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from CANTO THE SECOND. 

Athens 
(the Parthenon) 
 
I. 
   Come, blue-eyed maid of heaven! - but thou, alas, 
   Didst never yet one mortal song inspire - 
   Goddess of Wisdom! here thy temple was, 
   And is, despite of war and wasting fire, 
   And years, that bade thy worship to expire: 
   But worse than steel, and flame, and ages slow, 
   Is the drear sceptre and dominion dire 
   Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and thine on polished breasts bestow. 
 
II. 
   Ancient of days! august Athena! where, 
   Where are thy men of might, thy grand in soul? 
   Gone - glimmering through the dream of things that were: 
   First in the race that led to Glory’s goal, 
   They won, and passed away - is this the whole? 
   A schoolboy’s tale, the wonder of an hour! 
   The warrior’s weapon and the sophist’s stole 
   Are sought in vain, and o’er each mouldering tower, 
Dim with the mist of years, grey flits the shade of power. 
 
III. 
   Son of the morning, rise! approach you here! 
   Come - but molest not yon defenceless urn! 
   Look on this spot - a nation’s sepulchre! 
   Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer burn. 
   E’en gods must yield - religions take their turn: 
   ’Twas Jove’s - ’tis Mahomet’s; and other creeds 
   Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
   Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds; 
Poor child of Doubt and Death, whose hope is built on reeds…. 
 
VI. 
   Look on its broken arch, its ruined wall, 
   Its chambers desolate, and portals foul: 
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   Yes, this was once Ambition’s airy hall, 
   The dome of Thought, the Palace of the Soul. 
   Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole, 
   The gay recess of Wisdom and of Wit, 
   And Passion’s host, that never brooked control: 
   Can all saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 
People this lonely tower, this tenement refit?... 
 

 
 
Athens 
(the Elgin marbles) 
XI. 
   But who, of all the plunderers of yon fane 
   On high, where Pallas lingered, loth to flee 
   The latest relic of her ancient reign - 
   The last, the worst, dull spoiler, who was he? 
   Blush, Caledonia! such thy son could be! 
   England!  I joy no child he was of thine: 
   Thy free-born men should spare what once was free; 
   Yet they could violate each saddening shrine, 
And bear these altars o’er the long reluctant brine. 
 
XII. 
   But most the modern Pict’s ignoble boast, 
   To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath spared: 
   Cold as the crags upon his native coast, 
   His mind as barren and his heart as hard, 
   Is he whose head conceived, whose hand prepared, 
   Aught to displace Athena’s poor remains: 
   Her sons too weak the sacred shrine to guard, 
   Yet felt some portion of their mother’s pains, 
And never knew, till then, the weight of Despot’s chains. 
 
XIII. 
   What! shall it e’er be said by British tongue 
   Albion was happy in Athena’s tears? 
   Though in thy name the slaves her bosom wrung, 
   Tell not the deed to blushing Europe’s ears; 
   The ocean queen, the free Britannia, bears 
   The last poor plunder from a bleeding land: 
   Yes, she, whose generous aid her name endears, 
   Tore down those remnants with a harpy’s hand. 
Which envious eld forbore, and tyrants left to stand. 
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XIV. 
   Where was thine aegis, Pallas, that appalled 
   Stern Alaric and Havoc on their way? 
   Where Peleus’ son? whom Hell in vain enthralled, 
   His shade from Hades upon that dread day 
   Bursting to light in terrible array! 
   What! could not Pluto spare the chief once more, 
   To scare a second robber from his prey? 
   Idly he wandered on the Stygian shore, 
Nor now preserved the walls he loved to shield before. 
 
XV. 
   Cold is the heart, fair Greece, that looks on thee, 
   Nor feels as lovers o’er the dust they loved; 
   Dull is the eye that will not weep to see 
   Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines removed 
   By British hands, which it had best behoved 
   To guard those relics ne’er to be restored. 
   Curst be the hour when from their isle they roved, 
   And once again thy hapless bosom gored, 
And snatched thy shrinking gods to northern climes abhorred! 
 

 
 
from CANTO THE FOURTH. 
 
Venice 
(Renaissance architecture) 
 
I. 
   I stood in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs; 
   A palace and a prison on each hand: 
   I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
   As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand: 
   A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 
   Around me, and a dying glory smiles 
   O’er the far times when many a subject land 
   Looked to the wingèd Lion’s marble piles, 
Where Venice sate in state, throned on her hundred isles! 
 
II. 
   She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean, 
   Rising with her tiara of proud towers 
   At airy distance, with majestic motion, 
   A ruler of the waters and their powers: 
   And such she was; her daughters had their dowers 
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   From spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East 
   Poured in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 
   In purple was she robed, and of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deemed their dignity increased. 
 
