; its red, terrific light,
With fearful radiance ting'd the clouds of

- night,
‘While his left hand sustain’d a shield, so

vast,

Far o'er the Vatican beneath was cast

Its broad, protecting shadow. As the
plume

Of the strong eagle spreads, in sheltering

‘ gloom

O'er its young brood, as yet untaught to
S0Ar 3

And while, all trembling at the whirl-
wind’s roar,

Fach humbler bird shrinks cowering in
its nest,

Beneath that wing of power, and ample

breast,
They sleep unheeding ; while the storm on
high

18
Breaks not their calm and proud security.

In the second Canto, Basville enters
Paris with his angelic guide, at the
moment preceding the execution of
Touis XVL

The air was heavy, and the brooding skies
Look'd fraught with omens, as to harmo-

, nize

With his pale aspect. Through the forest
round

Not a leaf whisper'd, and the obly sound



That broke the stillhess was a streamlet’s

moan,

Murmuring amidst the rocks with plain-
tive tone,

As if a storm, within the woodland bowers,

Were gathering, On they mov'd, and lo !
the towers

Of a far city ! nearer now they drew,

And all reveal'd, expanding on their view,

The Bsbylon, the scene of crimes and

- m’
Paris, the guilty, the devoted, rose.

In the dark mantle of & cloud array’d,

Viewless and hush’d, the angel and the
shade

Enter'd that evil city. Onward passed

The heavenly being first, with brow o'er-

cast,

Ard troubled mien, while in his glorious
eyes,

Tears bad obscur’d the splendour of the
skies.

Pale with dismay, the trembling spirit saw
That alter’d aspect, and, in breathless awe,
Mark’d the strange silence round. The

deep-ton’d swell -
Of life’s full tide was hush’d ;-the sacred

bell, .
The clamorous anvil, mute: all sounds
were fled -
Of labour or of mirth, and in their stead,
Terror and stillness! boding signs of woe,
Inquiring glances, rumours whispet'd low,
Questions hal{ utter’d, jealous looks, that

keep
A fearful watch around ; and sadness deep
That weighs upon the heart; and voices,
beard

At intervals, in many a broken word ;
Voices of l:l:od:m, trembling as they

press

Th' unconscious infant closer to their
breast ; )

Voices o-f wives, with fond, imploring

cries,

And the wild eloguence of tears and sighs,

On their own thresholds striving to detain

Their fierce, impatient lords; but weak
and vain

Affection’s gentle bonds, in that dread hour

Of fate and fury, Love hath lost his power !

For evil spirits are abroad ! the air

Breathes of their influence; druid phan<
toms there

Fir'd by l:lhu thirst for victims, which of
[

Rag'd in their bosoms, fierce and uncon-
troli’d,

Rush, in ferocious transport, to survey

The det:pes:I crime that ere hath dimm’d
the day.

Blood, hnma{: blood, hath stain'd their
vests and hair,

On the winds tossing, with a sapguine
glare,



Mndmm&an!
flaming brands,
Adcrpmtmgu,mthdrra&u

Anwﬂdl shaken ; others lift on high
Theoucl th envmom'd. bowl, and hur-

thtouchofﬁte,contagwm fury dart
Through human veins, fast hndlmg to the
heart.
Then comes the rush of crowds ! restrain’d

no more,
Fast from each home the frenzied inmates

pour;
From every heart, affrighted mercy flies,
‘While her soft voice amidst the tumult dies.
Then the earth trembles, as from street to

street
Them&ofﬁads,themdhnming
The roll of wheels, all mingling in the

dbrecze,

Comedeepening onward, as the swell of seas,
Heard at the dead of midnight ; or the
moan .

Of distant tempests, or the hollow tone
of thefn thnndet'—-chen what feelings

O're'dled&nxllc! on thy guilty breast !
Wlutmmthme,thm&d to be-

Death’s awful banner to the winds unfold !
To see the axe, the scaffold, rais'd on high,
The dark impatience of the murderer’s eye,
Eager for crime ! and He, the great, the

good,
Thy martyr king, by men athirst for blood,
Dragg’'d to a felon's death! yet still his

mien

?Midst that wild throng, is loftily serene,

And his falters not—O hearts un-
mov’d !

‘Where have ye borne your monarch 7—He
who lov'd,

Lov’d you so well !—Behold ! the sun

- grows pale,
Shrouding his glory in a tearful veil,

The misty air is silent, as in dread,
‘And the dim sky with shadowy gloom o’er-

While ;::u’nnd martyrs, spirits of the

: t,

Look down all weeping, from their bowers
of rest.

In that dread moment, to the fatal pile,

The regal victim came; and rais'd, the
while,

His pltienl: glance, with such an aspect

So ﬁrm,socnlm mholyma]esty,

‘That e’en th’ assassins’ hearts a moment
shookmd ha -

Beforg the grandeur of that y look,

An(‘l”:suangethnﬂ h:g

nan thro’ thc boooms emulumde

'd,



Like him, who, breathing mercy till the
last,

Pray’d till the bitterness of death was past :

E'en for his murderers pray'd, in that
dark hour,

When his soul yielded to affliction’s power,

And the winds bore his dying cry abroad,

“ Hast tl:wlu forsaken me, my God, my
God 77

E’en thus the monarch stood ; his pray’r
arose,

Thus calling down forgiveness on his foes,

“ To thee my spirit 1 commend,” he

cried,
“ And my lost people, Father! be their
guide !
- - - . L
But the sharp steel descends; the blow is
given
And answered by a thunder-peal from
Heaven,
Earth, stain’d with blood, convulsive ter.
YOT OWns,
And her kings tremble on their distant
thrones.
( To bs continued. )
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ITALIAN LITERATURE.
No. 1L—The Alcestis of Alfieri.

Tue Alcestis of Alfiert is said to
have been the last tragedy he compos-
ed, and is distinguished to a remark-
able degree by that tenderness, of
which his former works present so
few examples. It would appear as if
the pure and exalted affection by which
the iupetuosity of his fiery spirit was
ameliorated during the latter years of
his life had impressed its whole cha-
racter on this work, as a record of that
domestic happiness in whose bosom
his heart at length found s resting-
place. Most of his earlier writings



bear witness to that “ fever at the
core,” that burning impatience of re-
straint, and those incessant and un-
tameable aspirations after a wider
sphere of action, by which his youth
was consumed ; but the poetry of Al-
cestis must find its echo in every heart
which has known the power of do-
mestic ties, or felt the bitterness of
their dissolution. The interest of the
piece, however, though entirely do-
mestic, is not for a moment nlrowed
to languish, nqr does the conjugal af-
fection, which forms the main-spring
of the action, ever degenerate into the
pastoral insipidity of Metastasio. The
character of Alcestis herself, with all
its lofty fortitude, heroic affection, and
subdued anguish, powerfully recalls
to our imagination the calin and tem-
pered majesty distinguishing the mas-
terpieces of Greek sculpture, in which
the expression of mental or bodily
suffering is never allowed to trans-

ess the limits of beauty and sub-
imity. The union of dignity and af-
fliction impressing more than earthly

andeur on the countenance of Nio-

>, would be, perhaps, the best illus-
trution of this analogy.

The following scene, in which Al-
cestis announces to Pheres, the father
of Admetus, the terms upon which the
oracle of Delphos has declared that his
son may be restored, has seldom been
surpassed by the auther, even in his
most celebrated productions. Tt is,
however, to be feared that little of its
beauty can be transfused into transla-
tion, as the severity of a style so com-

letely devoid of 1magery must ren-

er it dependent for many incommu~
nicable attractions upon the melody
of the original language.

Act I.—Scene 2.
Alcestis, Pheres.

Ale. Weep thou no more—O monarch !
dryt:gy tears, )
For know, he shall not die ; not now shall
Fate
Bereave thee of thy son.
Plic. What mean thy words ?
Hath then Apollo——is there then a hope ?
die. Yes! hope for thee—hope, by the
voice announced
From the ehrmphetic cave. Nor would I
yr

“T'o other lips the tidings, meet alone
For thee to hear from mine.

Phe. Butsay! oh! say, \
Shiall then my son be spared ?



Ale. He shall, to thee.
Thus hath Apollo said—Alcestis thus
Confirms the aracle—be thou secure.
Phe. 0 sounds of joy ! He lives !
Ale. But not for this,
Think ‘l’)ot that e'en for this the stranger
oy
Shall yet revisit these devoted walls. .
Phe. Can there be grief when from his
bed of death
Admetus rises 7 What deep mystery lurks
Within thy words? What mean'st thou ?
Gracious Heaven !
Thou, whose decp love is all his own, who
hear’st
The tidings of his safety, and dost bear
Transport and life in that glad oracle
To his i sire ; thy cheek is ting'd
With d on thy pure ingenuous
brow
To the brief lightning of a sudden joy .
Shades dark as night succeed, and thou art

wra

In troubledp:ilcnco—cpuk ! oh! speak!
Ale. The gods
Themselves have limitations to their power
Impassable, eternal—and their will
Resists not the tremendous laws of fate :
Nor small the boon they grant thee in the
e

Life
Of thy restored Admetus.
Phe. 1o thy looks
There is expression, more than in thy

WO
Which thrills my shuddering heart.  De-
clare, what terms
Can render fatal to thyself and us,
The rescued life of him thy soul adores ?
Ale. O father! could my silence aught
avail
To keep that fearful secret from thine car,
Still should it rest unheard, till all fulfili'd
Were the dread sacrifice. But vain the wish;
And since too soon, too well it nrust be
known,
Hear it from me.
- Phe. Through my curdling veins
Runs a cold, death-like horror ; and I feel
1 am not all a father. In my heart
Strive many deep affections.  Thee I Jove,
O fair and high-soul'd consort of my son!
More than a daughter; and thine infant

race,
The cherish'd and glory of my age ;
And, unimpair'd by time, within my,

breast,
High, holy, and unalterable love,
For her, the partner of my cares and joys,
Dwells pure and perfect yet i
thee, then,
In what suspense, what agony of fear,
1 wait thy words ; for well, too well, I seé
Thy lips are fraught with fatal auguries,
To some one of my race.
Ale. Death hath his rights,
Of which not ¢’en the great Supernal
Powers



