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DON JUAN

by George Byron

DEDI CATI ON

BOB SQUTHEY! You 're a poet- Poet-|aureate,
And representative of all the race,

Although 't is true that you turn'd out a Tory at
Last,- yours has lately been a common case;

And now, ny Epic Renegade! what are ye at?
Wth all the Lakers, in and out of place?

A nest of tuneful persons, to ny eye

Li ke 'four and twenty Bl ackbirds in a pye;

"VWhi ch pye being open'd they began to sing
(This old song and new sinmle holds good),
"A dainty dish to set before the King,
O Regent, who adnires such kind of food;-
And Col eridge, too, has lately taken w ng,
But |ike a hawk encunber'd with his hood, -
Expl ai ni ng nmet aphysics to the nation-

I wish he woul d explain his Expl anation

You, Bob! are rather insolent, you know
At being di sappointed in your w sh
To supersede all warblers here bel ow,
And be the only Blackbird in the dish
And then you overstrain yourself, or so,
And tunbl e downward like the flying fish
Gaspi ng on deck, because you soar too high, Bob,

And fall, for lack of mpoisture, quite a-dry, Bob



And Wordsworth, in a rather |ong Excursion

(I think the quarto holds five hundred pages),
Has given a sanmple fromthe vasty version

O his new systemto perplex the sages;
"T is poetry- at least by his assertion

And may appear so when the dog-star rages-
And he who understands it would be able

To add a story to the Tower of Babel

You- Centlenen! by dint of |ong seclusion
From better conpany, have kept your own

At Keswi ck, and, through still continued fusion
O one another's minds, at |ast have grown

To deem as a nost | ogical concl usion,
That Poesy has weaths for you al one:

There is a narrowness in such a notion,

Whi ch makes me wi sh you' d change your | akes for ocean

I would not inmitate the petty thought,
Nor coin ny self-love to so base a vice,
For all the glory your conversion brought,
Si nce gol d al one shoul d not have been its price.
You have your salary; was 't for that you w ought?
And Wordsworth has his place in the Excise.
You' re shabby fellows- true- but poets still,

And duly seated on the inmortal hill.

Your bays may hide the bal dness of your brows-
Per haps some virtuous blushes;- |let them go-
To you | envy neither fruit nor boughs-
And for the fanme you woul d engross bel ow,

The field is universal, and allows



Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow
Scott, Rogers, Canpbell, More, and Crabbe will try

"Gainst you the question with posterity.

For me, who, wandering with pedestrian Mises,
Contend not with you on the wi nged st eed,

I wish your fate may yield ye, when she chooses
The fanme you envy and the skill you need;

And recoll ect a poet nothing | oses
In giving to his brethren their full meed

O nmerit, and conplaint of present days

Is not the certain path to future praise.

He that reserves his laurels for posterity
(Who does not often claimthe bright reversion)

Has generally no great crop to spare it, he
Being only injured by his own assertion;

And al t hough here and there sone glorious rarity
Arise like Titan fromthe sea's inmersion,

The major part of such appel ants go

To- God knows where- for no one el se can know.

If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues,
MIlton appeal'd to the Avenger, Tine,

If Tine, the Avenger, execrates his wongs,
And mekes the word MItonic' nean 'subline,

He deign'd not to belie his soul in songs,
Nor turn his very talent to a crineg;

He did not loathe the Sire to | aud the Son

But closed the tyrant-hater he begun

Thi nk' st thou, could he- the blind Ad Man- ari se
Li ke Samuel fromthe grave, to freeze once nore

The bl ood of nonarchs with his prophecies,



O be alive again- again all hoar
Wth time and trials, and those hel pl ess eyes,

And heartl ess daughters- worn- and pal e- and poor
Wul d he adore a sultan? he obey

The intell ectual eunuch Castlereagh?

Col d- bl ooded, snooth-faced, placid m screant!
Dabbling its sleek young hands in Erin's gore,

And thus for wi der carnage taught to pant,
Transferr'd to gorge upon a sister shore,

The vul garest tool that Tyranny coul d want,
Wth just enough of talent, and no nore,

To lengthen fetters by another fix'd,

And of fer poison long already mx'd.

An orator of such set trash of phrase
Ineffably- legitimately vile,

That even its grossest flatterers dare not praise,
Nor foes- all nations- condescend to snile,-

Not even a sprightly blunder's spark can bl aze
Fromthat |xion grindstone's ceaseless toil

That turns and turns to give the world a notion

O endl ess tornents and perpetual notion.

