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. MAZEPPA.%
Ir Lord Byron be capable of receive charm both of preparation and of con=

ing any pleasure from the interest his
contemporaries and countrymen take
in him and his muse, the ess
of the tecc&cionwhichthisli e tale
has met with must afford abundantly
such gratification. In truth the pub-
lic admiration for this remarkable man
::hubeen earrie:lhto suclllmz:n ?fue:a:,

at to suspect the ity of a fai-
lure in any thing hepa‘::mpts, isa thing
altogether out of the question. Of our
other great authors even the greatest
are not exempted from the workings
of the common-place critical mania so
entirely as Lord Byron is. We doubt
very much whether there ever was any
popularity so extensive as his, and at
the same time founded on such deep
ph;nlx:ciplu, in the whole history of Eng-
ish poets.

Muegpt isa fine and spirited
sketch of averynzﬁzstory, and 3:3:17
way worthy of its author. The story
the youns Pol who being boowd maked

ole who un

on m ofa wi]dbel::fse on account
of an intrigue with the lady of a certain
great Noble of his country, was car-
ried by his steed into the heart of the
Ukraine, and being there picked up by
some Cossacks in a state apparently of
utter hopelessness and exhaustion, res
covered—and lived to be long after
the prince and leader of the nation
among whom he had arrived in this
extraordinary method.

Lord Byron has represented the
strange andl wild incidents of this ad-
ventml:;l? being related itl’l ahlimll‘ e~
rious sportive wa; 8
himself, to ngoleua o t.znnCh‘:gf;
XIIL of Sweden, in some of whose
last campeigns the Cossack Hetman
took a distinguished He tells it
during the desolate bivouack of Charles
and the few friends who fled with him
towards Turkey after the bloody over-
throw of Pultowa. There is not a little
of beauty and gracefulness in this way
of setting the picture—the age of Ma-~
zep e calm ised indifference
with which he now submits to the worst
of fortune’s deeds——theheroic unthink-
ing coldness of the royal madman to

whom he speaks—the dreary and pe- pq

rilous accompeniments of the scene
around the spesker and the audience—
all contribute to throw a very striking

trast over the wild story of the Het.
man. Nothing can be more beantiful
in like manner than the account of the
love—the ﬂ;y love<-the fruits of
which had so miraculous. The
Polish lady is indeed a glorious crea~
ture.
¢ She had the Asiatic eye,

Hath mingied with ur ol b

with our

Dark as above as is the sky ; food,
But th it stole a tender light,
Like thed"rktt zdoon-me at m:dm'i' ':Eht.

X y swimm!| e stream,

Which seemed to melt wh':g own beam.”

. Mazeppa and she fell in love with
each other at a ball, and mutual con~
fessions them at a card- .
He visits her by night at her -
castle, and, says he,—
¢ The hour
In which I sought that lady’s bower,

Was fiery Expectation’s dower——”
But some of the menials surprise

and betray them, and the stern insulte

ed husband orders Muegpn to be im-

mediately bound to the horse—of the

lady’s fate we hear nothing,

¢ ¢ Bring forth the horse!’—the horse was

bnught;

In truth, he was & noble steed,

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed,

‘Who look'd as h the speed of thought

Were in his limbs; but he was wild,

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught,

With spur and bridle undefiled—

*Twas but a day he had been caught;

And snorting, with erected mane,

And fiercely, but in vain,

In the full foam of wrath and dread

They b e ons thas menil theung
me on, that i

%zhhbwkwiﬁxmyuthong; ?

en loosed him with a sudden lash—

Away l—away |—and on we dash !—

Tm!uleuxn‘pidﬁndb:‘hnd:.

Away |—away !—My Was gONe—e

qunotwhmhehuniedm:

*Twas scarcely yet the break of day,

And on he foam'd—away |—away!