Mnylwpo‘:ombhlm. By his ruthless

Already sexzed, the noble victim lay,

The heir of empire, in his glowing prime

And poon-day, struck :—Admetus, the re-
ver'd,

The bless'd, the lov'd, by all who own'd
his sway,

By his illustricus parents, by the realms

Surrounding his,—and oh ! what need to
add

How much by his Alcestis?>—Such was
h

e, .
Already in th' unsparing grasp of death,
Withering, a certain prey.—Apollo thence
Hath snatch’d him, and another in his
stead,
Though not an equal,—(who can equal
him ?)
Must fall 2 voluntary sacrifice.
Another, of his lineage, or to him
By closest bonds united, must descend
To the dark realm of Oreus in kis place,
Who thus alone is saved.
Phe. What do I hear ?
Woe to us, woe!—what victim ?—who
shall be
Accepted in his stead ?
Ale. The dread ex
E’en now, O father ! hath been made; the

prey
Is ready, nor is wholly worthless him
For whom ’tis freely offered. Nor wilt
thou,
O mighty goddess of th’ infernal shades!
Whose image sanctifies this threshold
floor, -
Disdain the vietim.
Phe. All prepar’d the prey !
And to our blood allied ! O heaven !—and
yet
Thou bad’st me weep no more !
Ale. Yes! thus T said,
And thus again I say, thou shalt not weep
Thy son’s, nor I de;)lore my husband’s
doom.
Let him be saved, and other sounds of woe
Less deep, less mournful far, shall here be

heard,

Than those Ais death had caus’d.—With
some few tears,

But bnd‘ and mingled mth a gleam of

E'en whdc the mvolunun-y tribute lasts,
The victim shall be honour’d, who resign’d
Life for Admetus.—Would’st thou know

the prey,
The vow’d, the willing, the devoted one,
Offer’d md hallow’d to th’ infernal gods,
Father! 'tis I.
Phe. What hast thou done ? O heaven!
What hast thou done ?~—And think’st thou
he is sav'd
By such a compact >~Think’st thou he
can live
Bereft of thee 2—Of thee, his light of life,
His very soul !—Of thee, belov'd far more



Than his lov’d parents—than his children

wore—
More than himself !—Oh ! no, it shall not
be!
Thowu perish, O Alcestis ! in the flower
Of thy young beauty !—perish, and d
Not him, not kim alone, but us, but all,
Who as a child adore thee ! Desolate
Would be the throne, the kingdom, reft of
thee.
And think’st thou not of those, whose ten-
der years
Demand thy care ?—thy children! think
of them !

O thou, the source of each domestic joy,

Thou, in whose life alone Admetus lives,

His glory, his delight, thou shalt not die,

While I can die for thee !—Me, me
alone,

The oracle demands—a wither'd stem,

Whose dﬁk, whose duty, is, for him to

My race is run—the fulness of my years,

The faded hopes of age, and all the love

Which hath itsdwelling in a father's heart,

And the ford pity, halt with wonder blent,

Inspired by thee, whose youth with hea-

venly gifts

So richly is endowed ; 2ll, all unite

To grave in adamant the just decree,

That I must die. But thou, I bid thee
live!

Pheres commands thee, O Alcestis ! live !

Ne'er, ne'er shall woman's youthful love

surpass
An aged sire's devotedness.

Aie. T know
Thy lofty soul, thy fond paternal love ;
Pheres, I know them well, and not in vain
Strove to anticipate their high resolves.
But if in silence I have heard thy words,
Now calmly list to mine, and thou shalt

own '
They may not be withstood.

Phe. What can’st thou say

Which I should hear? I go, resolved to
save

Him who with thee would perish ;—to the
shrine

E’en now I fly.

Alc. Stay, stay thee ! ’tis too late.
Already hath consenting Proserpine,
From the remote abysses of her realms,
Heard and accepted the terrific vow
Which binds me, with indissoluble ties,
To death. And 1 am firm, and well I

know : )
None can deprive me of the awful right
That vow hath won.
- - - L

Ale. Yes! thou may'st weep my fate,
Mourn for me, father ! but thou can’st not

blame

My loity purpose. Oh! the more en-
dear’d

My life by every tie, the more I feel
Death’s bitterness, the more my sacrifice



Ts worthy of Admetus. I descend
To the dim shadowy regions of the dead
A guest more honour'd.

Ale. In thy presence here

Again I utter the tremendous vow,

Now more than half fulfilled. 1 feel, I
know

Its dread effects. Through sll my burn-
ing veins

Th'® insatiate fever revels. Doubt is o'er.

The Monarch of the Dead hath heard—he

calls,
He summons me away—and thou art sav'd,
O my Admetus !

In the opening of the third act, Al-
cestis enters, with her son Eumeles,
and her daughter, to complete the sa-
crifice by dying at the feet of Proser-
pine’s statue. The following scene
ensues between her and Admetus.

Alc. Here, 0 my faithful handmaids!

at the feet

Of Proserpine’s dread image spread my
couch,

For 1 myulf ¢'en now must offer here

The victim she requires. And you, mean-
while,

My chik‘l‘rcn ! seck your sire. Behold him
there, '

Sad, silent, and alone. But through his

veins
Health's genial current flows once more, as

free
As in his brightest days : and he shall live,
Shall live for you. Go, hang upon his

neck,
And with your innocent encircling arms
Twine round him fondly.

Eum. Can it be indeed,

Father, lov'd father ! that we see thee thus
Restored ? What joy is ours !

Adm. There is no joy ! .
Speak not of jo!! away, away! my grief
Is wild and desperate; cling to me no

more !
1 know not of affection, and I feel
No more a father. .

Eum. Oh! what words are these ?

Are we no more thy children? Are we not

Thine own ? Swect sister ! twine around
his neck

More close ; he must return the fond em-
brace.

" Adm. O children! O my children! to

my soul

Your innocent words and Kisses are as
darts,

That pierce it to the quick. I canno more

Sustain the bitter confiict. Every sound

Of your soft accents but too well recals

The voice which was the music of my life.

Alcestis ! my Alcestis !—was she not

Of all her sex the flower ? Was woman ¢'ex

-



Ador'd Iike her before ? Yet this is she,
'I‘becoltlleafhan, th’ ungrateful, who hath

Her husband and her infants! This is she,
O my deserted children ! who at once |,
Bereaves you of your parents.

Ale. Woe is me!
I hear the bitter and ul cries
Of my despairing lord. With life’s last

powers,

Oh ! let me strive to soothe him still. Ap-
proach

My handmaids, raise me, and sapport my

steps
To the distracted mourner. Bear me hence,
That he may hear and see me.
Adm. Is it thou? .
Anddot;eee thee still ? and com’st thou
us
To comfort me, Alcestis 7 Must I hear
Thy dying accents thue ? Alas! return
To thy sad couch, return ! ’tis meet for me
There by thy side for ever to remain.
Ale. For me thy care is vain. Though
mect for thee——
Adm. O voice! O looks of death! are
these, are these
Thus darkly shrouded with mortality
’l'heeyc:fthavm the sunbeams and the
life
Of my fond soul ? Alas ! how faint a ray
Falls from their faded orbs, so brilliant
OM:‘ brow ! How heavil
Upon m i w ow heavily
W'?th 'h’at :mt of death thy languid

voice
Sinks on my heart! too fuithful far, too
fond,
Alcestis ! thou art dying—and for me !
. . . . -

Alcestis ! and thy feeble hand supports
With its last power, supports my sinking
ead

head,
E'en now, while death is on thee! Oh!
the touch
Rekindles tenfold frenzy in my heart,
I rush, I fly impetuous to the shrine,
The image of yon ruthless Deity,
Iopatient for her prey. Before thy death,
There, there, I o, self-sacrificed, vill.flll.
= L - -

Vain is each obstacle.—In vain the gods
Themselves would check my fury—I am
lord

Of my own days—and thus I swear—
Ale. Yes! swear

Admetus ! for thy children to sustain

The load of life.  All other impious vows,
Which thou, a rebel to the sovereign will
Of those who rule on high, might’st dare

to form
Within thy l:dmst; thy lip, by them en-

chained,

Would vainly seek to utter.—Sece'st thou
not,

It is from them the inspiration flows,

Which in my language breathes? They
lend me power,



They bid me throngh thy strengthened
soul transfuse

High courage, noble constancy. Submit,

Bow down to them thy spint. Be thou
calm, .

Be near me. Aid me. In the dread ex-
treme

To which 1 now approach, from whom but
th

ee
_ Should comfort be derived ? AfRict me not,
In such an hour, with anguish worse than
death.
O faithful and belov’d ! support me still !
- - . - - -

The chorusses with which this tra-
edy is in rsed are distinguished
gw their melody and classic beauty.
The following translation will give our
readers a faint idea of the one by
which the third act is concluded.

Ale. My children ! all is finished. Now
farewell !
To thy fond care, O Pheres! I commit
My widow'd Lord, forsake him net.
Eum. Alas!
Sweet mother ! wilt thou leave us? from

Are we for ever parted ?
Phe. Tears forbid
All utterance of our woes. Bereft of sense,
More lifeless than the dying: victim, sce
The desolate Admetus. Farther yet,
Still farther let us bear him from the sight
Of his Alcestis.
Ale. O my handmaids ! stili
Lend me your pious aid, and thus com
‘With sacred modesty, these torpid limbs
‘When death’s last pang is o'er.
Chorus. Alas! how weak
Her struggling voice ! that last keen pang
is near.
Peace, mourners, peace !
Be hush’d, be silent, in this hoar of dread !
Our cxjes would but increase
The sufferer’s pangs ; let tears unheard be
shed,
Cease, voice of weeping, cease !
Sustain, O friend !
Upon thy faithful breast,
The head th?t sinks, with mortal pain op-
rest !
An!:l thou, essistance lend
To close the languid eye,
Still beautiful, in life’s last agony.
- Alas! hew long a strife!
What anguish struggles in the parting
breath,
Ere yet immortal life
Be won by death!
Death ! death! thy work complete !
Let thy sad hour be flect,
Speed, in thy mercy, the releasing sigh !
No mere keen pangs impart
To her, the high in heart,
Th’ ador’d Alcestis, worthy ne’er to die.



- L)

Chorus of Admetus.

*Tis not enough, ok ! no!
To hide the scene of anguish from his eyes ;
Stll must our silent band
Around him watchful stand,
And on the mourner ceaseless care bestow,
That his ear eatch not grief’s funereal cries.

