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To the English reader.

k]

Nt is with much hesitation and diffidence, that
the translator dares submit his version of Schiller’s
wlay of the Bell“ to the British public; since that
poem of the immortal German bard has been trans-
lated, already, by an English writer, Lord Francis
Leveson Gower, with all the elegancy and smooth-
ness of diction the English language is so eminently
capable of. But Lord Gower having had more at
mind, to give the essence of the poem in rather a
free translation, it may not be an useless task, to
venture one which, adhering more literally to the:
Original, conveys with the true sense of the poem,
also, a more striking impression of the peculiar
poetical figures of the German bard, and of the
metre of the poem, through all its various forms
that are so well adapted to the subject.
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A translation of the latter description seems
particularly calculated, to give to the students of
both languages a means of comparing the genius
and forms of either, and to become aware of their
striking relation with one another. It is with this
view, particularly, that the translator has written
this version which, as a means of introduction into
both the spirit, and the forms of the two languages,
and of feeling their striking affinity, has been ser-
viceable to many English and German pupils whom
the translator had the pleasure of teaching them,
and by whose kindly expressed wishes he has now,
partly, been induced, to give it to the press.

Besides this alledged useful purpose which is
the translator’s particular aim in publishing his
version, there is another motive, still dearer to his
heart: it is the feeling of gratitude which he wants
publicly to own to a British friend of his whose hu-
mane and generous behaviour towards him, and his
comrades, when prisoners of war in their friend’s
mother-country, is demanding this tribute of sin-
cere regard, esteem, and admiration.

Indeed the striking relation, and kindred like-
ness in forms, and spirit of the two languages, as -
appearing from the English versions of this, and
the other subjoined German poems, prevails cer- -




tainly, also, in the minds of both Nations, and has
recently been sanctioned by the tie of love uniting
the Royal hearts of the Queen of Great Britain,
and Her Royal Consort, a German Prince.

In giving his versions piously adhering to the
metre, and the poetical figures of the German Ori-
ginals, the translator feels all the hazardous of his
task with respect to the British public at large who,
being unacquainted with the German, and hardly
pleased with any thing, but genuine British,
will probably find the free translations of their own
countrymen more pleasent, and congenial to their
own way. To such Englishmen, however, as have
a taste for, and a sufficient knowledge of the Ger-
man language, they will give an opportanity, to
judge of the respective merit of either: the free,
and the almost literal versions.

The artful smoothness, and softly blending bril-
liancy of colours may he pleasing in a Portrait,
admired as an exhibiton of the fine art, though
its features be not very much alike to those of the
living Original which, however, even by the rough
strokes of a faithful drawing, may be recalled, at
once, with breathing life before the eyes of the
beholder. Tho’ this reflection might be in favour
of his literal versions, the risk the translator never-
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theless runs, in meeting with a long sanctioned
prejudice, will appear from a passage in the pre-
face of an English version of Biirger’s Leonora
by Mr. Spencer, where this Gentleman says: , The
translator must apologize to those who are ,,docti
sermonis utriusque linguae‘, for some deviations
from the original text. Mr. Burgher has repeat-
edly used words merely for sound, as ,trap,
trap, trap“, for the trotting of an horse, and ,,cling,
cling, cling*, for the ringing of a door bell. These
echos to the sense, which are strictly ,,vox et
praeterea nihil“, custom may reconcile to a
German taste; but literally adopted in an Eng-
lish version, they would appear more ridiculous
than descriptive.“ Now the Author of the follow-
ing versions ventures to appear ridiculous before
a prejudiced public who are taught, to look upon:
sounds echoing the sense, as ,vox et prae-
terea nihil!“ Bat why should custom only re-
concile to a German taste such highly poetical
echos to the sense? Will the English public
not be sensible, as well as the German, of the
powerful impression which sach echos to the sense
must make on the mind and feelings of the readcr?
Should the English translator not find means in
the inexhaustible treasure of his own language, to




imitate such echos to the sense, without run-
ning the risk of appearing ridiculous? Far from
appearing such in the eyes of the German public,
they think such dramatic forms essentially beauti-
ful in Poems of the ballade kind, which are par-
ticularly speaking to the feeling of the people, in
their own natural way. Should the English trans-
lator be obliged, to varnish the poverty of his
Idiom with coolly, and despisingly declaring such
echos to the sense to be: ,,vox et praeterea
nihil? I cannot believe it, and have ventured to
try. — The success of a German, tho’ but very
imperfect, may at lcast inspire the English them-
selves with a higher notion of the means of their
mother-tongue which offers every thing required, to
conquer, and appropriate to themselves what the
genius of mankind proffers to them in a hundred
tongues.