A bungler even in its disgusting trade,

And bot chi ng, patching, leaving still behind
Sonet hing of which its masters are afraid,

States to be curb'd and thoughts to be confi ned,
Conspiracy or Congress to be made-

Cobbl i ng at manacles for all manki nd-
A tinkering slave-maker, who nends ol d chains,

Wth God and nman's abhorrence for its gains.



If we may judge of matter by the m nd,
Emascul ated to the marrow It
Hat h but two objects, how to serve and bind,
Deeming the chain it wears even nen may fit,
Eutropius of its many nmasters,- blind
To worth as freedom w sdomas to wit,
Fearl ess- because no feeling dwells in ice,

Its very courage stagnates to a vice

Where shall | turn nme not to view its bonds,
For | will never feel thenf- Italy!
Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds
Beneath the lie this State-thing breathed o' er thee-
Thy cl anking chain, and Erin's yet green wounds,
Have voices, tongues to cry aloud for ne.
Europe has slaves, allies, kings, armes still,

And Southey lives to sing themvery ill.

Meantime, Sir Laureate, | proceed to dedicate,
In honest sinple verse, this song to you

And, if in flattering strains | do not predicate,
"Tis that | still retain ny 'buff and bl ue;

My politics as yet are all to educate:
Apostasy 's so fashionabl e, too,

To keep one creed 's a task grown quite Hercul ean

Is it not so, my Tory, ultra-Julian?

VENI CE, Septenber 16, 1818.

CANTO THE FI RST.

I WANT a hero: an uncommbn want,



When every year and nonth sends forth a new one,
Till, after cloying the gazettes with cant,

The age discovers he is not the true one;
O such as these | should not care to vaunt,

I "Il therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan-
We all have seen him in the pantom ne,

Sent to the devil sonewhat ere his tine.

Vernon, the butcher Cunberland, Wl fe, Hawke,
Prince Ferdi nand, G anby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe,
Evil and good, have had their tithe of talk,
And fill'd their sign posts then, |ike Wellesley now,
Each in their turn |ike Banquo's nonarchs stalk,
Fol | owers of fame, 'nine farrow of that sow
France, too, had Buonaparte and Dunouri er

Recorded in the Mniteur and Couri er.

Bar nave, Brissot, Condorcet, M rabeau,
Petion, Cootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette,
Were French, and fanous people, as we know
And there were others, scarce forgotten yet,
Joubert, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes, Desaix, Moreau,
Wth many of the nmilitary set,
Exceedi ngly remarkable at tines,

But not at all adapted to ny rhynes.

Nel son was once Britannia's god of war,

And still should be so, but the tide is turn'd,
There 's no nore to be said of Trafalgar,

"Tis with our hero quietly inurn'd;

Because the arny 's grown nore popul ar,
At which the naval people are concern’d;

Besides, the prince is all for the |and-service,



Forgetti ng Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis.

Brave men were |iving before Agamenmon
And since, exceeding val orous and sage,

A good deal like himtoo, though quite the sane none;
But then they shone not on the poet's page,

And so have been forgotten:- | condemm none,
But can't find any in the present age

Fit for ny poem(that is, for nmy new one);

So, as | said, I "Il take ny friend Don Juan

Mbst epic poets plunge 'in medias res
(Horace nmakes this the heroic turnpi ke road),
And then your hero tells, whene' er you pl ease,
What went before- by way of episode,
Wil e seated after dinner at his ease,
Beside his mistress in sone soft abode,
Pal ace, or garden, paradise, or cavern

Whi ch serves the happy couple for a tavern

That is the usual nethod, but not mnine-
My way is to begin with the beginning;
The regularity of ny design
Forbids all wandering as the worst of sinning,
And therefore | shall open with a line
(Al'though it cost me half an hour in spinning)
Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's father,

And al so of his nmother, if you 'd rather

In Seville was he born, a pleasant city,
Fanous for oranges and wonen- he
Who has not seen it will be nuch to pity,

So says the proverb- and | quite agree;



O all the Spanish towns is none nore pretty,
Cadi z perhaps- but that you soon nay see;
Don Juan's parents |lived beside the river

A noble stream and call'd the Guadal quivir.

His father's name was Jose- Don, of course, -
A true Hidalgo, free fromevery stain
O Mor or Hebrew bl ood, he traced his source
Through the nost Gothic gentlenmen of Spain;
A better cavalier ne'er mounted horse,
O, being mounted, e'er got down again,
Than Jose, who begot our hero, who

Begot- but that 's to conme- Well, to renew

H s nother was a | earned |ady, faned
For every branch of every science known
In every Christian | anguage ever naned,

Wth virtues equall'd by her wit alone,
She made the cl everest people quite ashaned,
And even the good with inward envy groan

Fi ndi ng thensel ves so very nmuch exceeded

In their own way by all the things that she did.