III. 
   In Venice, Tasso’s echoes are no more, 
   And silent rows the songless gondolier; 
   Her palaces are crumbling to the shore, 
   And music meets not always now the ear: 
   Those days are gone - but beauty still is here. 
   States fall, arts fade - but Nature doth not die, 
   Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 
   The pleasant place of all festivity, 
The revel of the earth, the masque of Italy!... 
 
XXV. 
   But my soul wanders; I demand it back 
   To meditate amongst decay, and stand 
   A ruin amidst ruins; there to track 
   Fall’n states and buried greatness, o’er a land 
   Which was the mightiest in its old command, 
   And is the loveliest, and must ever be 
   The master-mould of Nature’s heavenly hand, 
   Wherein were cast the heroic and the free, 
The beautiful, the brave - the lords of earth and sea… 
 

 
Rome 
(ancient ruins) 
 
XLV. 
   For time hath not rebuilt them, but upreared 
   Barbaric dwellings on their shattered site, 
   Which only make more mourned and more endeared 
   The few last rays of their far-scattered light, 
   And the crushed relics of their vanished might. 
   The Roman saw these tombs in his own age, 
   These sepulchres of cities, which excite 
   Sad wonder, and his yet surviving page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn from such pilgrimage. 
 
XLVI. 
   That page is now before me, and on mine 
   His country’s ruin added to the mass 
   Of perished states he mourned in their decline, 
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   And I in desolation: all that was 
   Of then destruction is; and now, alas! 
   Rome - Rome imperial, bows her to the storm, 
   In the same dust and blackness, and we pass 
   The skeleton of her Titanic form, 
Wrecks of another world, whose ashes still are warm. 
 
XLVII. 
   Yet, Italy! through every other land 
   Thy wrongs should ring, and shall, from side to side; 
   Mother of Arts! as once of Arms; thy hand 
   Was then our Guardian, and is still our guide; 
   Parent of our religion! whom the wide 
   Nations have knelt to for the keys of heaven! 
   Europe, repentant of her parricide, 
   Shall yet redeem thee, and, all backward driven, 
Roll the barbarian tide, and sue to be forgiven. 
 

 
 
Florence 
(Renaissance art and architecture) 
 
XLVIII. 
   But Arno wins us to the fair white walls, 
   Where the Etrurian Athens claims and keeps 
   A softer feeling for her fairy halls. 
   Girt by her theatre of hills, she reaps 
   Her corn, and wine, and oil, and Plenty leaps 
   To laughing life, with her redundant horn. 
   Along the banks where smiling Arno sweeps, 
   Was modern Luxury of Commerce born, 
And buried Learning rose, redeemed to a new morn. 
 
XLIX. 
   There, too, the goddess loves in stone, and fills 
   The air around with beauty; we inhale 
   The ambrosial aspect, which, beheld, instils 
   Part of its immortality; the veil 
   Of heaven is half undrawn; within the pale 
   We stand, and in that form and face behold 
   What Mind can make, when Nature’s self would fail; 
   And to the fond idolaters of old 
Envy the innate flash which such a soul could mould:… 
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L. 
   We gaze and turn away, and know not where, 
   Dazzled and drunk with beauty, till the heart 
   Reels with its fulness; there - for ever there - 
   Chained to the chariot of triumphal Art, 
   We stand as captives, and would not depart. 
   Away! - there need no words, nor terms precise, 
   The paltry jargon of the marble mart, 
   Where Pedantry gulls Folly - we have eyes: 
Blood, pulse, and breast, confirm the Dardan Shepherd’s prize… 
 
LIX. 
   And Santa Croce wants their mighty dust; 
   Yet for this want more noted, as of yore 
   The Cæsar’s pageant, shorn of Brutus’ bust, 
   Did but of Rome’s best son remind her more: 
   Happier Ravenna! on thy hoary shore, 
   Fortress of falling empire! honoured sleeps 
   The immortal exile; - Arqua, too, her store 
   Of tuneful relics proudly claims and keeps, 
While Florence vainly begs her banished dead, and weeps. 
 
LX. 
   What is her pyramid of precious stones? 
   Of porphyry, jasper, agate, and all hues 
   Of gem and marble, to encrust the bones 
   Of merchant-dukes? the momentary dews 
   Which, sparkling to the twilight stars, infuse 
   Freshness in the green turf that wraps the dead, 
   Whose names are mausoleums of the Muse, 
   Are gently prest with far more reverent tread 
Than ever paced the slab which paves the princely head. 
 
LXI. 
   There be more things to greet the heart and eyes 
   In Arno’s dome of Art’s most princely shrine, 
   Where Sculpture with her rainbow sister vies; 
   There be more marvels yet - but not for mine; 
   For I have been accustomed to entwine 
   My thoughts with Nature rather in the fields 
   Than Art in galleries: though a work divine 
   Calls for my spirit’s homage, yet it yields 
Less than it feels, because the weapon which it wields.. 
 
LXII. 
   Is of another temper… 


