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LENORA.

A BALLAD, FROM BURGER.

A T break of day, with frightful dreams
Lenora fluggled fore : )

My William, art thou flaine, fay’d fhe,
Or doft thou love no more ?

He went abroade with Richard’s hoft, -
‘ The Paynim foes to quell :
But he no word to her hac writt,
An he were fick or well.

With fowne of trump, and beat of drum,
His fellow-foldyers come ; .

Their helmes bydecke with oaken boughs,
They feeke their leng’d-for home.

And ev'ry roade and ev'ry lane,
‘Was full of old and young,
To at the rejoicing band,
o hail with gladfone toung.

¢ Thank God !”” their wives and children faide;
¢ Welcome I the brides did faye: -

But greet or kifs Lenora gave
To none upon that daye.

She afkte of all the paffing traine,
For him fhe wifht to fee :
But none of all the paffing traine
Could tell if livcs hee
2o
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And when the foldiers all were bye,

She tore her raven haire,
And caft herfelf upon the groune
In furious defpaire,

Her mother ran and lyfte her up,
And clafped in her arme,

¢ My child, my child, what doft thou ail ?
God fhield thy life from harm 1*

“ O mother, mother ! William’s gone !
‘What's all befyde to mee ?
There is no mercye, fure, abovel

All, all were fpard but hee I”

¢« Knell downe, thy paternofter faye,
*Twill calm thy troubled-fpright :

The Lord is wyfe, the Lord is
‘What hee hath done is right.”

¢ O mother, mother! fay not fo ;
Moft cruel is my fate:

1 prayde, and lpra de ; but watte avayl'd ?
*T1s now, alas! too late.”

# Qur Heavenly Father, if we praye,
Will help a fuff ’ring childe :

Go take the holy facrament;
So fhall thy grief grow milde.

% O mother, what I fecl within,
No facrament can ftaye :

No facrament can teche the dead
To bear the fight of daye.”

# May be, among the heathen folk
Thy William falfe doth prove,

And puts away his faith and troth,
And takes another love.

Then wherefore forrow for his lofs ?
Thy moans are all in vain :

And when his foul and body parte,
His falfehode brings him paine.”

¢ O mother, mother! William’s gone :
My hope is all forlorne :

The grave mie onlye faf i
Og, had I nc’er becneg:::‘l
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Go out, go out, my lamp of life;
In griflie darknefs die :

There is no mercye, fure, above !
For ever let me die.”

¢ Almighty God! O do not judge
My poor unhappy childe ;
She knows not what her lips pronounce,
Her anguifh makes her wilde |
My girl, forget thine carthly woe,
Ay&g‘d think on God and b)l'ifs;
For (o, at leaft, fhall not thy foule
Its heavenly bridegroom mifs.”

¢¢ O mother, mother! what is blifle,
And what the fiendis celle ?

‘With him *tis heaven any whese,
Without my William, helle.

¢ Go out, go out, my lamp of life :
In endlefs darknefs die :

Without him I muft loathe the earth,
Without him fcorn the fkye.”

And fo defpaire did rave and rage
Athwarte her boiling veins;

Againft the Providence of Yleaven
She hurlde her impious ftrains.

She bet her breafle, and wrung her hands,
And rollde her tearleffe eye,

From rife of morne, till the pale flars
Again did freeke the fkye. ’

When harke ! abroade fhe hearde the trampe
Of nimble-hoofed fteed ;

She hearde a knighte with clank alighte,
And climb the flaire in fpeede.

And foon fhe hearde a tinkling hande,
That twirled at the pin;

And through her door, that open’d not,
Thefe words were breathed in:

¢ What ho! what ho! ﬂ?' dore undoe ;
Art watching or afleepe

My love, doft yet remember mee,
And doft thou laugh or weep ?”
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¢ Ah! William here fo late at night ;
Oh! 1 have watchte and wak’d :

Whence doft thou come?  For thy return
My herte has forely ak’d.”*

¢ At midnight only we may ride ;
I come o'er landyand fc::y '

I mounted late, but foon 1 go;
Aryfe, and come with mee.”