Yet, yet hope is n#t dead.
All is not lost below,

While yet the gods have pity on our woe.
Oft when zll joy is fled,
Heaven lends support to those

Who on its care in pious hope repose.
Then to the blessed skies

Let our submissive prayers in chorus rise.

Pray! bow the knee, and pray !
What other task have mortals, born to
tears,
Whom fate controls, with adamantine
sway ?
O ruler of the spheres !
Jove! Jove! enthron’d immortally on
high,
Our supplication hear !
Nor plunge in bitterest woes,
Him, who nor footstep moves, nor lifts his
eye,
But as a child, which only knows
Its father to revere. ‘
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It Conte di Carmagnola, a Tragedy, by
Alessandro Manzoni.

Fraxcesco Bussoxg, the sqn of a

asant in Carmagnola, fromm whence
Kics nom de guerre was derived, was
born in the year 1390. Whilst yet a
boy, and employed in the care of flocks
and herds, the lofty character of his
countenance was observed by a soldier
of fortune, who invited the youth to
forsake his rustic occupations, and ac-



company him to the busier scenes of
the camp. His persuasions were suc-
cessful, and Francesco entered with
him into the service of Facino Cane,
Lord of Alessandria. At the time
when Facino died, leaving fourteen
cities acquired by conquest, to Beatrice
di Tenda, his wife, Francesco di Car-.
magnola was amongst the most dis-
tinguished of his captains. Beatricce
afterwards morrying Philip Viscontd,
Duke of Milan, (who rewarded her
by au ignominious death, for the regal
dowry she had conferred upon him,)
Carmagnola entered his army at the
same time, and having, by gis emi-
nent services, firmly established the
tottering power of that prince, received
from him the title of Count, and was
placed at the head of all his forces.
The natural caprice and ingratitude
of Philip's disposition, however, at
length prevailed, and Carmagnola, dis-
gusted with the evident proof of his
wavering friendship, and doubtful
faith, left his service and his terrie
tories, and after a variety of adven=
tures, took refuge in Venice. Thither
the treachery of the Duke pursned
him, and emissaries were employed to
rocar¢ his agsassination.  The plot,
lowever, proved abortive, and Car-
magnola was elected captain-general
of the Venetian armies, during the
league formed by that Republic a-
gainst the' Duke of Milan. The war
was at first carried on with much spi-
rit and success, and the battle of Mac-
lodio, gained by Carmagnola, was one
of the most important and decisive
actions of those times. The night
after the combat, the victorious sol-
diers gave liberty to almost all their
isoners. The Venectian envoys hav-
vg made a complaint on this subject
to the Count, he inquired what was
become of the captives; and u
being informed that all, except
hundred, had been set free, he gave
orders that the remaining ones ulso
should be released immediately, ac-
cording to the custom which prevaile
ed amongst the armies of those
days, the object of which was to pre-
vent a speedy termination of the war.
This proceeding of Carmagnola’s oc-
casioned much distrust anyl irritation
in the minds of the Venetian rulers,
and their displeasure was increased,
when the armada of the Republic, com=
manded by Il Trevisani, was defeated



upon the Po, without any attempt in
its favour having been made by the
Count. The failure of their attempt
wpon Cremona, was also imputed to
him as a ecrime, and the Scnate, re-
solving to free themselves from a
pow chief, now become an object
of suspicion, after many deliberations
on the best method of carrying their
designs into effect, at length deter-
mined to invite him to Venice, under
of consulting him on their
negotiations for peace. He obeyed
their sammons without hesitation or
mistrust, and was everywhere received
with extraordinary honours, during
the course of his journey. On hisar-
rival at Venice, and before he entered
his own house, eight gentlemen were
sent to meet him, by whom he was
escorted to St Mark’s Place. When
he was introduced into the ducal pa-
his attendants were dismissed,
and informed that he would be in
private with the Doge for a consider-
able time. He was arrested in the
Enboe, then examined by the Secret
ouncil, put to the torture, which a
"wound he had received in the service
of the Reppblic rendered still more
agonizing, and condemned tor death.
On the 6th May 1432, he was con-
dacted to execution, with his mouth
gagged, and beheaded between the
two columns of St Mark’s Place. With
regard to the innocence or guilt of this
distinguished character, there exists
no authentic information. The au-
thor of the tragedy, which we are
about to apalyse, has chosen to repre-
sent him as entirely innocent, and pro-
bability at least is on this side. is
possible that the haughtiness of an
aspiring warrior, accustomed to com-
‘mand, and impatient of control,
might have been the principal cause
of offence to the Venetians; or per-
haps their jealousy was excited by his
increasing power over the minds of an
obedient army ; and not considering
it expedient to displace him, they re-
solved upon his destruction,

This tragedy, which is formed
upon the model of the English and
German draina, comprises the history
of Carmagnola’s life, from the day on
which he wgs wade commander of the
Venetian armies, to that of his execu-
tion, thus embracing a period of about
sevep years. The extracts we are a-
bout to present to our readers, will
enable them to form their own opi-
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nion of a piece, which has excited so
much attention in Italy. The first
act opens in Venice, in the hall of the
Senate. The Doge proposes that the
Count di Carmagnela should be con-
sulted, on the projected league be-
tween the Republic and the ¥loren-
tines, against the Duke of Milan. To
this all agree, and the Count is intro-
duced. He begins by justifying his
conduct from the imputations to which
it wight be liable, in consequence of
his appearing as the enemy of the
Prince whom he had so recently ser-

ved.

He cast me down
From the high place my blood had dearly
won,
And when I sought his presence, to spienl
For justice there, "twas vain ! my foes had
form'd
Around his throne a barrier ; ¢'en my life
Became the mark of batred, but in this
Their hopes have fail'd—I gave them not

the time.
My life !—1I staud r'd to yield it up
On the proud and in some noble
cause,

For glory well exchang’d—but not a prey,

Not to be caught ignobly in the toils

Of those I scorn. I left himy, and obtain’d

With you a place of refuge— yet ¢'cn here

His snares were cast around me.  Now all
ties

Are broke betwcen us ; to an open foe,

An open foe [ come.—

He then gives counsel in favour of
war, and retires, leaving the scnate
engaged in deliberation. War is re-
solved upon, and he is elected com-
mander. The fourth scene represents
the house of Carmagnola. His soli-
loquy is noble, but its character is
muc% more that of English than of
Italian poetry, and may be traced,
without difficulty, to the celebrated
monologue of Hamlet.

A leader—or a fugitive !—to drag

Slow ycars along in idle vacancy,

As a worn veteran living on the fame

Of former deeds—to offer humble prayers

And blessings for protection—owing all

Yet left me of existence to the might

Of other swords, dependent on some arm

Which scon may cast me off—or on the
field

To breathe once more, to feel the tide of
life

Rush proudly through my veins—to hail

My lofty star, and at the trumpet’s voice

To wake ! to rule! to conquer !—=Which ~
must be



My fate, this hour decides. And yet, if

ShmmthechoiecofVenia,Ml
cling

Still poorly to ignoble safety here,

Secluded as a homicide, who cowers

Within a temple’s precincts ? Shall not he

Who made a kingdom's fate, control his
own?

Is there not one amidst the many lords

Of this divided Italy, not one

With soul h to envy that bright crown

Encircling Philip's head ? And know they
not

’Twas won by me from many a tyrant’s

Snur.sl:':;ll,;y my hand, and plac’d upon the
brow

Of that ingrate, from whom my spirit burns

Again to wrest it, and bestow d:rpriu

On him who best shall call the prowess
forth

Which slumbers in my arm ?

Marco, a senator, and a friend of
the Count, now arrives, and announces
to him that war is resolved upon, and
that he is appointed to the command
of the armies, at the same time advis-
ing him to act with caution towards
his enemies in the Republic.

Car. Think'st thou | know not whom
to deem my foes ?
Aye, I could number all.
Mar. And know’st thou too
What fault hath made them such ?—"Tis,
that thou art '
So high above them ; 'tis, that thy disdain
Doth meet them undisguised. As yet not
one
Hath done thee wrong ; but who, when so
resolv'd,
Finds not his time to injure >—In thy
thoughts,
Save when they cross thy path, vo place is
theirs §
But they remcmber #hee. The high in soul
Scorn, and forget; but to the grovelling
heart
There is delight in hatred. Rouse it not,
Subdue it, while the power is yet thine
own.
I counsel no vile arts, from which my soul
Revolts indignantly ; thou know’st it well.
But there is yet a wisdom, not unmeet
For the most lofty nature,—there is power
Of winning meaner minds, without descent
From the gigh spirit’s glorious eminence,—
And, would’st thou seek that magic, it
were thine.

The first scene of the second act re-
presents part of the Duke of Milan's
camp near Maclodio. Malatesti, the
commander-in-chicf, and Pergola, a
Condottiere of great distinction, are



deliberating upon the state of the war.
Pergola consi it imprudent to give
battle, Malatesti is of a contrary opi-
nion. They are joined by Sforza and
Fortebraccio, who are impatient for
action, and Torello, who endeavours
to convince them of its inexpediency.
Sfo. Torello, did'st thou mark the ar-
dent soul
Which fires each soldier's eye ?
Tor. T markd it well.
1 heard th’ impatient shout, th' exulting
voice
Of Hope and C and I turn'd aside,
'l'hu:.xdmy brow the warrior might not

Th' involuntary thought, whose sudden
gloom

Had cast deep shadows there. It was s
thought,

That this vain semblance of delusive joy

Soon like a dream shall fade. 1t was a

ht
On valour doom'd to perish here.

For these—what boots it to disguise the
truth ?—

These are no wars in which, for all things
lov'd

And precious, and rever'd, for all the ties

Clinging around the heart, for those whose
smile

Makes home so lovely, for his native land,

And for its laws, the patriot soldier zhu!