Whatever be the superior merit of the Eng-
lish translators’ performances in the eyes of the
British public; the faith and living interest for
the Originals of his native bards, will secure
to the German translator the sympathy of his
own countrymen; and relying on the generous in-
dulgel;ce of both Nations, it may be hoped, that

they will both, excuse the imperfections, and
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appreciate the merits of either versions. The trans-
lator should feel happy, if even his imperfect es-
says of almost literal versions of German poetry
into the English language, would, at least, con-
vince the British pul.alic of the striking relation of
the two langdages, and thus be conducive, to re-
move the common prejudice entertained by Bri-
tons, that the study of the German language offers
to them obstacles almost insurmountable.

Leaving to the Public to decide, whether his
versions have any merit in comparison with those
of Englishmen themselves, the translator closes
with the words of Mr. Spencer to Mr. Pye, his
competitor: that ,he will not now shrink from a
combat, where doubtful victory must ensure ap-
plause, and even complete failure allow the consol-

ation of: ,,Aeneae magni dextra cadit!¥
Darmstadt, 4. May 1840.

The Author.




"Borwort an den dentf{chen Lefer.

@s mag wobl einigermafen befrembden, Ddaf
ein Deutfder e8 wagt, mit der metrifden, englifhen
Ueberfegung .eined fo veidbaltigen und in feinen Fov-
men fo mannigfaltigen Gedidites, wie nbas Lied von
ber Glode~ unfers unflerblifen Sdillers, vor dem
Publifum aufjutreten. Der Ueberfeger verfennt, bei
ber OGdywierigleit der Aufgabe, welde vollftanvig iber-
wundben ju bhaben, er fih duvdhaus nidt fhmeichelt,
felbft nidt vas Gewagte feined Auftvetend, und fuibtt
fid veghalb aufgeforvert, die Griinde, welde ihn nad
langem 3dgern dazu bewogen Daben, dem geneigten
Lefer mityutheilen. Der Werth feiner Arbeit felbft,
obfhon verfelbe auf eine fix ibn Pohft fhmeidhelhafte
Wkeife von grindliden Kennern beiver Spradien, wie
nament{id bem anerfannt geiftreiden, deutfhen Sdrift-
fteller und Ueberfeger von ~ Young’s Nadytgedanten, «
Grafen von Benyel Sternau, fhon vor lingerer Jeit
Anerfennung gefunden hat, was nad vem unten mit-
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getbeilten Auszug aus veffen Schreiben® an den Ueber-
feper ervorgeht, ift ed nidt fowohl, was ihn dazu
bewvogen; al8 junddft vielmehr vas Bebirfnif, ein
dffentliches Jeugnif der innigften Dantbarfeit gegen'
einen Mann qbjulegen, dem fih der Ueberfeper und
aebn feiner Kriegsfameraden fletd, fiir die audgezeidh-
tetften Beweife von Menfdenliebe und Freundidaft,
welde er ihnen jur 3Jeit ihrer Kriegdgefangenfdaft
1812 — 14 in Sdottland erwiefen Pat, auf vas leb-
Daftefte verpfliditet fitlten; und welder, fiir feine edle
Gefinnung und Handlung gegen fie, aud von ihrem
Allergndvigften Fiirften, mit dem Lobne ves Verbien-
fles, vem Orofberjoglidh Heffifhen Luvewigs - Orden,
ausgezeidnet und belohnt worden ift.

