Byron: Seminar 2.
Please read Don Juan Cantos 7 and 8 in their entirety, the Dedication and the opening 13 stanzas of Canto 9.

Please think about the following:

1)
Byron wrote about Cantos 7 and 8: ‘these cantos contain a full detail … of the siege and assault of Ismael with much sarcasm on those butchers in large business’ (Byron’s Letters and Journals 13 vols. ed. L. Marchand (London: John Murray, 1973-94) 9.191.).  Identify typically sarcastic incidents, and think more generally about sarcasm as a means of dealing with war.   

2)
Simon Bainbridge argues that ‘one of the poem’s major themes [is] the equation of the martial and the erotic’ (‘Of war and taking towns’ p 176 in Romantic Wars ed. P. Shaw (Aldershot: Ashgate, 2000) 161-184) 
3) Bringing into play some of the material from last week, consider the nature of Byron’s arguments with Wordsworth and Southey in the Dedication.
4) Juan is identified  as ‘our hero’ (8.17).  What kind of hero do you think he is? You might like to compare him with the comments on Wellington at the start of Canto 9.
5) What do you think is the function of the account of Daniel Boon (8.61ff)?
6) Byron is consciously using literary allusions and quotations in much of his writing about the siege. For example: in  7.78f he refers to Homer as the poet of war; and in 7.7 and 86 he echoes Shakespeare’s Chorus in Henry V (attached). The annotated text notes other direct literary quotation. Why do you think Byron does this?
Henry V 

ACT I
PROLOGUE

 Chorus: 
O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend
The brightest heaven of invention,
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels,
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire
Crouch for employment. But pardon, and gentles all,
The flat unraised spirits that have dared
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth
So great an object: can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
Within this wooden O the very casques
That did affright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may
Attest in little place a million;
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt,
On your imaginary forces work.
Suppose within the girdle of these walls
Are now confined two mighty monarchies,
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder:
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts;
Into a thousand parts divide on man,
And make imaginary puissance;
Think when we talk of horses, that you see them
Printing their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth;
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times,
Turning the accomplishment of many years
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply,
Admit me Chorus to this history;
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray,
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.