These are no wars in which the chieftain’s
aim

1s but to station his devoted bands,

And their's, thus fix'd—to die! 1t is our
fate

To lead a bireling train, whose spirits
breathe

Fury, not fortitude. With burning hearts

They rush where Victory smiling waves
them on;

But if delay'd, if between flight and death,

Pausing they stand—is there no cause to

doubt

What choice were theirs 7 And but too well
our hearts

That choice might here foresee. Oh ! evil
times

When for the leader, care augments, the

more
Bright fades away !—Y'ct, once agai
rf‘.ﬁ"a.‘.f.f”&u for us. R
After various debates, Malatesti re-
solves to attack the enemy. The
fourth and fifth scenes of the second
act represent the tent of the Count in
the Venetian camp, and his prepara-
tions for battle. And here a magni-
ficent piece of lyric poetry is intro-
duced, in which the battle is describ-
ed, and its fatal effects lamented, with
all the fecling of a patriot and a



Chl’i!ﬁm'l. lt to m’ ho'-
ever, that this (ge, hymn, or chorus,
as the author has entitled it, striking
as its effect may be in a separate reci-
tation, produces a much less powerful
impression in thesituation it occupies
:trgsent. It is even necessary, in

to appreciate its singular beau-
ty, that it should be re-perused, as a
tzing detached from the tragedy. The
transition is too violent, in our opi-
nion, from a tragic action, in which
the characters are represented as cloth-
ed with existence, and passing before
us with all their contending motives
and feelings laid open to our inspec-
tion ; to the comparative coldness of a
lyric piece, where the author’s imagi-
nation expatiates alone. The poet
may have been led into this error by
a definition of Schlegel’s, who, speak-
ing of the Greek chorusses, gives it as
bis opinion, that “ the chorus is to
be considered as a personification of
the moral thoughts inspired by the
action ; as the organ of the poet, who
speaks in the name of the whole hu-
man race. The chorts, in short, is
the ideal spectator.”

But the fact was not exactly thus:
The Greek chorus was composed of
real characters, and expressed the
sentiments of the people before whose
eyes the action was imagined to be
passing ; thus the frue spectator, af-
ter witnessing in representation the
triumphs or misfortunes of kings and
heroes, beard from the chorus the
idea supposed to be entertained on the
subject by the more enlightened part
of the multitude. If the author,
availing himself of his talent for lyric
poetry, and varying the measure in
conformity to the subject, had brought
his chorus into action, introducing, for
example, a veteran looking down upon
the battle from an eminence, and de-
scribing its viciseitudes to the persons
below, with whom he might inter-
change a variety of national and moral
reflections, it appears to us that the
dramatic effect would have been con-
siderably heightened, and the asser-
tion that the Greek chorus is not com-

tible with the system of the modern

rama, possibly disproved. We shall

esent our readers with the entire
chorus of which we have spoken, as a
piece to be read ly, and one to
which the following title would be
much more appropriate.



The Battls of Maclodio, (oeralo,;
an Ode.

Hark! from the right bursts forth a trum.
pet's sound,

A loud, shrill trumpet from the left re.
ies !

On every side hoarse echoes from the
ground .

To the quick tramp of steeds and warriors
rise,

Hollow and deep—and banners all around,

Meet hostile banners waving to the skies 3

Here steelclad bands in marshall'd order

Lo! half the field already from the sight
Hath vanish'd, hid by closing groups of

foes !
Swords crossing swords, flash lightning
o'er the fight,
And u“;lo strife deepens, and the life-blood
ws !
Oh ! who are these ? What stranger in his
might -

Comes bursting on the lovely land's repose ?
What patriot ts have nobly vow'd to
save

Their native soil, or make its dust their
grave ?

One race, alas! these foes, one kindred
race,

Were born and rear'd the same fair scenes
among !

The stranger calls them brothers—and
each face

That brotherhood reveals;—one common

tongue

Dwells on their lips—the earth on which
we trace

Their heart’s blood—is the soil from whenee

they sprung.
One mother 'gp;ve them birth—this chosen
land

Circled with Alps and seas, by Nature's
guardian hand.

O griefand horror ! who the first could dare

Against a brother's breast the sword to
wield ?

What cause unhallow'd \and accurs'd, de-
clare,

Hath bath’d with carnage this ignoble
field?

Think'st thou they know ?—they but in-
flict and share

Misery and death, the motive unreveal'd }

—Sold to a leader, sold Aimsclf to die,

With him they strive, they fall—and ask
not why.

But are there none who love them ? Have
they none, .

No wives, no mothers, who might rush be.

tween,



And win with tears the husband and the son

Back to his home, from this polluted scene ?

And they, whose hearts, when life’s bright
day'is done,

Unfold to thoughts more solemm and se-

rene,
Thoaghts of the tomb; why cannot they

assuage
The storms of passion with the voice of
age?
Ask not !—the peasant at his cabin-door

. Sits calmly pointing to the distant cloud
Which akiru th’ honzoo, menacing to

Detmelt):: dovn o'er fields he hath not

plough’d
'l'hu.'herenodnoofthebuﬂumr
1s heard afar, even thus the reckless crowd,
In tranquil safety number o'¢r the slain,
Or tell of cities burning on the plain.

Theze mayst thou mark the boy, with
earnest

Fix'd on his mothex’s lips, intent to know

By names of insult, those, whom future

Shall cee {im meet in arms, their deadliest

There Smudly many a glittering dame
splays

Bracelet and zone, with radiant gems that

By lov%lno. husbands, home in triumph
borne,

From the sad brides of fallen warriors torn.

Woe tothe victors and the vanquish'd, woe !
The u‘rlt‘h is heap'd, is 1 with the
in,

Loud and more loud the eries of fury grow,
A sca of blood is swelling o’er the plain.
But from th' embattled front already, lo !
A band recedes—it Hies—all hope is vain,
And venal hearts, despairing of the strife,
Wake to the love, the clinging love of life.

As the light disperses in the air,
Borne from the winnowing by the gales a-

round,
Thus fly themquith'd.intbit'ilddf.\
bld-—«vad—-amtm'd—o'er the ample

ground.

But mightier bands, thst lay in ambush

ere,

Burst on their flight—and bark! the
deepening sound

Of fieree pursuit l—still nearer and more
near,

The rush of war-steeds tnmphag in the

rear.

The day is won !—they fall—disarm’d they
yield

Low s the conqueror’s feet all supplisnt
ying ! .

Midst mta of victory pealing o'er the



Ah! vho_m-{hux the murmurs of the

d
Haste ! l{tmgehhofuiumphhemul’d!
E’en now the courier to his steed is flying,

He spurs—he speeds—with tidings of the
day, :
To rouse up cities in his lightning way.
Why pour ye forth from your deserted
d homes

O eager multitudes ! around him pressing ?

Each hurrying where his breathless courser
fowms,

Each tongue, each eye, infatuate hope con-
fessing !

Know ye not whence th' ill.omen'd herald

comes,
And dare ye dream he’comes with words
of blessing ¥v
nmbca,wl:y brothers slain, lie low and
checontm,-t-! the glorious tale is told.

T hear the voice of joy, th* exulting cry !
They deck the shrine, they swell the tho-

ral strains,
E’cn now the homicides assail the sky

With paans, which indignant Heaven dis-
dains lee

But from the sonring’ Alps the stranger's eye
Looks watchful down on our cosabguin'd

lains,
And, 'ththecrudupuncol'lfoe,
Numbc;] the mighty, stretch’d in death
ow.

Haste ! form your lines again, ye brave
and true !
Haste, haste! your triumphs and your

) ;:‘{;aupcnding; .
Th' iny comes, your banners raise ge
new.

Rush o the strife, your country’s call at<
tending ! .

Victors ! why pause ye?—Are ye weak
and few ?-—

Aye! such he deem’d you, and for this

Hevniuyououtineﬁeld e know too well,
The same red war-field where your breth-
ren fell

O thou devoted Jand ! that ean'st not rear
In peace thine offspring ; thou, the lost and

won
The fair and fatal soil, that dost sppear
Too narrow still for each contending son ;
Receive the stranger, in his fierce career.

Parting dz'lpa‘h! thy chastening is be-

gun! .

And, wresting from thy kings the guar-
dian sword,

Foes, whom thou ne'er badst wrong'd, sit
proudly at thy board.

Are these infatuate 100 >—Oh ! who hath
known

A people e'er by guilt's vain triumph blest #

The t!:lng'd, the vanquish’d, suffer not

one,



Brief is the joy that swells Y oppressor’s
breast.

Whtthoughnotyu his day of pride be

ﬂooghyubavun vengeance spare his
haughty crest,

‘Well hath 1t mark’d him—and decreed the

hour,
When his last sigh shall own the terror of
its power.

Are we not creatures of one hand divine ?

Form'd in one mould, to one redemption
bormn ?

Kindred alike where'er our skies may shine,

Where'er our sight first drank the vital
mom ?

Brothers! one bond around our souls
should twine,

Aud'ouo him by whom that bond is

Who bows down spirits of immortal birth!

The third act, which passcs entire-
ly in the tent of the Count, is com-
posed of long discourses between Car-
magnola and the Venetian envoys.
One of these requires him to pursue
the fugitives after his vncwr{ which
he haugbul refuses to do, declari
that he will not leave the field unt
he has gained possession of the sur-
roun fortresses. Another com-
plains that the Condottieri and the
soldiers have released their prisoners,
to which he replics, that it is an esta-
blished mahtary custom ; and sending
for the remaining four ‘mndred cap-
tives, he gives them their liberty also.
This act, whith terminates with the
suspicious observations of the envoys
on Carmagnola’s conduct, is rather
barren of interest, though 'the episode
of the younger Pergola, which we
shall lay betore our rc.uhrs, is happily
imagined.

As the prisoners are departing, the
Count observes the younger Pergola,
and stops him.

Carmagnola. Thou art not, youth!
One to be number'd with the vulgar crowd.
Thy garb, and more, thy towering mien

would speak ‘ ’
Of nobler parentage. Yet with the rest
Thou minglest, and art silent !

Pergola. Silence best,
0 ch:ef befits the vanquish'd.
Bearing up

Aguuut thy fate thus proudly, thou art
‘d

Wa&y a better staz. Th! name ?
Tis one



Whmmhhhpu.mm
Onhhndoth:bmit. One, which to a-

With brighter blaz were hard emprize.
My name is Pcrgol:."’

Car. And art thou then
That warrior’s son ?

Per. 1 am.

Car. Approach ! embrace
Thy father's carly friend! What thou art

now

I was, vh.eu first we met. Oh! thou dost
bring

Back on my heart remembrance of the days,

The young, and joyous, and adventurous
days

Of hope and ardour. And despond not
thou !