The last of human which rose,

As 1 was darted from my foes,

‘Was the wild shout of savage laughter,

Which on the wind came ing after

A moment from that rabble rout :

With sudden wrath I wrench’d my head,

And snapp'd the cord, which to the mane

Had bound my neck in lieu of rein,

my courser’s

Pexchance they did not hear nor heed :.

® MazErpa s poem by Lord Byron. Printed for John Murrsy. Octave, 5. 04.



moat,
i)

Nor of its fields a blade of
&nwhugoumarhg:fnﬂ.
mwmmodthehunhth mmohhehn;
many a time ere might pass,
Nordrug:ﬁme'z:thufamwu:

1 saw its tutrets in a blaze,

Their ing battlements all cleft,
And the hot pour down like rain,
From off the scorch’d and blackening roof,

Theyhulcdwu;h“mdn of
i t pain,
When launch'd, as on the lig{tning'l flash,

Thah]:y'd me then a bitter

, with the wild horse for my guide,
‘They bound me to hjs foaming ﬂani:

At length I play’d them one as frank—
For time at sets all even—

And if we do but watch the hour,

There never yet was human power
gﬁdi could evade, lfl “v.;gtl iven,

e patient search and vigi
of him treasures up a wrong.

As the Hetman proceeds, it strikes
us there is a much closer resemblance
to the fiery flow of Walter Scott’s chi-
valrous narrative, than in any of Lord
Byron’s former pieces. Nothing can
be grander than the sweep and torrent
of the horse’s speed, and the slow un-
wearied inflexible pursuit of the wolves
winding close behind him.

Away, Away, my steed and I,

Hrlon the pinions of the vind!

Left trees,
Wthnrdthemon the track,

ir troop came hard upon our back,
With their long gallop, which can tire
The hounds deep hate, and hunter's fire :
Where'er we flew they followed on,

‘When first my courser’s race begun,
1 wish’d the gaol already won;
%ugm 1 doubted strength and speed.

The skies spun like a mighty wheel ;
e i
a t o'erm

‘Which saw no farther e who di

O’ertortured by that ghastly ride,
1 felt the b! ess come and go,

And strove to wake ; but could not make

My senses climb up from below :

I felt as on a plank at sea,

‘When all the waves that dash o’er thee,
At the same time upheave and whelm,
And hurl thee towards a desert realm.
My undulating life was as

The fancied lights that flitting pass
Omthutqumdez midnight, whea
Bt soon st pacd it e 3

ut soon it °d with little pain,

Butaeonmonmmp:dn

1 own that I should deem it much,
Dying, to feel the same again ;

And yet I do suppose we must

Feel far more ere we turn to dust :

No matter ; I have bared my brow
Full in Death’s face—before—and now. -

The next is a wonderful picture
of the dream-like awaking from this
swoon of utter weariness, bronghtabout
by &ehecﬁ‘hect of the wlnvel a river
into which Mazeppa plunged.
S b, and gy ¢ pule by ot

And numb, iddy :
i

by 3 d 8

Which for a moment would convulse,

Myblood reflow’d, though thick and chill;
My ear with uncouth noises rang,

My heart began once more to thrill §
My sight return’d, though dim ; alas!
And thicken’d, as it were, with glass.
Methought the dash of waves was nigh ;
There was a gleam too of the sky,

_Studded with stars ; it is no dream ;

The wild horse ewims the wilder stream !

The bright broad river's ing tide
Svet:l.g' i onwudmvide.
And we are way, struggling o'er
Toyonunhvnandlilmnhue.

The waters broke my hollow trance,

. And with a tem strength
My stiffen’d mm rebaptized.

My courser’s broad bresst proudly braves,
And dashes off the ascending waves
Andonm&i“ve advance !
We reach the slippery shore at length,

A haven I but littls prized,
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For ell behind was dark and drear, A trampling troop ; I see them eome !
And all before was night and fear. In one vast squadron they advance !

How many hours of night or day 1 strove to cry—amy lips were damb.