Her nmenmory was a mine: she knew by heart
Al'l Calderon and greater part of Lope,
So that if any actor miss'd his part
She coul d have served himfor the pronpter’'s copy;
For her Feinagle' s were an useless art,
And he hinself obliged to shut up shop- he
Coul d never nmake a nmenory so fine as

That which adorn'd the brain of Donna | nez.

Her favourite science was the nmat hematical,

Her nobl est virtue was her magnaninity,



Her wit (she sonetines tried at wit) was Attic all
Her serious sayings darken'd to sublinity;

In short, in all things she was fairly what | cal
A prodigy- her norning dress was dinity,

Her evening silk, or, in the sunmer, muslin,

And ot her stuffs, with which I won't stay puzzling.

She knew the Latin- that is, 'the Lord s prayer,
And Greek- the al phabet- | "mnearly sure;
She read sone French ronmances here and there,
Al t hough her node of speaki ng was not pure;
For native Spani sh she had no great care,
At | east her conversation was obscure;
Her thoughts were theorens, her words a probl em

As if she deemid that nystery woul d ennoble 'em

She |iked the English and the Hebrew tongue

And said there was anal ogy between 'em

She proved it somehow out of sacred song,

But | nust | eave the proofs to those who 've seen 'em
But this | heard her say, and can't be wong
And all may think which way their judgments |ean 'em

"'T is strange- the Hebrew noun whi ch neans "I am

Sone wonen use their tongues- she |ook'd a | ecture,
Each eye a sernon, and her brow a honily,

An all-in-all sufficient self-director
Li ke the lamented late Sir Sanuel Romilly,

The Law s expounder, and the State's corrector
Whose suici de was al nost an anonal y-

One sad exanple nore, that 'Al is vanity

(The jury brought their verdict in 'Insanity').



In short, she was a wal ki ng cal cul ati on

M ss Edgeworth's novels stepping fromtheir covers,
O Ms. Trimrer's books on educati on,

O ' Coelebs' Wfe' set out in quest of |overs,
Morality's primpersonification,

In which not Envy's self a flaw di scovers;
To others' share let 'fermale errors fall,

For she had not even one- the worst of all

Oh! she was perfect past all parallel-

O any nodern fenal e saint's conparison
So far above the cunning powers of hell,

Her guardi an angel had given up his garrison
Even her minutest notions went as well

As those of the best tinme-piece made by Harrison
In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her

Save thine 'inconparable oil,' Macassar

Perfect she was, but as perfection is

Insipid in this naughty world of ours,
Where our first parents never learn'd to kiss

Till they were exiled fromtheir earlier bowers
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss

(I wonder how they got through the twelve hours),
Don Jose, like a lineal son of Eve,

Went plucking various fruit wthout her |eave.

He was a nortal of the carel ess kind,

Wth no great love for learning, or the |earn'd,
Who chose to go where' er he had a m nd,

And never dreamid his lady was concern'd;
The world, as usual, w ckedly inclined

To see a kingdomor a house o'erturn'd,



Whi sper' d he had a nistress, sone said two-

But for donestic quarrels one will do.

Now Donna I nez had, with all her nerit,

A great opinion of her own good qualities;
Negl ect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it,

And such, indeed, she was in her noralities;
But then she had a devil of a spirit,

And sonetinmes nix'd up fancies with realities,
And |l et few opportunities escape

O getting her liege lord into a scrape.

This was an easy matter with a nman
Ot in the wong, and never on his guard;
And even the wi sest, do the best they can,
Have nonents, hours, and days, so unprepared,
That you nmight '"brain themwth their lady's fan;'
And sonetinmes | adies hit exceeding hard,
And fans turn into falchions in fair hands,

And why and wherefore no one under st ands.

"Tis pity learned virgins ever wed
Wth persons of no sort of education,
O gentl enen, who, though well born and bred,
Gowtired of scientific conversation:
I don't choose to say much upon this head,
I "ma plain man, and in a single station,
But- Oh! ye lords of ladies intellectual,

Informus truly, have they not hen-peck'd you all?