Freunve und Kenner beiver Spraden werden viel-
feidt freili wobl nidht in diefer Ueberfegung bdie ge-
fdhmeivige Jievlichleit eines englifden Originald be-
roundern; dafiir aber ben treuen Abdrud ves veutfhen
nidt verfenmen, und mit freudiger Ueberrafdung vdie
innige Berwandtfaft beiver Spradien darin erbliden,
welde, wenn gehorig beaditet, fo viel jur Crleichte-
rung ihred beiverfeitigen Studiums und der Aneignung
derfelben, al8 gleidfam gemeinfamer Mutterfpraden,
dienen fann. Diefe ves Ueberfepers Hauptridfidht bei
feiner Arbeit, virfte verfelben aud) wobl einen ifr
eigenthimlicy inwohnenven Werth, im Bergleid) 3u




vielleidt gefalligeven Ueberfepungen einiger Cnglanber
felbft, verleiben; und bderfelbe Pat audy wirflidhy bei
Diefen fdhon Ofters die ebrendfte Anerfennung gefunden;
wie namentlid) von einer befannten geiftreidhen, engli-
fhen Sdyriftfellerin: Miss J. Porter, welde Ddiefen
Borjug feiner Arbeit dem Ucberfeger {dhon 1829 ing-
Dbefonbere rithmte.

3m Bertrauen auf diefe giinftige Beurtheilung von
Cnglandern felbft, wagt es der Ueberfeper um o mehr,
feine Arbeit dem Publifum zu ibergeben, ald die von
Gngldndern bi¢ daber erfdiienenen Ueberfepungen bes
Liedes von der Glode, theild zu frei behandelt, theils,
offenbar obne die néthige Kenntnif dev deutihen Syprade
unternommen, mitunter durd Migverftandniffe verun-
faltet find, wie fie im Magazin fiir die Literatur ded
Auslandes No. 10 S. 40 . J. mit Redyt geriigt wer-
ben. Wenn nun aud) der Ueberfeper vor dergleidhen
groben Berfinvigungen fid vollfommen fider reif und
von Geiten ded der englifhen Sprade Funbdigen deut
fden Publifumg einer ginftigen Aufnahme feiner Ar-
beit fid zu erfreuen Dofft; fo fiehbt er bod) mit einiger
Berlegenheit der Aufnabme derfelben bei dem groferen
britifen Publifum entgegen; ba Ddiefes, bei ver Un-
befannt{dyaft mit der deut{hen Syprade und hren Did)-
tungsformen, und gewdhnt, Alles nur nad feiner Weife
— genuine british — ju verlangen, vielleiht gerade
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vas Verdienft einer treuen Ueberfepung nidt anerfennen,
und die gefdmeidig einfdmeidelnden, aber trigliden
formen einer freieven vorziehen virfte. Dod) fhymeidhelt
er fid aud) da mit der Hoffnung, daf er nur mit einem
Borurtheil u Fampfen habe, und bdie Wabrbeit mit
SHiilfe ver Kritif endlid) audy dort obfiegen werve.

Darmftadt, 4. Mai 1840.
Der WVerfaffer.

* Audjug ausd dem Sdyreiben ded Herrn Grafen
von Benpel Sternau an dben Ueberfeger.

»&w Wohlgeboren haben mir durd) Jhre meifterhafte
Arbeit ein fo inniged Vergniigen gemadyt, daf idy ju meiner
Mutterfpradye mid) wenden mug, um Shnen meinen Dant
audgudritfen — und midy der veinen Freube itber den reidhen
und lieben Genup u itberlaffen, den mir Jhre meifters
hafte Ueberfepung eined der Meifterftiice unferd grofen
Meifterfangers gemadyt hat! Jdy bitte Sie, diefen Ges
nuf allen Jhren, der englifhen Syracie madytigen Landds
leuten, und ebenfo allen fiir foldye Wonne empfanglidyen
Britten durd) Betanntmadung Jhred fdyonen LWerfed u
gonnen , und allmihlid)y dad Herrlidyite, wad der hohe Ges
niud uné gab, auf diefer BVahn einer in jeder Hinfiyt daju
geeigneten Nation mit Bruderhand gu geben!¥ — — — -

Mindyen, den 30. Mav; 1828,
@S, Bengel Sternau.
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L e n 0ot e

Senore fuhr umé Morgenroth

" @mpor aud {dyweren Trdumen
»Bift untveu, Wilhelm, ober todt?

