Zeitschrift: Der Kreis : eine Monatsschrift = Le Cercle : revue mensuelle

Band: 19 (1951)

Heft: 12

Artikel: Then say, was | or nature in the wrong [...]
Autor: Lord Byron

DOl: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-570562

Nutzungsbedingungen

Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften auf E-Periodica. Sie besitzt keine
Urheberrechte an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich fur deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in
der Regel bei den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Das Veroffentlichen
von Bildern in Print- und Online-Publikationen sowie auf Social Media-Kanalen oder Webseiten ist nur
mit vorheriger Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber erlaubt. Mehr erfahren

Conditions d'utilisation

L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En regle générale, les droits sont détenus par les
éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. La reproduction d'images dans des publications
imprimées ou en ligne ainsi que sur des canaux de médias sociaux ou des sites web n'est autorisée
gu'avec l'accord préalable des détenteurs des droits. En savoir plus

Terms of use

The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. Publishing images in print and online publications, as well as on social media channels or
websites, is only permitted with the prior consent of the rights holders. Find out more

Download PDF: 30.01.2026

ETH-Bibliothek Zurich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch


https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-570562
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=en

18

LORD BYRON:

Then say, was I or nature in the wrong,

If, yet a boy, one inclination, strong

In wayward fancies, domineered my soul,

And bade complete defiance to control? . ..
Among the yeomens’ sons on my estate

A gentle boy would at my mansion wait.

And now, that time has almost blanched my hair,
Full well T know, though decency forbade

The same caresses to a rustic lad:

Love, love it was, that made my eyes delight

To have his person ever in my sight ...

Of humble birth was he, patrician I,

And vet this youth was my idolatry.

Oh! how I loved to press his cheek to mine;
How fondly would my arms his waist entwine!

"t was like a philtre poured into my veins.

... What lights this fire?

Maids and not boys are wont to move desire;
Else 't were illicit love? Oh, sad mishap!

But what prompts nature then to set the trap?
Why night and day does his sweet image float
Before my eyes? Or wherefore do I doat

On that dear face with ardour so intense?
Why truckles reason to concupiscence?

Though law cries «hold»: yet passion onward draws.
But nature gave us passions, man gave laws!
Whence spring these inclinations, rank and strong
And harming no one? Wherefore call them wrong?
How many captains, famed for deeds of arms
Have found their solace in a minion’s arms.

Say, why, when great Epaminondas died,

Was Cephidorus buried by his side?

Or why should Plutarch with eulogiums cite
That chieftain’s love for his young catamite:
And we be forced his doctrine to decry

Or drink the bitter cup of infamy!
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