Don Jose and his lady quarrell'd- why,
Not any of the many coul d divine,

Though several thousand people chose to try,



"T was surely no concern of theirs nor nine;
| loathe that | ow vice- curiosity;

But if there 's anything in which I shine,
"Tis in arranging all ny friends' affairs,

Not having of my own donestic cares

And so | interfered, and with the best
Intentions, but their treatment was not Kind;
I think the foolish people were possess'd,
For neither of themcould | ever find,
Al t hough their porter afterwards confess'd-
But that 's no matter, and the worst 's behind,
For little Juan o'er me threw, down stairs,

A pail of housenuaid' s water unawares.

Alittle curly-headed, good-for-nothing,
And mi schi ef - maki ng nonkey from his birth;
Hi s parents ne'er agreed except in doting
Upon the nost unquiet inp on earth;
I nstead of quarrelling, had they been but both in
Their senses, they 'd have sent young master forth
To school, or had himsoundly whipp'd at hone,

To teach himmanners for the tinme to cone.

Don Jose and the Donna Inez |ed
For some time an unhappy sort of life,
W shi ng each ot her, not divorced, but dead;
They lived respectably as man and wife,
Their conduct was exceedingly well -bred,
And gave no outward signs of inward strife,
Until at length the snother'd fire broke out,

And put the business past all kind of doubt.

For Inez call'd sone druggists and physici ans,



And tried to prove her loving | ord was nad;
But as he had sone |ucid internissions,
She next deci ded he was only bad;
Yet when they ask'd her for her depositions,
No sort of explanation could be had,
Save that her duty both to man and CGod

Required this conduct- which seenid very odd

She kept a journal, where his faults were noted,
And open'd certain trunks of books and letters,

Al'l which mght, if occasion served, be quoted,
And then she had all Seville for abettors,

Besi des her good ol d grandnot her (who doted);
The hearers of her case became repeaters,

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges,

Some for amusenment, others for old grudges.

And then this best and weakest wonan bore
Wth such serenity her husband' s woes,
Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore,
Who saw their spouses kill'd, and nobly chose
Never to say a word about them nore-
Cal My she heard each calummy that rose
And saw his agonies with such sublinity,

That all the world exclainmd, 'Wat magnani nity!

No doubt this patience, when the world is damming us,
I's philosophic in our fornmer friends;

"T is also pleasant to be deeni d nagnani nous
The nmore so in obtaining our own ends;

And what the lawers call a 'nalus aninus'
Conduct like this by no nmeans conprehends;

Revenge in person 's certainly no virtue,



But then 't is not ny fault, if others hurt you

And if your quarrels should rip up old stories,
And help themwith a lie or two additional
I "mnot to blane, as you well know no nore is
Any one el se- they were becone traditional
Besides, their resurrection aids our glories
By contrast, which is what we just were w shing all:
And science profits by this resurrection-

Dead scandal s form good subjects for dissection

Their friends had tried at reconciliation
Then their relations, who nade matters worse.
('"T were hard to tell upon a like occasion
To whomit nmay be best to have recourse-
I can't say much for friend or yet relation):
The |l awyers did their utnost for divorce,
But scarce a fee was paid on either side

Bef ore, unluckily, Don Jose died.

He di ed: and nost unluckily, because,
According to all hints | could collect
From counsel |earned in those kinds of |aws
(Al'though their talk 's obscure and circunspect),
H s death contrived to spoil a charm ng cause
A thousand pities also with respect
To public feeling, which on this occasion

Was manifested in a great sensation

But, ah! he died; and buried with himlay
The public feeling and the | awers' fees:
Hi s house was sold, his servants sent away,

A Jew took one of his two mi stresses,



A priest the other- at |least so they say:
| ask'd the doctors after his disease-
He died of the slow fever call'd the tertian

And left his widow to her own aversion

Yet Jose was an honourabl e man,

That | rnust say who knew himvery well;
Therefore his frailties I "Il no further scan
I ndeed there were not nmany nore to tell;
And if his passions now and then outran
Di scretion, and were not so peaceabl e
As Numa's (who was al so named Ponpilius),

He had been ill brought up, and was born bilious.

What e' er might be his worthl essness or worth,

Poor fellow he had many things to wound him
Let 's own- since it can do no good on earth-

It was a trying nonent that which found him
St andi ng al one beside his desol ate hearth,

Where all his household gods |ay shiver'd round
No choice was left his feelings or his pride,

Save death or Doctors' Conmons- so he died

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir
To a chancery suit, and nessuages, and | ands,
Which, with a long minority and care,
Promi sed to turn out well in proper hands:
I nez becane sol e guardi an, which was fair,
And answer'd but to nature's just demands;
An only son left with an only nother

I's brought up nmuch nore wi sely than another

Sagest of wonen, even of wi dows, she

Resol ved that Juan should be quite a paragon

him