My dawn, 'tisstrue, with brighter omens
smil’d

But still fair Fortune's glorious promises
Are for the brave, and though delay'd

awhile,

She soon or late fulfils them. Youth! sa-
lute

Thy sire for me; and say, though not of
thee

I ask’d it, yet my heart is well assured
He counsell'd not this battle.
Per. Oh! be gave
Far other counsels, but his fruitless words
Were spoken to the winds. '
Car. Lament thou not.
Upon his chieftain’s head the shame will
rest
Of this defeat; and he who firmly stood
Fix'd at his post of peril, hath begun
A soldier’s race full nobly. Follow me,
I will restore thy sword.

The fourth act is occupied by the
machinations of the Count’s enemies
at Venice ; and the jealous and com-

licated policy of' that Republie, and

espotic authority of the Council of
Ten, are skilfully developed in many
of the scenes.

The first scene of the fifth act opens
at Venice in the hall of the Council
of Ten. Carmagnola is consulted by
the Doge on the terms of peace offer-
ed by the Duke of Milan. His ad-
vice is received with disdain, and after
various insults, he is accused of trea-
son. His astonishment and indigna-
tion at this unexpected charge are
expressed with all th€ warmth and
simplicity of innocence.

Car. A traitor ! T !'—that name of infamy
Reaches not me.  Let him the title bear,
Who best deserves such meed—it is not

mine.
Call me a dupe, and I may well submit,
For such my part is bere ; yet would I not



Exchange that name, for 'tis the worthiest
still.

A traitor I—1 retrace in thought the time,
When for cause | fought; ’tisall one

Strew'd o'er with flowers. Point out the
day on which
A traitor’s deeds weremine ; the day which

{n-‘d
Unmark’d by thanks, and praise, and pro-

mises
Of high reward ! What more ? Behold me
here !
And when [ came to seeming honour call'd,
When in my heart most deeply spoke the

voice
of love‘,n and grateful zeal, and trusting
ithee
Of trusting faith! oh! no.—Doth he who

comes
Th' invited guest of friendship, dream of
faith ?
I came to be ensnar’d ! Well ! it is done,
And be it so ! but since deceitful hate
Hath til:awn at length her smiling mask
¢,
Praise be to heaven ! an open ficld at least
Is spread before us. Now ’tis yours to

speak,
Mine to defend my cause; declare ye then
My treasons !
Doge. By the secret college soon
All shall be told thee.
Car. 1 appeal not there.
‘What ldbave done for you, hath all been
one
In the bright noon.day, and its tale shall
not
Be told in darkness. Of a warrior’s deeds
‘Warriors alone should judge ; and such I
chuse
To be mine arbiters ; my proud defence
Shall not be made in secret. All shall
hear.
e. The time for choice is past.
Car. What ! is there force
Employ'd against me ?—~Guards ! (raising
his voice. )
Doge. They are not nigh.
Soldicrs ! (enter armed men. )
Thy guards are these.
Car. T am betray’d !
Doge. *Twas then a thought of wisdom

to disperse
Thy followers. Well and justly was it
deem'd
That the bold traitor, in his plots surpris’d,
Might prove a rebel too.
Car. E'en as ye list,
Now be it yours to charge ne.
¢. Bear him hence,
Before the sceret college.
Car. Hear me yet
One moment first. That ye have doom'd
my death
I well perceive; but with that death ye
doom



Your own oternal dhame. Far o'er these
towers
ity ancient botunds, majestic floats

The banner of the Lion, in | z;h
Olcu‘m,' power, and well Eurvpe
1 bore it thus to empire. llm,'dluu,
Nonw;:mw men's thoughts ;

The limits of your sway, in other scenes
Where that suli, » mhuhnn
reach'd,

Wl'&hhyquﬁu‘u.ﬁim:ﬂ!
deeds

And your reward, will live in chranicles
For ever to endure.  Yet, yet, respect
Your annals, and the future ! ye will neal
A warrhor soon, snd who will then be yours?
Forget not, tho' your captive now 1 stand,
lm:‘u“hbunymubjm. No ! my

Was ‘midst & warlike -, ome in soul,
And warchfal o'er i ¥ig u,nndu'dw
deem

The bonour of each Gitizen it own,

Think ye this eutrage will be there uobeard ¥

There & some treachery here.  Our com.

H mmnl’oo thie.  Full well

ave on o thi ye
ho'm

I have been faithful stll. There yet is

time.
Iege. The time §s When thou
didst meditae P
Thy guilt, and in thy pride of heart defy
Those destin’d to chastise it, then the hour
of sahe should have boen,
Car. O mean in soul !
And dost thou dare to think a warrior's

breast
For worthless 1ife can trembie 2 Thew shalt
800G
l...mh‘:v to die. Go! when the hour of
Ontby\ihmhomhld:a,lhu'ih

lumvkhﬁruhm.ﬁnueb
As I shall bexr to ignosinions death.

Scuxw 1L—The Hous im

ANTONIETTA, MATILDA.

Mat, The hours fly fast, the morn is
m'n, and yet

My father comes pot !

Ant. Ah! thou hast not learn'd
By s experience, with how slow & pace
Joys ever come 3 expected jong, and ofi
Deceiving expectation ! while the steps
Of grief o'ertake us, cre we dream than

Bnlni‘lu‘:‘p-.d,thelu‘udm

thofcddm‘dmozr.ndtbwedblm
Must soon soccead. A few short moments
more,



Andheuvnthns. E’en from this delay

I augur well. A council held so long

Must be to give us peace. He will be
ours,

Perhaps for years, our own.

Mat. O mother! thus

My hopes too whisper. Nights enough in

tears,
And days in all the sickness of suspense
Our-nnomlove hath pass’d. It is full
mteachndmoment, at each rumour'd

tale,
Pach idle murmur of the people's voice,
We should no longer tremble; that no

more

This thought should haunt our souls—
E’'en now, perchance,

He for whom thus your hearts are yearn-

ing—dies !
Ant. Oh! fearful thought !—but vain
and distant now !
Each j joy, l:ny daughter, must be bought
wit
Hast th:: forgot the day, when, proudly
|

In triumph midst the noble and the brave,
Thy glorious father to the temple bore
The banners won in battle from his foes ?
Mat. A day to be remember’d !
Ant. By his side
Each seean’d inferior. Every breath of air
Swell'd with his echoing name ; and we,
the while,

Stationed on high, and sever'd from the
throng,

Gaz'd on that one who drew the gaze ofall,

While with the tide of rapture half o'er.
whelm’'d,

Our hearts beat high, and whisper'd—
¢ We are his.”

Mat. Moments of joy !

Ant. What have we done, my child,
To merit such ?" Heaven, for so high a fate,
Chose us from thousands, and.upon thy

brow
Inscribed a lofty name, a name so bright,
That he to whom thou bear'st the gift,
whate'er
His race, my boast it proudly. Whata

Porenvyxnbeg of our lot!
And'echouldw its joys against these

Offurnnd-orrov.
Mat. They are pass’d e’en now.
Hark ! ’twas the sound of oars !—it swells
~—"tis hush'd !
\‘heguuundose—O mother ! T behold
A warrior clad in mail—he comes, "tis he !
Ant. Whom should it be if not himself ?
~my husband !
( She comes forward. )

( Enter GOXZAGA and others. )

Ant. Gonzaga !—Where is he we look’d
for ? ?



Thou answerest not !—O bheaven! thy
looks are fraught
With prophecies of woe !
Gon. Alas! too true
The omens they reveal !
Mat. Of woe to whom ?
Gon. Oh! why Lath such a task of bit-
. terness
Fall'n to my lot ?
Ant. Thou wouldst be pitiful,
And thou art cruel. Closc this dread sus-

nse ;
Speak !ple adjure thee, in the name of God !
Where is my husband ?
Gon. Heaven sustain your souls
With fortitude to bear the tale!—my

chief—
Mat. Is he return’d unto the field ?
Gon. Alas! N

Thither the warrior shall return no more.
The senate’s wrath is on him. He is now
A prisoner |
Ant. He a prisoner !—and for what ?
Gon. He is accused of treason.
Mat. Treason! He
A traitor !—Oh ! my father!
Ant. Haste! proceed,
And pause no more. Our hearts are
nerv'd for all
Say, what shall be his sentence ?
Gon. From my li
It shall not be reveal'd.
Ant. Oh! he is slain!
Gon. He lives, but yet his doom is fix'd.
Ant. He lives !
Weep not, my daughter ! "tis the time to
act.

For pity's sake, Gonzaga, be thou not

Wearied of our afflictions. Heaven to thee

Entrusts the care of two forsaken ones.

He was thy friend—Ah ! haste, then, be
our guide,

Conduct us to his judges. Come, my
child,

Poor innocent, come with me. There yet
is left

Mercy upon the earth., Yes! they them.
selves

Are husbands, they are fathers! When
they sign'd

The fearful sentence, they remember'd not

He was a father, and a husband too.

But when their eyes behold the agony

One word of theirs hath caus'd, their hearts
will melt,

They will, they must revoke it. Oh! the

ight

Of m woe is terrible to man !

Perhaps the warrior’s lofty soul disdain'd

To vindicate his deeds, or to recall

His triumphs, won for them. It is for us

To wake each high remembrance. Ah!
we know

That he im(rlot'd not, but our knees shall
bend,

And we will pray.
Gon. Oh Heaven ! thgtlemxldlun



Your hearts one ray.ofhopc! There is no
car,
No phes:orr prayers. The judges here are

’
Implacable, unknown. The thunderbolt
FI.KI heavy, and the hand by which ’tis
launch'd
Ilveil'dﬁilx; clouds. There is one comfort
stll,
Thcoolcndeomfonofnpaninfbour.
T come to bear. Ye may behold him yet.
The moments fly. Arouse your strength
of heart.
Oh! fearful is the trial, but the God
Of Mourners will be with you.
Mat. ls there not
One ?
Am.)n! my child !

SCENE IV.wd Prison.
CARMAGNOLA.

They must have heard it now.—Oh ! that
at least

I might have died far from them ! Though
their hearts

Had bled wbbur o}he tidings, yet the hour,

The solemn hour of Nature’s parting pangs,

Had then been past. It meets us darkly
now

And we must drain its draught of bitter-

ness
Together, drop by drox. 0 ye wide fields !
Ye plains of fight, an Lbriléng sounds of
arms !
O proud delights of danger! Battle. cries,
And thou, my war-steed ! and ye trumpet-

notes
Kindling the soul ! Midst your tumultuous

Joys )
Death zcn'd all beautiful.——And must I
en,
With shrinking cold reluctance, to my fate
Be dragg'd, ¢'en as a felon, on the winds
Pouring vain prayers and impotent com-
plaints ?
And Marco ! hath he not betray'd me too ?
Vile do;l‘):i! that 1 could cast it from my

Before 1 die !—Butno! What boots it now

Thus to look back on life with eye that
turns

To where my footstep may not tread ?