Wie lange willt du fGumen?¥ —
@Gr war mit Konig Friedridys Madyt
Bezogen in die Prager Schlacht,

Und hatte nidyt gefdyrieben,

b er gefund geblieben.




Leonor a

Wiconora starts *bout morning - red *)

Up, after heavy dreaming:
wArt faithless, William, or art dead?

How long shalt thou be roaming?¢. =~
He was with Fred’ric’s royal might
Departed long, at Prague to fight,

And had not since been writing,

If well off, after fighting.

*) May it not appear justifiable, when the translator, in
making use of this uucommon Compound, is strongly sup-
ported by Analogy, vis: Morning-star, morning-light,
morning - prayers?!
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Der Konig und dbie Kaiferin,
Ded langen Haberd mitde,
Crweidyten ibren harten Sinn,
Und madyten endlidy Friede;
Und jeded Heer mit Sing und Sang,
Mit Pautenfhlag und Kling und RKlang,
Gefdymirdt mit grimen Reifern,
30g beim ju feinen Saufern.

Und iberall, all itherall,
Auf Wegen und auf Stegen,
Bog Alt und Jung dem Subelfdhall
Der Kommenden entgegen.
Gottlob! rief Kind und Gattin laut,
Willfommen! mandye frohe Braut,
Ach! aber firr Lenoren
War Grug und Kuf verloven.

Sie frug den ug wofil auf und ab,
Und frug nady alfen Ramen;
Dody teiner war, der Kundfdaft gab,
Bon allen, fo dba famen.
A8 mum dad Heer vovitber war,
Bervaufte fle ihr Rabenhaar,
Und warf fidy hin jur Grde,
Mit withiger Geberde.




The German Empress, and the King
Of long disputing weary,

‘Were moved at last by sorrow’s sting,
And closed with peace their quarry;

And ev’ry Corps with play and song,

While kettledrums , and trumpets rung,
Deck’d with green, glossy branches,
Went home in merry ranges.

And ev’rywhere, and all about
On roads, and streets, and bridges
Went old, and young with merry shout,
‘Which now the coming reaches:
nPraise God! and welcome!* crying lLied
Child, wife, and many a happy bride;
But ah! Leonora’s greeting,
And kiss was lost, and fleeting!

She queried well rank up, and down,
His name she asked them roaming,
But there ’s not one, to whom is known

His fate, of all the coming.
And now, when past the forces were,
She tore with grief her raven-hair,
And to the earth fell kneeling
With aspect wild, and feeling.




Die Mutter lief wobl hin gu ifr. —
nAdy, dag fidy Gott evbarme !
Du trauted Kind, wasd ift mit bix? ¥

Und {dylof fie in die Arme.
O Mutter, Mutter! hin it hin!

RNun fahre Welt und alled hin!

Bei Gott ift tein Erbarmen,

D welh, o wel miv Avmen!

Hilf Gott, hilf! Sieh und gnadig an!
Kind, bet’ ein Baterunfer!

»IBas Gott thut, das ift wohlgethan.
®ott, Gott erbavmt fid) unfer!¥ —

wO Mutter, Mutter! Eitler Wakn!

®ott hat an mir nidyt wohlgethan!
Was half, wad half mein Beten?
RNun ift’é nidyt mehr vonndthen.’ —

#HIilf Gott, hilf! MWer den BVater fennt,

Der weif, er hilft den Kindern;
Dad hodygelobte Satrament

MWird deinen Jammer lindern.” —
»O Mutter, NMutter! wad midy brennt,
Dad lindert mir fein Safvament!

Kein Saframent mag Leben

Den Tobten wiedergeben.” —
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Her mother, running came to her:
»Ah mercy! God give graces!

My darling child, how now! come stir!%
She cries, with fond embraces.

»0 mother, mother! lost is lost!

‘What with the World? since all is lost!
With God is no compassion!

Woe! woe is now my passion!*
YP

pHelp God! and see with mercy down!
Child pray unto our Father!

All that he does, is wisely done:
God is our gracious Father!% —

»0 mother, mother! idle spell!

God ah! has done by me not well!
Ah! what availed my praying?