In those suspended pangs I lay, The steeds rush on in pl prides

I could not tell ; I scarcely knew But where are they the reins to guide ?
g_d;.umh.uh.u}mbmldnw cv‘g:nndht::—udmmtonde!

ith glos in, and dripping mane, owing tail, and flying main,

And reeling limbs, and flank, Wide nostrils—never stretch’d by pain,
The, wild steed’s sinewy nerves strain Mouths bloadless to the bit or rein,
gythen&enmg bank. . And feet that iron never shod,

‘e gain the top: a boundless And flanks unscarred by spur or rod.
Spreads th::'us the shadow of the night, A thousand horse, the wild the free,

And on , onward, onward, seems Like waves that follow o’er the sea,

Like precipices in our dreams, . Came thickly thundering on,

To stretch the sight ; . As if our faint approach to meet ;
And here thmn;per.kofwinw, The sight re-nerved my courser's feet,

Or scatter’d spot of dusky green, Amomenutﬁering. feebly fleet,

In masses broke into the light, A moment, with a faint low neigh,
A st distiey o S With g and glanngmd gl

But t disti seen i i e lay,
In the dim waste, indicate Anmhnghmhmmq:e-bll:,y
No twinkling aper o afu On came the tmoop—they saw i iops

0 taper ar 3 came the aw
Stood like an bospitable star; Theyuwmwdmg
Not even an ignis-fatuus rose His back with many a bloody thong :
To make him with my woes : They stop—they enuff the air,

That cheat cheer’d me then ! Gallop a moment here and there, :
Althms welcome still, - ?{pum):, retire, wheel round and round,
Reminding me, through every ill, en planging back with sudden bound,

Of the abodes of men.” Headed by one black mighty steed,

Then comes one of the dreary and Who seem'd the patziarch of his breed,
L™ a Wuhouta.nngleupeckorhm
limitless steppes of the Ukraine. Of white upon his shaggy hide ;
“g:vudwc weat—but siack and slow ; They m‘g;t—dxey i e 2.

is s8! force at length o’erspent, e.

The ",Bam’ faint and low, :ﬂq Wk"‘gn': th;forenﬂy.

All ing went. y instinct, a human eye.—

A sickl ht!mth.di.dpom They left me there, to my despair,
To guide him forward in that hour ; Link’d to the dead and stiffeni 3

But useless all to me. Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch,
His new-born tameness t avail'd, Relieved from that unwonted weight,

My limbs were boumd ; my had fail'd, From whence I could not extricate

{nm,u been Nor him nor me—and there we lay,
With feeble effort still I tried The dying on the dead !

To rend the bonds so starkly tied— 1 little deem’d another dA{

But still it was in vain ; Would sce my houseless, helpless head.”
My limbs were only wrung the more, LA A I R A
And soon the idle strife gave o'er, s % 8 &8 B 8 e 8 @

‘Which but prolong’d their pain :

Up rose the sun; the mists were curl'd The next incident—that of the ra-
Mﬁ;mm-olm world . vens—surpasses, we think, even those
Which lay : of the wolves and the horses.

Lay in'the wild luxuriant sail ;
No sign of travel—aone of toil ;
The very air was mute

And not an insect’s shrill small hom,
Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne
From herb nor thicket. M:

¢ And there from morn till twilight bound,

I felt the heavy hours toil round,

With just enough of life to see

My last of suns go down on me,

In hopeless certainty of mind,

That makes us feel at 1 resign’d

To that which our fore years

Presents the worst and last of fears

Inevitable—even a boon,

Nor more unkind for coming soon ;

Yet shunn’d and dreaded with such care,

As if it only were a snare '
'T'llltpmdencem?htaa s

At times both wish’d for and im

At times sought with self. sword,

Yet still a dark and hidecus close

sI
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To even intolemble Woes, Mazeppa awakes in a Cogsack cot-

And welcome in no shape. tage, where his slumbers of outworn
And to say, the sons of

They who have revell’d beyond measure.
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasure,
{)Vhie clltll:. or calmer, oﬁ than he
ose heril was misery :

For he'whotﬁ:h in turn run
All that was beautiful and new,

Hathl;mght to hope, and nought to

ve 3
And, save the future, (which is view'd
Not quite as men are base or good,
Bn;l a.nd‘tbeir nervuh may be endued,)
ith nought per to grieve :— .

