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columns; the distinction between inner and outer obstacles is
eliminated.

Contemporaries (including that devout Wordsworthian, De
Quincey) spoke of Byron’s ‘intellectual splendour’. We think of
intellect nowadays as a property of ‘intellectuals’, of dons or
sub-Stracheyan journalists skilled in the manipulation of concepts
(its original Greek form, nous, has suffered the same collapse from
wisdom to shrewdness), but for Aquinas, Milton and Blake it was
the intuitive as distinguished from the discursive ‘reason’, a
function of the whole man who is the universal man, Adam
Kadmon. Self-knowledge (the theme of Childe Harold, 11) is world-
knowledge. Inner and outer worlds pulsate in an identical
thythm. The lonely man in quest of identity is also the magus
integrated into a cosmic structure:

I made

Mine eyes familiar with Eternity,

Such as, before me, did the Magi, and

He who from out their fountain dwellings raised

Eros, and Anteros, at Gadara,

As I do thee — and with my knowledge grew

The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy

Of this most bright intelligence . . .

(Manfred, 11, ii, 89-90)

This belongs to a later acon (the vortex descending into the
abyss) than our present field of discourse contemplates; never-
theless the tone is not alien to the opening stanzas of Childe
Harold, 11, with their pathetic, almost filial invocation of the
goddess of wisdom, their evocation of the gray ‘shade of power’
flitting across the ‘broken, crumbling battlements’ (a conflation
of Byron and Yeats seems inevitable in these contexts), their
delicate balance of architectural mass with metaphysical subtlety.
“Time stand still here’, Mrs Ramsay’s and Mr Weston’s magian
gesture, arrests the phantom centuries: we become what we
behold.

To return to our pinax. The Heracleitan ‘dying’ of element into
element of column one I have explained elsewhere, linking it with
the Four Quartets. Column two may need some exegesis. The
elemental woof of column one, extended in space, is crossed by a
twofold temporal warp (Byron’s ‘oops of time’) plaited from the
personal and historical dimensions. The fascination of Childe
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Harold lies here: in it we watch Byron living his personal present
in the historic present and the historic past, and his personal past
in the historic past and the historic present. By ‘historic (or
historical — I prefer the shorter form, since what survives from
the past for Byron /s historic) past’ I mean antiquity, the ancient
wotld, Greece and Rome; by ‘historic present’ I mean the modern
wortld, ‘our phantom shore’, the ages since the Fall of Rome in
which Byron felt himself to be living but which are phantoms
in so far as they are cut off from ‘the vanished ages’. By ‘personal
present’ I mean the now of the poem, the present Byron is living
while he writes about it, and by ‘personal past’ I mean experience,
the memory of the poet’s own actions and sufferings. The Byron
of Cantos I and 11 lives in a personal present: he has a past, but it
is insignificant in view of the enormous panorama which opens
before him. The Byron of Cantos 111 and 1v lives in a personal past,
the traumatic Augusta-Annabella complex which holds him in its
grip, and which tinges the artefacts of this later period.
Column three represents the intercourse of the elements with

time within the human situation. The terms I have chosen express
emotional values, but we must beware of stressing these. The
distancing achieved in Don Juan by deliberate irony and farce is
here managed through a stressing of the elemental impersonality,
and human values are subsumed in the gnawing wave and the
crumbling column. What I have called ‘ideograms’ in my first
Writers and Their Work essay function along these man-nature
lines, moving like the Chinese characters between the elemental
and the human worlds. Byron’s personal ideogram, the vortex
which is ‘a whirling gulf of phantasy and flame’ (Canto 111, Vi)
concentrates the fiery and the liquid essences of the canto:
water, the ‘springs of life’, is poisoned and, boiling, dies into fire.
So the fiery essence of the bull in Canto 1 dies into earth in the
bull-ring, reversing but not annulling the general sense of this
canto where the tortured earth of Spain dies into fire in the
crucible of war:

On yon long, level plain, at distance crown’d

With crags, whereon those Moorish turrets rest,

Wide scatter’d hoof-marks dint the wounded ground;