*Tis now but idle saying!% —

»Help God! ah, those our Father know,
Koow him his children sparing;
The holy sacraments will do
You good in your despairing!%“ —
»0 mother! what my heart has rent,
Can mitigate no sacrament!
No sacrament is giving
'The dead unto the living!%“ —




n§Hor, Kind! wie, wenn der falfhe Mann,
3m fernen Ungarlande,

Cidy feined Glaubens abgethan,
Zum neuen Ehebanbe ?

Laf fabren, RKind, fein Hers dahin!

@ hat e8 nimmermehr Gewinn!
Wann Seel’ und Leib fidy trennen,
Wird ihn fein Meineid bremnen.# —

WO Mutter, Mutter! Hin ift bhin!
Berloren ift verloren!

Der Tod, der Tod ift mein SGewinn!
D wir id) nie geboren!

Lifdy aus, mein Lidit, auf ewig aus!

€tird bhin, ftird bin, in RNadyt und Graus!
Bei Gott ift fein Erdbarmen.

D weh, o weh mir Armen!¥

nIlf Gott, bilf! Gely’ nidyt in’é Geridyt
it deinem armen Kinbde.

Sie weif nidit, wad die Junge foricht,
Behalt ihr nidyt die Simbe!

Ay, Kind, vergif dein irdifdy Leid,

Und denf an Gott und Seligteit!
©o wird docy deiner Seelen
Der Brautigam nidyt fehlen.”




sHark child! If that the faithless man
In Hungary had broken

His faith to God, and weave and scan
His heart a new love-token?

O leave his heart, my darling child!

There is no gain in hearts reviled!
When souls from bodies tearing,

The perjur’d are despairing.“

990 Mother, mother! lost is lost!
His loss my heart is grieving!

Death is my gain, my only boast!
0! had I ne’er been living!

Die! die, for ever die my light!

Set be thy gleam in drear and night!
With God is no compassion ;

Woe! woe is now my passion! ¢

»Help God! ah, but in mercy judge
My poor despairing daughter!

She knows not of her tongue the speech:

Forgive her sin Lord, Father!

Ah child! mind not thy earthly woe,
And pray, that God may merey show:
Thy soul, with Heaven’s blessing,
Be not the bridegroom missing !

87
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#O Mutter, wad it Seligleit?
O Mutter! wad ift Holle?
Bei ibm, bei ihm ift Seligleit,
Und ohne Wilhelm, Holle! —
Lifdy ausd, mein Lidt, anf ewig aus!
©titb hin, ftixd hin, in Nadit und Grans!
O’ ihn mag idy auf Erden,
Mag dort nidyt felig werden! —

€o withete Berzweifelung
Shr in Gebivn und Adern.
Cie fubr mit Gotted Borfehung
Bermeffen fort ju hadern;
Ser{hlug den Bufen, und gervang
Die Hand bié Sonnenuntergang,
Bid auf am Himmeldbogen
Die goldbnen Sterne jogen.

Und aufen, hord)! gingd tray tvap trap,
Al wie von Roffedhufen;
Und flivvend flieg ein Neiter ab,
An ded Gelanders Stufen
Und hordy! und hordy! den Pfortenring -
®ang lofe, leife, Hinglingling:
Dann tamen durdy die Pforte
Bernehmlidy diefe TWorte:
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O mother! what is Heaven’s bliss?
And what is Hell's despairing?

Bliss is but there, where William is,
Without him, Hell’s despairing! —

Die! die, for ever die my light!

Set be thy gleam in drear and night!
Without him there ’s no living,
Nor Heav’n is bliss me giving!“ —

Thus raged within her wild despair

In brain, and nerves, and pulses;
She brawl'd without of God the fear,
" In raving mad impulses;

She smote her bosom sore with fret,
And wrung her hands, till long had set
'The sun, and Heav’n’s wide circle

With golden stars did sparkle.

And hark! a noise without? — ,,clap clap® —
As from the hoofs of horses:

And clashing, when the horse did stop,
A rider of the forces

Alighted; hark! the portalring

Is soft, and lightly tinkeling,
And clearly through the shutters

These words somebody utters:

12



nHolla, bolla! The auf mein Kind!
Sdylafft, Liebdyen, oder wadyit du?
Wie bift nod) gegen midy gefinne?
Und weineft odber ladyit du?#
nAdy, Wilhelm, du? So fpat bei Nadyt? —
®eweinct hab’ id) und gewadyt;
Ady, grofed Leid erlitten! —
Mo tommft dbu her geritten? ¥ —

»Wir fatteln nur um Mitternadyt,

Weit ritt iy her von Bohmen.