The wretch still ll.P‘hism)eumlsteml,
And Dea'th, whom he should deem his

:
Ap, to his distemper’d eyes,
Arrived to fob him of hi eye:
The tree of his new Paradise.
To-mofmwm would have given ltl‘ml! afl,
Repaid hi 8, jr'd his fall ;
To-mondwmmbuudwﬁm
Ofd;yn;:o n:rirel::glmedurmm.
But bright, a y and beckonimg years,
8Secen dazzling through the mist of tears,
Guerdor of many a painful hour ;
To-morrow would have given him power
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save—
And miust it dawn upon his grave !

 “The sun was sinking—still I lay
Chained to the chill and stiffening steed,
Y thought to mingle there our clay ;
And my dim eyes of death had need,
No hope atose of being freed :
1 cast my last looks up the sky,
And there between me and the sun
I sdw the expecting raven fly,
Whb scarce would wait till both should die,

Ere his repast b B
He flew, perch.;%‘,mthen flew once more,
And each time nearer than before ;
1 saw his wing through twilight flit,
And once 50 near me he alit
1 could have smote, but lack’d the

stre H

Baut the slight motion of my hand,
And feeble scratching of the sand,
‘Fhe exerted throats faint struggling noise,
Which scarcely could be call’d a voice,

Together scared him off at length.,—
I know no more—my latest dream

Is something of a lovely star

Which fix’d my dull eyes from afar,
And went and came with wandering beam,
And of the eold, dull, swimming, dense
Sensation of recurring sense,
And then subsiding back to death,
And then again ﬁitde breath,
A little thrill, a short suspense,

An icy sickness curdling o'er
My heart, and sparks that cross’d my brain—
A gusp, a throb, a start of pain,

A sigh, and nothing more.”

nature are watched by such a figure
as Allan would lovebtz paint.

A slender iirl-—lon haired and tall

Sat watc i:fby e cottage wall,
The sparkle of her eye I caught,

Even with my first return of thonght.
For ever and anon shle.l?;et

A prying pitying | at me,

I gul:;’:. I gszed until I knew

No vision it would he—

But that I lived and was released

From adding to the vulture’s feast.
Andhwben the Coaslck] maid beheldd
My hea at le nunseal’d,

St it ana 1 ey'd s

But fail’d—and she approach’d, and made

With lip and finger signs that said,
I must not strive as yet to break
The silence, till my strength shonld be
Enough to ledve my accents free 3
And then her hand on mine she lafd,
And smooth'd the pillow for my head,
And stole along on ti tread,

And gently oped the door, and spake
In whispere—ne'er was voice so sweet !
Even music follow'd her light feet ;—

But those she cali'd were not awake,
And she went forth; but, ere she pass'd,
Another look on me she cast,

Another sign she mide, to say,
That I had nolight to fear, that all
Were near, at my command or call,

And she would not delay
Her due return :—while she was
Methought I felt too much alone.™

The whole of this charming story is
worthy of Lord Byron. We wish we
could say as much of an ode anda
prose fragment which he had added to
make up his pamphlet. The former
is a foolish piece of heartless dmlog
raving—truly pitiable in the son of
old Byrons—the other is a little dri-
velling story, not much better to our
mind than ke Fum r;-—that :fud];;
cious and unprinci orgery
Polidori. It‘pix:ndl very well for any
Italian teacher or docter to write an
imitation of any author he pleases—
but to publish such an ivzlniitanon, wi;l:'
the author’s name, is a vile pdfem:ﬁ i
the pockets of the public, and alike
shameful to the who executes,
and the publisher who countenances
the imposition. We are to see
80 respectable a publisher as Mr Col-
burn permitting any such doings to go
on under his auspices. We are sure
he will never do so again.