¢ O William, enter firt my bowre,
And give me one embrace :

The blafts atawarte the hawthorn hifs;
Awayte a little fpace.”

¢¢ The blafts athwarte the hawthorne hifs,
MI t‘x}ay not *.arboure here ; @
puneulhza‘pe. my courfer pawes,
y houre of e &' nere. ¥
All as thou ly't upon thy couch,
Aryfe and mcunt behinde ;
To-night we'le ride a thoufand miles ?
The bridal-bed to findec.™
¢ How! ride to night a thoufand miles ?
Thy love thou doft bemocke :
Eleven is the ftroke that flill
Rings on within the clocke.”

¢ Looke up: the moone is bright, and we
Outfiride the earthlie men;
I’ll take thee to the bridal bed,
And night fhall end but then.”
¢ And where is, then, thy houfe and home ;
And where thy bridal bed ?” '
¢ *Tis narrow, filent, chilly, dark;
Far hence I reft my head.”
¢ And is there any room for mee,
‘Wherein that I may creepe P
¢ Therc’s room enough for thee and mee,
‘Wherein that wee may fleepe.
All as thou ly’ft upon thy couch,
_Aryfe, no)i'ongeproaopg
The wedding guells thy coming waite,
The chan?bcr dore 13 ope.”
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All in her farke, as there fhe lay,
Upon his horfe fhe fprung;

And, with her lily hand fo pale,
About her William clung.

And hurry-fkurry forth they goe,
Unhe:xmg wet or drye ; ’

And horfe and rider fnort and blowe,
And fparkling pebbles flye.

How fwift the flood, the mead, the wood,
Aright, aleft, cre gonel

The bridges thunder as they pafs,
But earthlie fowne is none.

Tramp, trump, acrofs the land they fpeede 3
Splath, fplafh, acrofs the fee :

“ l-fum.h ! the dead can ride apace;
Doft fear to ride with mee ?

The meane is bryghte, and blue the nyghte ;-
Doft quake the blaft to flem ?

Doft fhudder, mayde, to fecke the dead ?”
¢ No, no, but what of them ?

How gloomli¢ fovmes von dirgye fong !
Nighte-ravens Jappe the wing.

What knell doth flowlie toll ding-dong ?
The pfalmes of death who fing ?

It creeps, the fwarthie funeral traine, -
The corfe is oan the biere 3

Like croke of todes from lonely moores,
The chaunte doth mect the ecre.”

¢ Go, bear her corfe when midnight's paft,
With fong, and tear, and wayle;

I’ve gott my wifc, I take her home,
My hour of wedlocke hayl.

Lead forth, O clarke, the chaunting quire,
To fwell our nuptial fong:

Come, preafte, and reade xie bleffing foone ;
For bed, for bed we .

The{ heede his calle, and hufht the fowne ;
The biere was feene no more ;

And followde him o'er feeld and flood
Yet fafter than before. .
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Halloo! halloo! away they goe,
Unheeding wet or drye ;

And horfe and rider {nort and blowe,
And fparkling pebbles fiye.

How fwifte the hill, how 'fvnfne the dale,
Aright, aleft, are gone

By hcﬁgc and tree, by thorpe and towne,
They gallop, gallop on.

Tramp, tramp, acrofs the land. they fpecde ;
S ai]:, fpll;ih, acroffe the fc:l:ey )

¢ Hurrah! the dead can ride apace;
Doft fear to ride with mee ?

Look up, look up, an airy crewe
In rolt)l’ndel dang;.s recle:

The moone is bryghte, and blue the nyghte,
Mayft dimlie ?'ee them wheele.

Come to, come to, yc ghoftlie crew,
Come to, and follow mee,

And daunce for us the wedding daunce,
When we in bed hall be.”

And brufh, brufh, brufh, the ghofilic crew
Come wheeling orc their heads,

All ruftling like the wither'd leaves
That wyde the wirlwind fpreads.

Halloo ! halloo! away they goe,
Unheeding wer or drye ;

And horfe and rider fnort and blowe,
And fparkling pebbles flye.

And all, that in the moonthyne lay,
Behynde them fled afar | o

And backwarde fcudded, overhead,
The fky and every flar.