Jdy habe fpat midy aufgemadyt,

Und will did) mit mir nehymen. —
nUdy, Wilhelm, erft herein, gefdywind!
Den Hagedorn durdifauft der Wind,

$evein, in meinen Armen,

Hergliedfter ju erwarmen !4

»2af faufen durd) den Hageborn,
€ag faufen, Kind, laf faufen!
Der Rappen fdyarrt; ed fivet der Sporn,
Qdy dbarf allhier nidyt haufen.
Komm, {dyitrze, foring’ und fdmwinge bdidy
Auf meinen Rappen hinter midy!
SRuf heut nody hundert Meilen
TRit div gur Hodyzeit eilen.”




»Holla! holla! Get up my child!

Art waking, love, or sleeping?
Art thou still loving me, and mild?

Art smiling, love, or weeping?“—
»Ah! William, thou? So late at night? —
I wept, and waked in heavy plight,

~With pain and grief abiding! —

From whence comest thou a riding?% —

s» We saddle but ere midnight past;
Far from Bohemia coming,
I went bnt late from thence; at last
To fetch you came I longing.$ —
»Ah! William first come in, be quick!
. The wind blows through the hedgethorns bleak;
Come in, with warm embraces,

My love, my heart thee blesses!

»What tho’ the wind thro’ hedgethorns blows —
Let blow, my child, let blow him!

My courser stamps: my spurring shows,
I cannot stay enow him:

Come get you dress’d, and swinging ye

- Upon my Barb behind of me,

A hundred miles proceeding

To nuptial - rites we’re speeding.‘
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n3dy! wollteft hundbert Meilen nody
Micy heut gur Hodyzeit tragen?

Und hordy! eé brummt die Glode nody,
Die eff fdyon angefdylagen.” —

»Sieh bhin, fieh her! ver Mond fdheint hell
Wir und die Todten veiten fdynell;

Jdy bringe didy, gur LWette,

RNody heut in’é Hodyzeitdbette. —

n©ag’ an, wo ift dein Kammerlein?
Wo? wie dein Hodeitdbettdyen? —
nTeit, weit von hier! — Still tahl und Llein —
Sedy8 Bretter und jwei Brettcdyen ! #
nHat’d Raum fix midy?¥ — ,Fitr did) und midy!
Komm, fdyirge, fpring’ und fdywinge didy!
Die Hodyjeitdgafte hoffen;
Die Kammer fteht und offen.” —

Sdyon Liebcherr fdhiivte, forang und {dwang
Sid) auf bag Rof belhende;

Wobl um den trauten Reiter fdhlang
Sie ilyre Lilienhanbde ;

‘Und burre, hurre, hop hop hop

®ing’s fort im faufenden Galop,
Daf Rof und Reiter fdynoben,
Und Kied und Funfen ftoben.
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»Ah! would a hundred miles you me
This night to nuptials carry?
And hark! the bell struck moaningly
Eleven yet; come tarry!“
»See there, see here! the moon shines bright;
We, and the dead ride quick at night;
I am thee, on a pledging,
This night to bride -bed fetching.*

»Pray, tell, where is thy closet? say —
Where, how thy bridal bedding?% —
»Still, cool, and small — far, far away —
Six planks, my bed of wedding.%
yHas’t room for me?% — ,For theec and me!'
Come, get behind, up swinging thee!
'The nuptial guests are waiting;
Our closet open’d grating.%

The loving maid got dress’d add sprung
Swift on the courser’s crouper;
Well round her darling knight she clung
Her lily - hands, to hoop her; |
Hurra, hurra, clap, clap, clap, clap —
Away they gallop’d, without stop,
That horse and rider snorted,

And stones and sparkles darted.
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Bur rechiten und ur linfen Hand,
Borbei vor ihren Vliden,
Wic flogen Auen, SHeid’ und Land!
Wie donnerten die Britfen! —
»®raut Liebdhen audy? — Der Mond {dyeint bhell!
Hurvah! die Todten veiten fdymell !
®raut Qiebcbet} audy vor Todten? ¥ —
pUch nein! — vdody laf die Tobten!#

sWBas tlang bort fir Gefang und Kiang?
WBas flatterten die Raben? —

Hordy Glodentlang! hordy Todtenfang:
,Raft ungé den Loib begraben!