Now, Philip! thou wilt triumph | Be itso!

I too have prov'd such vain and impious

joys.
Andknow;hcirnluenow. But oh! again
To .eehdnzce lov'd ones, and to hear the

Last accents of their voices! By those arms

Once more to be encircled, and from thence

To tear myself for ever!—~Hark! they
come !

OGodd:f'nMetcy, from thy throne look

In pity on their woes!



Scexe V.

ANTONIETTA, MATILDA,GONZAGA, ang
CARMAGNOLA.

Ant. My husband |
Mat. Oh! my father!
Ant. Is it thus
That thou return’st ? and is this the hour
Desir'd so long ?
Car. O ye afflicted ones!
Heaven knows [ dread its pangs for you a-
lone.
have my ts been us'd to look
s on De-l::om )
And calmly wait his time. For you alone
My soul bhath need of firmness; will ye,
then,
Deprive mchof its aid 7—When the Most
Hig
On virtue pours afflictions, he bestows
The courage to sustain them. Oh! let
yours
Equal your sorrows! Let us yet find joy .
In this embrace, ’tis still a gift of Heaven.
Thou weep'st, my child ! and thou, belov-
ed wife!
Ah! when I made thee mine, thy days
: flowed on T waited & '
n and 3 Tuni ce
To mmm and now the thought
Embitters death. Oh! that I had not seen
The woes | cause thee !
Ant. Husband of my youth !
Of my bright days, thou who did'st make
them bright,
Read thou my ! the pangs of death

And yet, e'en now—I would not but be
thine.
Car. Full wel! 1 know how much I lose
in thee;
Oh ! make me not too deeply feel it now.
Mat. The homicides!
Car. No, sweet Matilda, no!
Let no dark thought of rage or vengeance

rise

To cloud thy gentle spirit, and disturb

Thesc moments—they are sacred. Yes!
my wrongs

Are deep, but, thou, forgive them, and
confi

ess,
That, e'en midst all the fulness of our woe,
High, holy joy remains.—Death! Death!
—our foes,
Our most relentless foes, can only speed
Th' inevitable hour. Oh! man hath not
Invented death for man ; it would be then
Maddening and insupportable ;—from Hea-
ven

"Tis sent, and Heaven doth temper all its

pangs

With such blest comfort, as no mortal
power

Can give or take away. My wife! my
child !

Hear my last words—they wring your bo-
soms now



With mbut yet, some future day,
*Twill oot you to recal them. Live, my
ife!
Sustain th{ grief, and live! this ill-starr’d
gir

Must not be reft of sll. Fly swiftly hence,

Conduct her to thy kindred, she is their’s,

Of their own blood—and they so lov'd thee
once !

‘Then, to their foe united, thou becam'st

Less dear; for feuds and wroogs made
warring sounds

Of Carmagnola’s and Visconti's names.

But to their bosoms thou wilt now return

A mourner ; and the object of their hate

Will be no more.—Oh! there is joy in

death ' —

And thou, my flower! that midst the din
of arms,

Wert b:::d to cheer my soul, thy lovely

Droops to the earth !  Alas! thetempest’s

rage
Is on thee now. Thou tremblest, and thy
heart
Can scarce contain the heavings of its woe.
1 feel thy burning tears upon my breast,
I feel, and cannot dry them. Deost thou
claim
Pity from me, Matilda? Oh ! thy sire
Hath now no power to aid thee, but thou
know'st
That the forsaken have a Father still,
On High. Confide in him, and live w days
Of peace, if not of joy ; for such to thee
He surely destines. Wherefore hath he

The torrent of affliction on thy youth,

If to thy future years be not reserved

All his benign compassion? Live! and
soothe

Thy suffering mother. May she to the arms

Of no ignoble consort lead thee still !—

Gonzaga ! take the hand which thou hast

L“"‘d X
Oft in the morn of battle, when our hearts
Had cause to doubt if we should meet at
eve.
Wilt thou yet press it, pledging me thy faith
To g\nd"‘e1 and guard these mourners, till
ev ioi

y join
Their friends and kindred ?
Gon. Rest assurcd, 1 will.
Car. 1 am content.  And if, when this
is done,
Thou to the field returnest, there for me
Salute my brethren ; tell them that I' died
Guiltless ; thou hast been witness of my
deeds,
Hast read my inmost thoughts—and
know’st 1t well
Tell them I never, with a traitor’s shuwe,
Stain’d my bright sword.—Oh ! never—
1 myself
Have been cnsnar’d by treachiery. Think
of me



When trumpet.notes are stirring every

heart,
And banners proudly waving in the air,
Thinkd'thineande’nt comrade ! And the

day
Foﬂo'm‘g' the combat, when upon the field
Amidst the deep and solemn harmony
Of dirge and hymn, the priest of funeral

rites,
With lifted hands is offering for the slain
His sacrifice to heaven ;—forget me not !
For 1, too, hoped upon the battle plain
E’en so to die.
Anton. Have mercy on us, Heaven !
Car. My wife ! Matilda! Now the hour
is nigh,
And we must part.— Farewell !
Mat. No, father! no!
Car. Come to this breast yet, yet once
more, and then
For pity’s sake depart !
Anton. No! force alone
Shall tear us thence.
( A sound of arms is heard.)
Mat. Hark ! what dread sound ! .
Anton. Great God !

( The door is half opened, and arm-
ed men enter, the chief of whom
adovunces to the Count. His wife
and daughter full scnseless. )

Car. O God! | thank thee. O most
merciful !
Thus to withdraw their senses from the

Of this dread moment’s conflict !
Thou, my friend,
Assist them, bear them from this scene of

woe,
And tell them, when their eyes again un.
close

To meet the day—that nought is left to
fear.

Notwithstanding the pathetic beau-
ties of the last act, the attention which
this tragedy has excited in Italy,
must be principally attributed to the
boldness of the author in so complete-
ly emancipating himself from the fet-
ters of the dramatic unities. The se-
verity with which the tragic poets of
that country have, in geveral, restrict-
ed themselves to those rules, has been
sufficicntly remarkable, to obtain, at
least, temporary distinction, for the -
courage of the writer who should at-
tempt to violate them. Although this
picce comprises a period of several

ears, and that, too, in days so troub-
ed, and so “ full of fate,” days in
which the decpest passions and most
powerful energics of the human mind
were called into action by the strife
of conflicting interests ; there is, ne-



vertheless, as great a deficiency of in-
cident, as if ““to be born and die”
made all the history of aspiring na-
tures contending for supremacy. The
character of the hero is pourtrayed in
words, not in actions ; it does not un-
fold itself in any struggle of opposite
feelings and passions, and the interest
excited for him only commences at
the moment when it ought to have
reached its climax. The merits of
the piece inay be summed up in the
occasional energy of the language and
dignity of the thoughts; and the
truth with which the spirit of the age
ix;‘::chmcteri;edl,)as well in the delve-

ment of that suspicious icy
distinguishing the sysu!:n of thc‘:o Ve-
netian #ovemment, as in the pictures
of the fiery Condottieri, holding their
councils of war,

Jealous of honour, sudden and quick in
quarrel.

—— ——
P,
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Cdiu Gracchus, a Tragedy, by Monti.

Tuis tragedy, though inferior in
power and interest to the Aristodemo
of the same author, is, nevertheless,
distinguished by beauties of a high
order, and such as, in our opinion,
fully establish its claims to more ge-
neral attention than it has hitherto
received. Although the lofliness and
neveritz of Roman manners in the
days of' the Republic, have been suf-
ficiently preserved to give an impres-
sive character to the piece, yet those
workings of ion and tenderness,
without which dignity soon becomes
monotonous, and ism unnatural,
have not been (as in the tragedies of
Alfieri upon similar subjects) too rie
gidly suppressed. The powerful cha«
racter of the high-hearted Cornelia,
with all the calm, collected majesty
which our ideas are wont to associate
with the name of a Roman matron ;
and the depth and sublimity of mae
ternal affection more particularly be«
lonii;g to the mother of the Gracchi,
are beautifully contrasted with thesoft«
er and more womanish feelings, the
intense anxieties, the sensitive and
passionate attachment, embodied in
the person of Licinia, the wife of
Gracchus. The ap made by
Gracchus to the peo(i)eare full of ma«
jestic eloquence, and the whole piece
seems to be animated by that restless
and unmn::hletziﬁt of freedom,
whose immortalized struggles for as-
cendancy give so vivid s colouring, so



exalted an interest, to the annals of
the ancient republics.

The tragedy opens with the solilo-
quy of Caius Gracchus, who is return-
ed in secret to Rome, after having
been employed in rebuilding Car-

b wﬁig Scipio had utterly de-
molished.

Caius, in Rome behold thyself! the night

Hath spread her favouring shadows o'er
thy path;

Andthou{beumg.myCountry! for thy

son,
Gracchus, is with thee! All is hush'd
around,
And in deep slumber, from the cares of dgy,
The worn Plebeians rest.  Oh! good, and
‘m,
And only Romans ! yoar repose is sweet,
For toil hath given it zest; '"tis calm and

For nop;lcnm’om hath troubled it. Mean.
while.

My brother's murderers, the Patricians,
hold

Inebriate vigils o'er their festal boards,

Or in dark midnight-conncils, sentence me

To death, and Rome to chains. They
little deem

Of the unlook'd for and tremendous foe,

So near at hand !—It is h. I wead

In safety my paternal threshold.—Yes!

This is my own! Oh! mother! Oh my
wife !

My child !—I come to dry your tears. 1

come
Strengthened by three dread Furies. One
is Wrath,
Fir'd by my Country’s wrongs; and one
ecp Love,
For those, my bosom's inmates ; and the
third—

Vengeance, fierce Vengeance, for a bro-
ther's blood !

His soliloquy is interrupted by the
entrance of Fulvius, his friend, with
whose rroﬂigne character, and un-
principled designs, he is represented
as unacquain From the opening
speech made by Fulvius (before he is
aware of the presence of Caius) to the
slave by whom he is attended, it a
pears that he is just returned from the
perpetration of some crime, the na-
ture of which is not disclosed until
the second act. The suspicions of
Caius are, however, awakened, by the
obscure allusions to some act of signal,
but secret vengeance, which Fulvius
throws out in the course of the en-
suing discussion,

Ful. This is no time for grief and feeble

But for high decds.



