The Theme of Broken-Heartedness
in George Gordon Byron’s Poetry

“Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage” is an epic poem with the
theme of a long-lasting, broken state of a heart after the
traumatic event of lost love. The line, “the heart will break,
yet brokenly live on,” suggests that while a heart can be
irreparably damaged, the person continues to exist in a
shattered, aching state. “The heart will break, yet brokenly
live on” also encapsulates his idea of a heart that endures
long-lasting emotional pain after a relationship ends.

In other words, even though the pain of a breakup is so
tormenting, life must go on. The poem uses the metaphor
of a broken mirror, where the shards multiply the images,
to describe how a broken heart continues to live on with its
pain and memories.

Lord Byron's “broken heart” is also a central theme in
poems like “When We Two Parted,” which explores the
pain of a secret, broken affair, and “My Soul Is Dark,”
where he describes the internal anguish and the desire for
music to either heal or break his “heavy heart.”

“When We Two Parted” is a poem about a secret affair
that has ended, leaving the speaker in profound sorrow
and betrayal. “Half broken-hearted” is a key phrase that
expresses the shared, but perhaps not equal, sorrow of
the separation.

"My Soul Is Dark" is a poem that’s a plea for mournful
music to express and potentially relieve an internal,
sleepless, and painful sorrow. The speaker states that



their heart has been “nursed” by sorrow and will either
“burst” or be saved by yielding its grief to song.

When we two parted
In silence and tears,

Half broken-hearted
To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;

Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow—

It felt like the warning
Of what | feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame;

| hear thy name spoken,
And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o’er me—
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not | knew thee,

Who knew thee too well—
Long, long shall | rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met—
In silence | grieve,



That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.

If | should meet thee
After long years,

How should | greet thee?—
With silence and tears.

~George Gordon Byron, “When We Two Parted”

My soul is dark--Oh! quickly string

The harp | yet can brook to hear;

And let thy gentle fingers fling

Its melting murmurs o’er mine ear.

If in this heart a hope be dear,

That sound shall charm it forth again:
If in these eyes there lurk a tear,

“Twill flow, and cease to burn my brain.

But bid the strain be wild and deep,

Nor let thy notes of joy be first:

| tell thee, minstrel, | must weep,

Or else this heavy heart will burst;

For it hath been by sorrow nursed,

And ached in sleepless silence, long;
And now ‘tis doomed to know the worst,
And break at once--or yield to song.

~George Gordon Byron, “My Soul Is Dark”