Undb ndaher jog ein Leidhensug,

Der Sarg und TLodtenbahre trug.
Dad Led war ju vergleidyen
Dem Untenruf in Teidyen,

pRady Mittetnadyt begrabt den Leid,
Mit Klang und Sang und RKlage;
Sept fithe’ idy heim mein junged Weid,
Mit, mit jum Brautgelage!
Somm, Kifter, hier! Komm mit dem Ehor,
Unbd gurgle mir bad Brautlied vor!
Somm , Pfaff’, und fprich den Segen,
Gl wir ju Bett und legen! '

.




Aud on the right, and an on the left,
Before their eyes are flying
Fields, meadows to their sight are reft,
O’er thund’ring bridges hieing! —
s»Hast dread my dear? — The moon shines bright!
Hurra! the dead ride quick at night!
Hast dread of souls departed?“
»0 no! — let souls departed!*

‘What sound was that? it rung like song: —
Was flutt’ring there no raven? —

Hark bells that moan! death anthem rung:
»To earth the body given!

And nearer came a faneral pomp,

They bore a coffin to the tomb;
Their song was almost sounding

Like screach - owl shrieks confounding.

»»When midnight ’s past, inter the dead
With moaning , song, and wailing;
‘While home my lovely bride I lead
Come, come my wedding hailing!
Come, sexton, here! come with the choir,
And chant to me a wedding air!
Come chaplain, graces saying,

(X3

Ere we in bed are laying ! )
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Etill Kiang und Sang — bdie Bahre fdywand —
Gehorfam feinem Rufen,
Kam’d hurre hurre! nadygevannt,
Hart hinter'd Rappen Hufen.
Und immer weiter, hop hop hop!
®ing’8 fort im faufenden Galop,
Da Rof und Reiter {dynoben,
Und Kied und Funlen ftoben.

Wie flogen ved)ts, wie flogen lintd
®ebirge, Baum’ und Seden!
Wie flogen linfd, und red)td und (infs
Die Dorfer, Stadr und Fleden! —
®raut Liebdyen aud)? — Der Mond fdheint hell!
Hurral! die Todten reiten {dynell;
Graut Lieddyen audy vor Todten?
»Ud! Lap fie rubn die Todten.”

Cieh da! fieh da! am Hodygeridyt
Tangt um ded Rades Spindel

Hald fidytbarlich bei Mondenlicyt,
@in Iuftiged Gefindel. —

»<a fa! Gefindel, hiex, tomm bhier,

Gefindel, tomm und folge mir!
Tang ung den Hodyeitreigen ,
Wann wir ju Bette fteigen!




Hush’d is the song — the coffin flew —
Obedient to his bidding,
Hurra, hurra! they after drew
Close to his courser’s treading;
And ever faster clap, clap, clap —
They sped in gallop, without stop,
That horse, and rider snorted,
And stones and sparkles darted.

How flew on right, how flew on left
Forth mountains, trees, and hedges!

How quickly to the view were reft
Towns, villages, and bridges!

»Hast dread my dear? The moon shines bright!

Hurra! the dead ride quick at night!
Hast dread of souls departed ?
»Ah! woe! let souls departed !

See there! around the gallows dance,
And wild the wheel encircle
The lofty rabble sprites that glance
Dim with the moonshine sparkle.
»Ho! rabble here! come quick with me,
Come follow all! obedient be,
And dance ye at our wedding
Around our bridal bedding!¢
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Und dad Gefindel , hufdy bufdy hufdy!
Kam hintennady gepraffelt,

Wie Wirbelwind am Hafelbufdy
Durdy ditrve Blatter raffelt.

Und weiter, weiter, hop hop hop —

®ing’s fort in faufendem Galop,
Dap Nop und Neiter {dnoben,
Und Kied und Funfen ftoben.

