MARINO FALIERO;
A TRAGEDY



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649215942

Marino Faliero; a tragedy by Algernon Charles Swinburne

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE

MARINO FALIERO;
A TRAGEDY

ﬁTrieste






MARINO FALIERO



1O0X00% - PRINTED DY
SIUTTISWOODE AND Co., HEW-STERET SOUARE
AND FARLLAMENT STEEBET



MARINO FALIERO

A TRAGEDY

BY

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE

—

T ouhon
CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY
1885

[Fhe right of branwifation i peigrmed |






DEDICATION.

T AURELIG sATYFL

Ywrar after year has fallen on sleep, Gll change
Hath seen the fourth part of a century fade,

Since you, a guest to whorm the vales were strange
Where Isis whispers to the murmuring shade
Above her face by winds and willows made,

And T, elate at heart with reverence, mel.

Change must give place to death ere T forget

The pride that chanpe of years has quenched not vet

I'nde from profonndest humbleness of heart
Born, self-uplift at once and sctf-subdued,
Glowed, seeinz his face whose hand had borne such part
In so sublime und strange vicissitude
As then filled all faint hearts with hope renewed
To think vpon, and triumph ; though the time
Were dense and foul with darkness cast from crime
Across the heights that hope was fain to climb.



Vi DEDICATION.

1L

Hope that had risen, a sun to match the sun

That fills and feeds all Ttaly with light,
Had set, and left the crowning work undone

That raised up Rome out of the shadow of night :

Yet so to have won the worst, to have fought the fight,
Seemed, as above the grave of hope cast down
Swood faith, and smiled against the whole world's frown,
A conguest lordiier than the conqueror's crown.

IV,

To have won the worst that chance could give, and wormn
The wreath of adverse fortune as a sign

More bright than binds the brows of victory, bome
Higher than all trophies bome of tyrants shine—
What lordlier gift than this, what more divine,

Can carth or heaven make manifest, and bid

Men's hearts bow down and honour?  Fate lies hid,

But not the work that true men dared and did.

V.

The years have given and taken away since then
Mare than was then foreseen of hope or fear.

Fallen are the towers of empire ¢ all the men
Whose names made faint the heart of the earth to hear
Are broken as the trust they held so dear

Who put their trust in princes ; and the sun

Sees Italy, as he in heaven is, one ;

But sees not him who spake, and this was done.



DEDICATION,

Vi,

Not by the wise man’s wit, the strong man's band,
By swordsinan’s or by statesman’s craft or might,
Sprang life again where life had left the land,

And light where hope nor memory now saw light :

Mot first nor mos: by grace of these wos night
Cast oul, and darkness driven heforve the day
Far as a battle-broken host’s array
Flics, and no force that fain would stay it can stay.

¥l

One spirit alone, one soul more strong than fate,
One heart whose heat was as the sundawn's fire,
Fed first with flame as heaven’s immaculate
Faith, worn and wan and desperate of desire :
And men that felt that sacred breath suspire
Felt by mere speech and presence fugitive
The holy spirit of man made perfect give
Breath to the lips of death, that death might live.

VIII.

Mot all as yet 1z yours, nar all is gurs,
That shall, if righteousness and reason be,
Fulfil the trust of time with happicr hours
And set thor sons who fought for freedom free ;
LEven theirs whase faith sees, as they may not see,
Your land and ours wax lovelier in the light
Republican, whereby the thrones most hright
Look hoar and wan as eve or black as night

vil