And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s darken’d vest

Tells that the foe was Andalusia’s guest. .. i
(1, xlix)
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Here Byron is very much ‘présent au présent’: there is no
‘romanticism’, the clues are Sherlockianly discerned. This is
Byron the war correspondent, moving between holocausts. In
the later bullfighting stanzas we are spared no physical horrors
but the pageantry of the occasion is also given its due: another
way of achieving dispassion. The dying gladiator stanzas of
Canto 1v employ various techniques of ‘distancing’. We have
moved from Byron’s personal present and Iberia’s historic
present into a double past: for the gladiator, the tide of ages has
washed over his sufferings, for Byron, he too has faced ‘a Roman
holiday’. The gladiator’s future — ‘Arise, ye Goths, and glut
your ire!” — is in Byron’s historic past; Byron’s personal future,
the prospect of revenge, is deliberately renounced in homage to
the Coliseum’s eternity-present, its Now: ‘Among thy mightier
offerings, here are mine!’, and the curse becomes forgiveness
(cxxxv). The Byron-Gladiator syndrome is an ideogram within a
greater ideogram, the Coliseum, which brings to an ultimate
focus all the scattered rays from minor lenses in his observatory.
The architectural rhetoric which is Byron’s main contribution to
Romantic iconography absorbs the individual pathos of the
butchered gladiator, without in any way minimizing it; identifying
himself with the gladiator (the ‘young barbarians’ and ‘their Dacian
mother’ are projections of Ada and Annabella) he invokes the
‘dread power’ which pervades the ‘magic circle’ (cxliv) as a spatio-
temporal solvent, restoring him to the impersonal magian stance.

Architecture hardly figures in Cantos 1 and 11, where the
historic present reigns supreme, though lived through widely
separated Byronic avatars. Here the present in a sense is fire,
consuming the past,! living from the death of the past; its pro-
jection in terms of dramatic agons both personal and historic,
modes of the Byron/Harold ‘gulf of phantasy and flare’ into
Roderick, Julian, Wellington, Napoleon, Rhineland barons.?
In the non-fiery avatars of Cantos 11 and 1v the human figure
sinks into the background, lost in airy and watery spectra, rain-
bows, waterfalls, mistbows, sunset and sunrise effects. Nature

1 Plotinus,

2 “Historic present’, for Byron, means the post-classical centuries: for the young
lord of Newstead the Gothic centuries are contemporary. Even ‘Saxon times,
which we are wont to call Ancient’ (v, cxlv) fail to impress him.



SPATIO-TEMPORAL PATTERNS 17

takes over, as it were, from a humanity proved unworthy of her
benisons, to ‘humanize’ a scene rapidly degenerating into the
subhuman (The Giaour, 46-67). Nature and architecture blend in
these Cantos in forms which spatialize the time-eternity dimen-
sion: domes, round towers, crumbling columns. Earth is dis-
solved in water, water rears itself into air. The inclusive ideogram
of Canto 11 is inscribed nowhere:

Save where some solitary column mourns

Above its prostrate brethren of the cave,

Save where Tritonia’s airy shrine adorns

Colonna’s cliff, and gleams along the wave;

Save o’er some warrior’s half-forgotten grave,

Where the gray stones, and unmolested grass

Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave. ..
(11, Ixxxvi)

But in Canto 1v, more exultingly:

Arches on arches! as it were that Rome,

Collecting the chief trophies of her line,

Would build up all her triumphs in one dome,

Her Coliseum stands . . .
(1v, cxxviii)

The magnificent opening stanzas of the Canto, celebrating Venice
and too well known to quote, project this same architectural grid
over the human condition in a vast panorama of towers, churches,
palaces, prisons, dungeons, bridges, squares, canals, alleys.
Wordsworth assesses man by his relation to the ‘Nature’ he did
not make and from which he has emerged with a good deal of
fuss and little joy. Byron assumes nothing, takes man as he is,
deflates him, teinserts him in his historical context, sees him
(increasingly, as the nineteenth century and his art develops)
as a city dweller, a political animal dedicated to his own destruc-
tion. The palace-dungeon paradox asserted here dominates the
dramas and Don Juan. Man, the prisoner of his own constructs,
had already made the fatal option out of the natural into the
mechanical context which has so affected our planet and which
no praise of idiot boys and moralistic tinkers could reverse.
Wordsworth’s flight to the Lakes, Keats’s bosky snoozings in the
Vale of Health, Shelley’s perfectionism, struck this clear-sighted
son of Pope as pitiful irrelevancies in the total, frightening,
apocalyptic picture.
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