Caius. And we will make it such.
But prove we first our strength. Declare,
Pm'hufricndc
(If yet misfortune hath her friends) remain

True to our cause ?
Ful. Few, few, but valiant hearts.

L . - -
Oh! what a change is here! There was a
time,

When, over all supreme, thy word gave law
To nations and their rulers; in thy pre-

sence

The senate trembled, and the citizens

Flock'd round thee in deep reverence. Then
a word,

A look from Caius, :d:lntc, a smile,

Fill'd them with pri Each sought to
be the friend,

The client,—aye, the very slave, of him,

The people’s idol ; and beholding them

Thus ptos::ifu in thy path, thou, thou
thyself,

Didst blush to see their vileness |—But thy
meehﬂ' glorious phan melt

Is waning now i toms

Into dim npon’n. and the earthly god,

So worshipp'd once, from his forsaken
shrines,

Down to the dust is hurl'd.

Caings. And what of this ?

There is no power in Fortune to deprive

Gracchus of Gracchus. Mine i suck a
heart,

As meets the storm exultingly ; a heart

Whose stern delight it is to strive with fate,

And conquer. Trust me, Fate is terrible,

But because man is vile. A coward

Made her a deity. . .

-

. But say, what ¢ ts
Are foster'd by the people ? Have
lost
The sense of their misfortunes? Is the

name
Of Gracchus in their hearts, (reveal the
truth,)
Already numbered with forgotten things ?
Ful. A breeze, a passing breeze, now
hm'w'mae’mcbdu
Borne on light pinion people’s
Tove |+ FimO

(3
Yet have they claims on pardon, for their
faults

Are of their miseries; and their feebleness
Is to their woes proportioned. Haply still,
The secret sigh oftbeirﬁﬂlbeamq:dﬁne,
But their lips breathe it not. Their grief
Andthei‘dmmynknulg of their timid mien,
ir timid mi
Andcyai!:egxddu?uogkncebcmonunh.
And sometimes a faint murmur of thy

name,
Alone accuse them. They are hush'd, for

now,
Notan.l:wup,thdxty:qu;bmn

Who-e:i:;mbmmthenmbmofﬁt



And th:drmmn Romans. Yes! and |
Mnypmadopmdamﬂedygofoﬂh, .
For Rome is widow’d ! Distant wars en-

gage
The noblest of her youth, by Fabius led,
And but the weak remain. Hence every
Sickens with voiceless terror ; and the peo-

ple,

Subdued and trembling, turn to thee in
thought,

But yet are silent.

Caius. 1 will make them heard.
Rome is & slumbering lion, and m mee
Shall wake the mighty. Thou

I came
Prepar’d for all ; and as I track’d lhedeep
For Rome, my dangers to my spirit grew
Familiar in its musings. With a voice
Of wrath, the loud winds fiercely swell'd ;

the waves

Mutter'd around ; Heaven flash'd in light.
ning forth,

Andthehpde steersman trembled: I the
while

Stood on the tossing and bewilder'd bark,

Retir'd, and lhmxgd in my mantle’s folds,

With thoughtful eyes cast down, and all
absorb’d

In a far deeper storm !  Around my heart,
Gnhetingmnaet, then my spirit's pow-

Held oounul with themselves—and on my

thoughts
My country rose,~and I foresaw the snares,
The treacheries of Opimius, and the senate,
And my false fncndn, uuung my return.

Fulvius ! Ivepl! but they were tears of
rage !
For 1 was vrought to frenzy, by the

thought

Of my wrong'd country, and of him, that
brother,

Whose shade, through ten long years hath
sternly cried

“ Vcngeuneel "—nor found it yet.

Ful. 1t is fulfilled.

Caius. And how ?

Ful. Thou shalt be told.

Caius. Explain thy words.

Ful. Then knov, (incautious that I

am !)

Caiua. Why thus
Falters shy voice ? Why speak’st thou not ?

Ful. Forgive !

E'en friendship sometimes hath its secrets

Cuius. No!

True friendship, never !

Caius afterwards inqnires what part
his brother-in-law, Scipio Emilianus,
is hkcly to ulopt in their enterprises.

renown,
The glonotu deeds, ereby was carn'd his



Of second Africanus; and the blind,
Deep reverence paid him by the people’s

hearts, .
Who,k::hnnghxmthm foe, respect him

All this disturbs me: hardly will be won
Our day of victory, ‘fd:{lhm withstood,,

Ful. Yet won 1t be. If but this
thou fear'st,

Then be at peace.

Caius. 1 understand thee p/yt,

Ful. Thou wilt ere long. But here we
vainly waste

Our time and words. Soon will the morn-
ing break.

Nor know thy friends as yet of thy return ;
I fly to cheer taem with the tidings.
Caius. Stay!
Ful. And wherefore ?
Caius. To reveal thy meaning.
Ful. Peace!
I hear the sound of steps.

Their conversation is intetrupted by
the entrance of Cornelia, with the
wife and child of Caius. They are
about to seck an asylum in the house
of Emilianus, by whom Cornelia has
been warned of the imminent
which menaces the family of her som,
from the fury of the patricians, who
intend, on the following day, to abro-
te the laws enacted by the Gracchi,
in favour of the plebeians. The jo
and emotion of Gracchus, on t
mecting with his family, may ap
somewhat inconsistent with his pq‘l:-
ing remained so lon eug:gcd in peli-
tical discussion, ongthe reshold of
their abode, without ever having made
an inquiry after their welfare ; bus it
would be somewhat unreasonable to
try the conduct of a Roman (particu~
larly in a tragedy) by the laws of Na-
ture. Before, however, we are dis«
posed to condemn the principles which
seem to be laid down for the delinea-
tior: of Roman character in dramatic
poetry, let us recollect that the
ral habits of the people whose insti-
tutions gave birth to the fearful gran
dle(;xr displayed 1;1 t.ll:e actions of the
elder Brutus, and whose towering spi-
rit was fostered to enthusiasm by'&ie
contemplation of it, must have been
deeply tinctured by the austerity of
even their virtues. Shakespeare alone,
without eomx;lr:.mising the ity of
his Romans, disencumbered Lgem
of the formal scholastic drapexy which
seems to betheirqﬂicialgub,and has
stamped their features with the gene«
ral aftributes of human nature, with-
out effacing the impress which distin«



guished “ the men of iren” from the
nations who “ stood still before them.”

‘The first act concludes with the
parting of Caius and Fulvius in wrath
and suspicion, Cornelia having accus-
ed the latter of an attempt to seduce
her daughter, the wife of Scipio, and
of concealing the most atrocious de=-
signs under the mask of zeal for the
cause of Liberty.

Of liberty 4

Whnm'sttbon,.ndwvhom? Thou
no shame,

No virtue, and thy boast is—to be free !

Oh ! zeal for liberty ! eternal mask

Assum’d by every crime!

In the second act, the death of
Emilianus is announced to Opimius,
the consul, in the presence of Grac-
chus, and the intelligence is accom-
panied by a%umour of his having pe-
rished by assassination. The myste-
rious expressions of Fulvius, and the
accusations of Cornelia, immediately
recur to the mind of Caius. The fol-
lowing scene, in which his vehement
emotions, and high sense of honour,.
are well contrasted with the cold-
blooded sophistry of Fulvius, is power«
fully wronght up.

Caius. Back on my thoughts the words

of Fulvius rush,
Like darts of fire. AJl hell is in my heart !
( Fulvius enters. )
Thou com’st in time. Speak ! thou perfi-
dious friend !

ipio lies murder’d on his bed of death !
Whoa slew him ?

Ful. Ask'st thou me ?

Caius. Thee !—thee, who late
Did'st in such words discourse of him, as

now
Assure me thou’rt his murderer. Traitor,

k!
Ful. 'r:.thus his fate doth weigh upon
thy heart,
Thou art no longer Gracchus, or thou
ravest !
More grateful praise, and warmer thanks,
might well

Renrdﬁ‘:lgwmeounge which hath

Rome from a tyrant, Gracchus from a foe!
Caius. Then he was slain by thee !
Ful: Ungrateful friend !

Why dost thou tempt me ? Danger me-

~ Daces

Thy bogpur, Freedom’s wavering light is
im3;

Rome wears the fetters of a guilty senate ;

One Scipio drove thy brother to a death

Of infamy 3 another seeks 1Ay fall 5

And when one noble, one determin'd stroke, -



To thee and thine assures the victory,
wreaks

The people’s vengeance, gives thee life and

And pacifies thy brother’s angry shade ;

Is it a cause for wailing? Am I call’d

For this a murderer? Go!-] say once

- more,
Thou art no longer Gracchus, or thou

ravest !
Caius. I know thee now, barbarian !
‘Wouldst thou serve
My cause with crimes ?
Ful. And those of that man, -

‘Whom } bave slain, and dost mourn,

are they
To be forgotten ? Hath oblivion then
Shrouded the stern destroyer's ruthless

work,
The famine of Numantia ?~~Such a deed,
As on our name the world’s deep curses
drew !
Or the four hundred Lusian youths be.
tray'd,
And with their bleeding, mutilated limbs,
Back to their parents sent ? Is this forgot ?
Go, uk‘b:f Carthage !=-bid her wasted

res
Of him, this reveller in bloed, recount ,
. The terrible achievements ! —At the cries,
Thogto-m.th'nnumnhhmofm
'l‘hemorcd:?:hundredtbo wretches,
(Of every age and sex) to fire, and sword,
And fetters, [ could marvel that the earth
In horror doth not open |—They were foes,
They ';t?ed barbarians, but unarm'd, sub-
’
Weeping, imploring mercy ! And the law
Of Roman virtue is, to spare the weak,
To tame the lofty ! But in other lands,
Why should I seek for records of his
crimes ?
If here the suffering ask in vain,
A little earth to lay their bonas in peace §
If the decree which yielded to their claims
So brief a heritage, and the which to seal,
Thy brother's blood was shed ; if this re.
main

Still fruitless, still delusive, who was he

That mock'd its power ?==who to all Rome
declar’d

That brother's death was just, was need-
ful 2——-Who,

But Scipio 7~~And remember thou the
words,

Which burst in thunder from thy lips ¢'en
then,

Heard by the people! Caius, in my heart

They bave been deeply treasur'd.—He
must die,

(Thus didst thou speak,) this tyrant! We
have need

That he should perish !—I have done the

deed.
' Andullb;:t'thoumhh murderez 7emlf the



anudi'l;,'lhen thoa art guilty. From
The sentence came. The crime is thine
1, thy devoted friend, did but obey

y t
'ﬁ:ymndnu-

Caius. Thon,myffiend! T am not one
To call a villain friend. Let thunders,

fraught
With 3” and death, awake, to scatter
0se,
Who, mng liberty through paths of
Bring ch':’m ledegrading Freedom's lofty
Below e'en’Shnry'a level !—Say thou not,
Wretch ! that the sentence and the guilt
were mine !

