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AN APOLOGY, &c,

CANTO I,

T.
Iowa Don Juan, and his Author, who
Are a0 deserving our profound attention :
Ido it with the deferemce that's due
To briltiant wit, and eminent invention ;

e L LB 2

Though somes have thought, and have asscrted too,
That there is ground dfor seriows reprohension ;

The Bard assures us *tis a moral poem,*

And claims thet credit which the public owe him,

II.

This cleim Ia just, a2 I shall quickly show,

To every reader’s perfoct satisfuction :
First, his nobility will prove it so— [action

High hirth and blood, of eouree, would scern an
Bo bape as falsehood § furthermore you know,

{And this must surely silence all detraction)
That he's & genius, and that sacred name
Excludes all ground of obloguy and shame.

]



2 APOLOGY FOR

IIT.
His lordship's genius I shall not say much on
At present, for on that we oll agree;
The argument which here I briefly touch on,
Will clearly prove the moral tendency
Of this divine and exquisite production ;
Or, at the least, hie fpsa dizif he
Would find enough for our complete conviction,
But for some imatanees of contradiction.

1%,

I'll only mention two, which yet, T fear,

Will his veraeity too much disparage ;
But do not ceneore him, until you hear

‘What I sholl urge to palliate this miscarriage :
The first, pechaps, may somewhat odd appear,

*Tis on the subject of the bard's own marriage ;
# [ never married,” he ¢lserves ;"—but who

Would think him baeliclor and husband too @

¥.
The one ho must be, from the above quotation;
If not the other, them L wonder why
Philosophy, when combating temptation,
Bhould whispa-, *“ Think of every sacred tie '*
Had he been wifeless, he on this oecasion,
Had surely made a different reply;
But thus to her mamaento he replied,
“1 will my dear Puilosophy,” —and sigh’d,



DON JUAN. ]

¥I.

™13 therefore possible, it geems, to be

Both these at once, and widower in addition !
‘This by the following extract you will see,

In which our author makes his deposition :
“ My duys of love are o'er—no more with me

The charms of maid or wife can find admissicn,
Ag once they did."™ I quote from memory, merely,
And yet T know I'm quite correct, or neatly.

FIL

"Thia threefold statement hints a curious fact,

If accurate—and I could almost vouch it :
But I'll nst from our author's truth detract

8o much as to suppose one person doubis t;
Yet even if lw were not quite sxact,

But made an awkweord blunder at the outset,
"Twas probably an inadvertent slip—
Buch sometimes will escapo the pen or lip.

ILL,
Then as to that which “ men call gellantry,”
© "Tia all the fault of that indeceat sun.—
Yet how, you'll ask, doea this remark agree
With what he says a Lintls further on;—
*The moon does these things for us? ¢ This may be
A contradiction; but we all must own,
The truth, at any rate, his lay inspires
When he exclaima that ** Poets are smch liazs '
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Ix.
This phrase from one, a poet by profession,
Appears a strange acimowledgment to make,
And certainly betrays gresat indiseretion ;
Yet still it would be most unfair to take
Advantage of a persom’s own confession,
Eepecially when character's at stake:
1 therefore (do you show the like civility)
Regard it as a proof of his humility.

X
That virtuons exarmples are not needed,
Nome in their senace will prosume to say ;
Sinee moral precepts are pase’d by unheeded,
In this our naughty world from day to dey,
The truth of my remark, then, hut coneeded,
How great the bencfit which mortals moy
Derive from so exemplary & plece
Of self-exposure, in & bard like this

EI.

However this may be, our judgment should

Be form'd with candour and impartiality :
Himself he has not elwaye underatood ;v

S0 that some parts possess that uaeful quality,
The obscure—but "twould be vulgar, low, and rude,

On this sole ground to aceuse of immorality,
A work whose eloquence so much surpasses,
That those it charms not must bave ears ie—agies®,




oM JUAN.

XII.
‘Come hither, Juan, let me see your face :
None can deny that you're a lovely boy
The winning smile, the aweet attractive grace,
That fill the gazer with dolight and joy,
Are yours, no doubt, ond far exceed my praise:
Yet still my rapture auffers some alloy,
Because—your inclinations are so evil,
Your very author gives you to the deyilt

XITI,

Not that I censure either him or you,

Thae poem, as I said, is strictly * moral,”
And es we fnd, ‘ties “actually true,”

With truth 'twould surely be sbsurd to quarrcl:
If some find fault, we know that’s nothing new ;

Envy would blaet Apolla’s crowa of laurel:
And—oh, poor lad ! somo angry et what you did,
Forget thase ervora could aot be cluded.

AIV.
Instead of blame, & case like this demands

Our deopeat pity and commiseration :
A hero when he'sin a poet's hands,

Must be content with whate'er situation
The bard assigns him. If he nobly stands

His ground, or hasaly fulle before temptation,
*Tis but as ha's compelied by circumstrnces,
Adjusted for him, as the tale advances.
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xV.
"Tia said, the ancient Canaanitish nations,
With sound of timbrels made their children pass
Through fire to Moloch, whom with such oblations
They sought to appesse, when public mischief was,
What heart can be unmoved with such relations #
Who pities not these helpless children's case P
Yot if we should eonlomplate that of Fyan
In the same light, no doubt ‘twould be the troe one,

XVI.

For only think—at one time we perceive him

A charming hoy, to whom the muse had given
Buch virtuea, that a saint vou misht belicve him ;

“ He seem'd, at least, in the right road to heaven,’”
Rut sean the aeene chifte, and thoes virtues lesve him,

Tao be, alaa! throuph palfe of lewdness driven ;
Till destiny completes his direful full,
And “*endless showers of hell fire " expiate all,

IVII.
A sketeh of Juan's life T've given you here,
His doom is mention’dl by anticipaticn ;
For though he has not finish'd his career,
We've several hints about its termination.
* Poetio justice " will in this appear—
Or, truth to say, poetic reprobation !
For ere his life begins, the poem shews,
In the firat stanzs, its predestined cloze.
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X¥IIT.
If censure must le aomewhere then, don't throw it
On him, nor rigidly his errors seize on:
I'd have you think, too, erc you blame the poet, [son,
That for this enurse there may have been some rea-
I don't know what, but e will bat us know it
(If ngught prevent him) at some fubure sexeom :
Y ou mast have paticnee then—remember that—
And if you won't, I'll make pou—ao that's flaf.

XIE.

I wish to e cavility, bot I'm

Compell'd to langusge that may seem unpleasant :
These things will all be specified in time,

Although “ pogiponed dipeveetly for the present ;™
*Twas only that I wounld prevent o erime,

That I thought preper just to give you this hint;
For eeries, 'twere a erime, and one most hemmous,
To treat with disrespect so great a genins.

XX,

His gening here again comee in our way,

In truth, *tis hard to keep it out of sight
Though theme more plessing ne'er inspired my lay,

To do it justice I'm unable quite.
O Bard immortal ] grant one heavenly ruy,

To guide my muse in her adventurous fight:
For #inee she spurng each intelleatual fetter,
And plumes her wings to spar, I'l even let her.