Wie flog, was rund der Mond befdyien,
Wie flog ed in die Ferne!
Wie flogen oben dtber hin
Der Himmel und die Sterne! —
»Oraut Liebdhen audy? — Der Mond fdyeint hell!
Hurrah! die Todten veiten fdymell!
Graut Liebdyen audy vor Tobten?# —
O wel)! Laf rubmn die Todten!*

»Rapy’! Rapp’! Midy dim?t der Habn fdyon ruft —
Bald wird der Sand verrinnen —
Rapp’! Rapy’! Idy wittre Worgenluft,
Rapy’! Tummle didy von hinnen! —
Bollbradyt, vollbradyt ift unfer Lauf!
Das Hodyzeitbette thut fidy auf.
Die Todten reiten {dynelle!
Wir find, wir find jur Stelle. — —
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And see, the rabble onward rush,
'They follow in succession,
And, like the whirlwind, after push
In rattling wild procession;
And onward! onward, clap, clap, clap —
Away they gallop’d without stop,
That horse, and rider snorted,
And stones, and sparkles darted.

How flew, what shone the moon upon!
How swift to distance flying!
How were, above all on, and on
The stars with Heaven hieing! —
s»Hast dread my dear? The moon shines hright!
Hurra! the dead ride quick at night!
Hast dread of souls departed? %
»Woe! let the souls departed!“

»Barb! Barb! me thinks the cock did crow?!
The hour-glass sand is running:

Barb! Barb! the morning air doth blow!
Barb! speed away a stunning! —

*Tis done! ’tis done! our nightly ride;

The wedding bed expects the bride;
The dead are swiftly riding!
Here shall we be abiding.*
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Rafd) auf ein eifern Bitterthor
@ing’8 mit verhangtem Iirgel:
Mit {dwanter Gert ein Sdylag davor,
Berfprengte Sdylof und Riegel:
Die Flirgel flogen Hirrend auf,
Und itber Graber ging der Lauf;
@8 blintten Leicdhenfteine
Rundbum im Mondenfdyeine.

Ha fieh! Ha fieh! im Augenbli,
Hu hu! ein graglidy Wunder!
Ded Reiterd Koller, Stad fir Stird
&iel ab, wie miteber Sunbder.
Sum Sdyddel, obne Sopf und Schopf,
Sum nadten Sdyddel ward fein Kopf;
Gein Korper jum Gerippe,
Mit Stundenglad und Hippe.

Hody bdumte fidy, wild {dyuod dber Napy’,
Und fprithte Feuerfunten;

‘Und bhui, war’é unter ihr hinad

Berfdywunden und verfunlen.
Geheul! Geheul aud hoher Luft,
Gewinfel fam aud tiefer Gruft.

Lenorend Hery, mit Beben,

Rang wifdyen Tod und Leben.




Quick to an iron-gate they stretch,
With loosen’d rein they hurried,

A knock upon it with a switch:
Away the bolt is carried:

Clash! open flies the folding - door,

And over graves away they bore;
And with the moonlight shining
Lay tomb - stones round inclining.

Ha see! ha see! a moment this:
Hooh! hooh! a ghastly wonder!
The rider’s collar, piece by piece,
Flies off, and tears asunder:
A scull bereft of flesh, and dread,
A naked scull turns out his head,
A skeleton is changing
His body, bare, and blanching.

High prancing sprung the snorting horse,

And fiery sparkles darted,

And hooh! away he shrunk a corpse,

Sunk, and below departed.
A dreadful howling rends the air,

A shriek from out the grave sounds there,

Leonora’s heart is quaking,
*Twixt life and death ’tis shaking.
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RNun tangten wohl bei Mondenglang,

Rund um herum im Kreife,

© Die Geifter einen Kettentans,

Und heulten diefe Weife:

,Seduld! Gevuld! Wenn'é Hers audy bridt!
Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nidyt!

Ded Leibed bift du lebig;

Bott fei der Seele gnabig! ¥




And in the moonshine ghastly sprites
Wheel round about, and springing;

They dancing lead their funeral rites,
This air all wildly singing:

sForbear! forbear! should break thy heart:

With God Almighty never part!
To Earth the body given;
God bless thy soul in Heaven!“
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