¥ wish’d him slain—"tis so—but by the axe
Of high and public justice; that, whose
ke

stro
On thy vile head will fall. Thou hast dis-
'd

grac
Unutterably my name—I bid thee tremble !
Ful. Caius, let insult cease, I counsel

thee,
Let insult cease ! Be the deed just or guilty,
Enjoy its fruits in silence. Force me not
To utter more.

Caius. And what hast thou to say ?

Ful. That which I now suppress.

Caius. How ! are there yet,

Perchance, more crimes to be reveal'd ?

Ful. 1 know not.

Caiu:.hﬂ;l.‘hou know'st not !—Horror

c my curdling veins ;
I dare not ask thee further.
‘Ful. Thou dost well.

Caiusg. What gaidst thou ?

Ful. Nothing,

Cuaius. On my beart thy words
Press heavily. Oh! what a fearful light
Bursts o’er my soul !—Hast thou accom.

plices ?

Ful. I have.

Cains. And who ?

Ful. Insensate! ask me not.

Cains. 1 must be told.

Ful. Away !—thou wilt repent.

Caius. No more of this, for I will

know.

Ful, Thou wilt ?

Ask then—thy sister.

Caius. (alone) Ask my sister !—=what !
Is she a murderess ?——Hath my sister slain
Her lord ?——Oh! aimeofduiatdye!_

Oh! name
Tillno:hnmm‘ 'd, name of the Gracchi,
us
Consign'd to infamy !—to infamy ?
The very hair doth rise upon my head,
'l’hxil]‘dﬁ:z the thought !—Where shall I
a place
To hide my shame, to lave the branded

stains .
From this dishonour'd brow PeeWhat
should 1 do ?



—There is a voice whose deep tremmdom
tones

Murmur within my heart, and sternly cry,

“ Away '—and pause not—slay thy guilty
sister !

mdl‘o? 'h;;aionr, of a noble line

i " obey thee !—terribly

Thou call’st for blood, and thou shalt be

appeas’d.
( To be continued.)

—
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PATRIOTIC EFFUSIONS OF THE
ITALIAN POETS.

Whoever has attentively studied
the works of the Italian Poets, from
the days of Dante and Petrarch, to
those of Foscolo and Pindemonte,
must have been struck with those al-
lusions to the glory and the fall, the
renown and the degradation of Italy, -
which give a melancholy interest to
their Amidst all the vicissi-
tudes o? that devoted country, the
bwnmnm'hgr:‘oice of ll:er b;rds has ;till

to prophesy the impendi
storm, and to :;Yx up such dpe:panns
spirit-stirring recollections from the
ghz:;ious rn, as have resounded
through the land, notwithstanding
the loudest tumults of those discords
which bave made her

Long, loni,. bloody stage,
For petty kinglings tame,
Their miserable game

Of puny war to wage.

There is something very affecting in
these vain, th enl:x aspirations
after that independence, which the Ita-
lians, as'a nation, seem destined never
toregain. The strains in which their
high-toned feelings on this subject
are recorded, produce on our minds
the same effect with the song of the
imprisoned bird, whose melody is
fraught, in our imagination, with re~
collections of the green woodland, the
free air, and unbounded sky. We
roon grow weary of the perpetual vio-

© dets and zephyrs, whose cloying sweet-
ness pervades the sonnets and canzoni
of the minor Italian Poets, till we are
ready to *“ die in aromatic pain ;" nor



is our interest much more excited,
even by the everlasting laurel which
inspires the enamoured Petrarch with
80 ingenious a variety of concetfi, as
might reasonably cause it to be doubt~
ed whether the beautiful Laura, or
the emblematic Tree, were the real
object of the bard’s affection ; but the
moment a patriotic chord is struck,
our feelings are awakened, and we
find it easy to tymogz::xize with the e«
motions of a m Roman, sur«
rounded by the ruins of the Capitol ;
a Venetian, when contemplating the
proud trophies won by his ancestors
at Byzantium, or a Florentine amon
the tombs of the mighty dead, in the
church of Santa . It is not,
perhaps, now, the time to plead, with
any effect, the cause of Italy; yet
:;:&t we consider th:;‘t natli!on as al-
er degraded, whose literature,
from the dawn of its majestic immor=-
tality, has been consecrated to the
nurture of every generous principle
and ennoblin reool?ection ; and whose
“ choice and master-spirits,” under
the most adverse circumstances, have
kept alive a flame, which may well be
considered as imperishable, since the
““ ten thousand tyrants” of the land
have fuiled to quench its brightness.
We present our readers with a few of
:lhe minorheﬁ’uugom in !lvlhich the in-
ignant, though unavailing regrets of
those, who, to use the words of Al
fieri, are ‘“ Slaves, yet still indignant
slaves,” * have been feelingly pour-
trayed. The first of these produc-
tions must, in the original, be fami-
liar to every reader who has any ac«
quaintgnce with Italian literature,

® Schiavi siam, ma schiavi ognor frementi—ALFIERL



VINCENZO DA FILICAJA.
Italia, Italia ! O tu cui feo la sorte, &c.

. Itavria! thou, by lavish nature grac’d

With ill-starr’d beauty, which to thee hath been
A fatal dowry, whose effects are trac'd

In the deep sorrows, graven on thy mien ;

Oh! that more strength, or fewer charms were thine,
That those wight fear thee more, or love thee less,

Who seem to worship at thy Beauty’s shrine,
Then leave thee to the death-pang’s bitterness!

Not then would foreign herds have drain’d the tide,
Of that Eridanus, thy blood hath dyed,

Nor from the Alps would legions, still renew’d
Pour down ; nor would’st thou wield an salien brand,
Nor fight l.hy battles with the stranger’s hand,

Still doom'd to serve, subduing, or subdued.



VINCENZO DA FILICAJA.
Quando gid dai gran monti bruna bruna, &e.

Waen from the mountain’s brow, the gathering shades
" Of twilight fall, on one th t I dwell:
Day beams o’er other lands, if here she fades,

Nor bids the Universe at once farewell.

But thou, I cry, my Country ! what a night
Spreads o'er thy glories one dark ne:jpsx:g pall!
Thy thousand triumphs won by valour’s might,
nd wisdom’s voice—=what now remains of all ?

And see’st thon not th’ ascending flame of war,
Burst thro’ thy darkness, reddening from afar?
Is not thy misery’s evidence complete ?
But if endurance can thy fall delay,
Still, still endure, devoted one! and say,
If it be victory thus, but to retard defeat !



CARLO MARIA MAGGI.
To grido, e griderd finche mi senta, &e.

I cry aloud, and ye shall hear my call,

Ao, Tesino, 'gbet! Adrian deep,

And blue Tyrrhene ! Let him first rous’d from sleep,
Startle the next ! one peril broods o’er all.

It nought avails that Italy should plead,
Forgetting valour, sinking in despair,
At strangers’ feet !—our land is all too fair,

Nor tears, nor prayers, can check ambition’s speed.

;n v:x;db;' faded checkm A lgghnmbled eye,
or sue ; "tis not her agony

' Herduthdo’nemnynowu peu;hcrfoeu.
Be theirs to suffer who to combat shun !
But oh! weak pride, thus feeble and undone,
Nor to wage battle, nor endure repose !



ALESSANDRO MARCHETTI.
Italia! Italia ! ah! non pid Italia! appena, &c.

Itaria! oh! no more Italia now !
Scarce of her form a vestige dost thou wear ;
She was a Queen with glory mantled ;~T%ou,
A slave, degraded, and compell’d to bear.

Chains gird thy hands and feet ; deep clouds of care
Darken thy brow, once radnnt as thy skies ;

And dndovn, born of terror and despair,—
Shadows of death, have dimm’d thy glonous eyes.

Italia! oh! Italia now no more !
For thee my tears of shame and anguish flow,
Andt.beghdstrunsm Iyre was wont to pour
Are chang’d to dirge-notes ; but my d woe
ls,tbubmhnds thine own sons the w ile,
Behold thy miseries with insulting smile. ‘



ALESSANDRO PEGOLOTTL
Quella, ch’ambi le mani entro la chioma, &c.
Suk that cast down the empires of the world,
And, in her proud, triumphal course through Rome,
Dragg'd them, from freedom and dominion hurl'd,~—
Bound by the hair, pale, humbled, and o’ercome,—

Imhﬁng,dimmﬂedmm,w 2
Spoil'd of her tre ; ing to the groun
Bcnl:thlbostilm,mdlo! the weight

Of fetters, her imperial neck around

Oh! that a stranger’s envious hand had wmugh‘ t
Tbhdesohti!t;:l!nt;orl d:ﬁ:wmldn >

“ Vengeance ia!” in the burni
Losin my’grief ; but ’tis th’ ign‘:gle swa

Of vice hath bow’d thee !—Discord, slo ease,

« Theirs is that victor car; thy tyrant lords are these.



FRANCESCO MARIA DE CONTL
. THE SHORE OF AFRICA.
O Peregrin, che muovi errante il passo, &c.
Pirorim ! whose steps these desert sands explore,
Where verdure never spread its bright array ;

Know, twas on this inhospitable shore,
From Pompey’s heart the life-blood ebb’'d away.

*T'was here betray’d he fell, neilected lay,
Nor found Ais relics a sepulchral stone,

Whose life, so long a bright, trinmphal day,
O’er Tyber’s wave supreme in glory shone !

Thou, stranger ! if from barbarous climes thy birth,
Look round exultingly, and bless the earth,

Where Rome, with him, saw Power and Virtue die!
But if "tis Roman blood that fills thy veins,
Then, son of heroes !~—think upon Lchaim,

And bathe with tears the grave of Liberty.