Tramp, tramp, acrofs the land the fpeede ;
S lgﬂz, fplgﬂ:, acrofle the fee : Y
¢ Hurrah| the dead can ride apace ;
Doft feare to ride with mee
1 weene the cock prepares to crowe ;
The fand will foone be runne :
I fnuffe the earlye morning aire ;
"downe ! our work is done.
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The dead, the dead can ryde apace ;
Oure wed-bed here is fit
Oure race is ridde,  our journey ore, -
Oure endlefle union knit.”
And lo! an yren-grated gate
HSoonbi cynr:m theiré;we: bol
e crackee his wh 5 the clangynge boltes
The doores aful);gg: flewe. ’
They pafs, and *twas on graves they trode ;
¢ 'Tis hither we are bounde :”
And many a tombftone ghoftlie white
Lay in the moonfhyne round.

And when hee from his fleede alytte,
His armour, black as cinder,

Did moulder, moulder all awaye,
As were it made of tinder.

His head became a naked fkull ;
Nor haire nor eyne had hee:

His body grew a fkeleton,
‘Whilome fo blythe of blee.

And att his drye and boney heele
No fpur was left to be;

And inn his witherde hande you might
The fythe and houre-glaffe fee.

And lo! his fteede did thin to fmoke,
And chamel fires outbreathe ;

And pal’d, and bleach’d, then vanifh’d quite
The mayde from underneathe.

And hollow howlings hung in aire,
And fhrekes from vaults arofe :

Then knew thie mayde fhe might no more
Her living eyes unclofe.

But onwarde to the judgement-feat,
Through myfle afxd moonlighte dreare,
The ghoftlie crewe their flyghte perfewe,
And hollowe in her eare :—
¢ Be patient ; tho' thyne herte fhoulde breke,
Arrayne not Heaven’s decree ; :
Thou now art of .thie bodie refte,
Thie foule forgiven bee I”
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THE LASS OF FAIR WONE.

From the German of Biircer.

BESIDE the parfon’s bow’r of yew
Why ftrays a troubled fpright,
That peaks and pines, and dimly thines

Through curtains of the night ?

‘Why fleals along the pond of toads
A gliding fire fo blue, .

That %ights a fpot where grows no grafs,
‘Where falls no rain nor dew ?

The parfon’s daughter once was good,
And gentle as the dove, .

And young and fair—and many came
To win the damfel’s love.

High o'er the hamlet, from the hill,
yond the winding fiream,
The windows of a flately houfe
In fheen of ev’ning gleam.

There dwelt in riot, rout, and roar,
A lord fo frank and free ;

That oft, with inward joy of heart,
The maid beheld his glee.

Whether he met the dawning day,
In hunting trim {o fine,
Or tapers, I;gz\rlding from his hall,
6 Bethone the midnight wine.
2
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He fent the maid his piflure, girt
‘With diamond, 1, and gold;;

And filken paper, {weet with mufk,
This gentle meflage told :

¢ Let go thy {weethearts, one and all ;
Shalt thou be bafely woo'd,

That worthy art to gam the heart
Of youths of noble blood ?

The tale I would to thee bewray,
In fecret muft be faid :
At midnight hour I’ll feek thy bow’r;
Fair lafs, be not afraid. '
And when the am’rous nightingale
Sings {weetly to his mate,
I’ll pipe my quail-call from the field :
Be ﬁnd. nor make me wait."”
In cap and mantle clad he came,
At night, with lonely tread ;
Unfeen, and filent as a mift,
And hufh’d the dogs with bread.

And when the am’rous nightingale
Sung {weetly to his mate,

She heard his quail-call in the field,
And, ah! ne’er made him wait.

The words he whifper’d were fo foft,
They won her, car and heart :

How foon will fthe, who loves, believe!
How deep a lover’s art |

No lure, no foothing guife, he fpar'd,
To banith virtuousg ii“ame ; P .

He call’d on holy God above,
As witnefs to ﬁis flame.

He clafp’d her to his breaft, and fwore
To be for ever true :

¢ O yield thee to my withful arms,
Thy choice thou fhalt not rue.”

