
 

 

 

 
 
 

Spain: Cadiz 

The Girl of Cadiz 1 

Lord Byron (1788–1824) 

  

O, NEVER talk again to me  

  Of northern climes and British ladies;  

It has not been your lot to see,  

  Like me, the lovely Girl of Cadiz.  

Although her eyes be not of blue,         5 

  Nor fair her locks, like English lassies,  

How far its own expressive hue  

  The languid azure eye surpasses!  

   

Prometheus-like, from heaven she stole  

  The fire that through those silken lashes         10 

In darkest glances seems to roll,  

  From eyes that cannot hide their flashes;  

And as along her bosom steal  

  In lengthened flow her raven tresses,  

You ’d swear each clustering lock could feel,         15 

  And curled to give her neck caresses.  

   

Our English maids are long to woo,  

  And frigid even in possession;  

And if their charms be fair to view,  

  Their lips are slow at love’s confession;         20 
 

 