And while fhe firove, he drew her on,
And led her to the bow’r

So ftill, fo dim—and round about
Sweet fmelt the beans in flow’r.
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There beat her heart, and heav'd her breaft,
And pleaded e’vry fenfe ; .
And there the glowing breath of luft
Did blaft her innocence.

But when the f; t beans begah
Their fallow blooms to fhed,

Her fparkling eyes their luftre loft ;
Her cheek its rofes fled :

And when fhe faw the pods increafe,
The ruddier cherries flain, :

She felt her filken robe grow tight,
Her waift new weight fuftain.

And when the mowers went afield,
The yellow corn to ted,

She felt her burden ftir within,

. And fhook with tender dread.

And when the winds of autumn hifs'd
Along the ftubble field ;

Then could the damfel’s piteous plight
No longer be conceal’cr.

Her fire, a harfh and angry man,
With furious voice revil’d :

¢ Hence from my fight! I'll none of thee—
I harbour not thy child.”

And faft amid her flutt’ring hair,
With clenched fift he gripes,

And feiz’d a leathern thong, and lafh’d
Her fide with founding ftripes.

Her lily fkin, fo foft and white,
He nbb’d with bloody wales ;

And thurft her out, though black the night,
Though fleet, and florm, affails.

Up the harfh rock, on flinty paths,
The maiden had to roam ;

On tott’ring feet the grop’d her way,
And fought her lover’s home.

¢ A mother thou haft made of me,
Before thou mad’ft a wife ;

For this, upon my tender breaft,
Thefe livid firipes are rife :
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Behold.”—And then, with bitter fobs,
She fank upon the floor—

« Make good the evil thou haft wrought ;
My injur'd name reftore.”

& Poor foul ; I'll have thee hous’d and nurs’d :
Thy terrors 1 lament.

Stay here ; we'll have fome further tatk—
The old one fhall repent.—”

¢ 1 have no time to reft and wait;
That faves not my good name :

If thou with honeft foul haft {fworn,
Oh, leave me not to fhame ;

But at the holy altar be
Our union fan&tify’'d ;
Before the people and the prieft
Receive me for thy bride!”

¢ Unequal matches muft not blot
The 11onours of my line:

Art thou of wealth or rank for me,
To harbour thee as mine ?

What's fit and fair I'll do for thee ;
Shalt yet retain my love—

Shalt wed my huntfman—and we’ll then
Our former tranfports prove.”

¢ Thy wicked foul, hard-hearted man,
_ May pangs in hell await!
Sure if not {uited for thy bride,
I was not for thy mate.

Go, feck a fpoufe of nobler blood,
Nor God’s juft judgments dread—

So fhall, ere long, fome bafe-born wretch
Defile thy marriage bed.—

Then, traitor, feel how wretched they
In hopelefs thame ammerft ;

Then f{mite thy forehead on the wall,
‘While hornd curfes burft.

Roll thy dry eyes in wild defpair—
Unfooth’d thy grinning woe

Through thy pale temples fire the ball,
And fink to ficnds below.”
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Collefted then, fhe ftarted up,
And through the hifling {leet, .
Through thorn and briar, through flood and mire,
She fled with bleeding feet.

¢ Where now,” fhe cry’d, “my gracious God !
‘What refuge have I left?”

And reach’d the garden of her home,
Of hope in man bereft.

On hand and foot fhe feebly crawl’d
Beneath the bow’r unbleit ;

Where with’ring leaves and gath’ring {now,
Prepar’d her only reft.

There rending pains and darting throes
Aflail’d her fhudd’ring frame ;

And from her womb a lovely boy,
With wail and weeping came.

Forth from her hair a filver pin,
‘With hafty hand, fhe drew,

And prefs’d againft its tender heart,
And the fweet babe fhe flew.

Erft when the at of blood was done,
Her foul its guilt abhorr'd :

¢ My Jefus! what has been my deed ?
Have mercy on me, Lord !’

With bloody nails, befide the pond,
Its fhallow grave fhe tore :

¢ There reft in God ; there fhame and want
Thou canft not fuffer more :

Me vengeance waits. My poor, r child
Thy wound fhall bleed a re(h: poe ’
‘When ravens from the gallows tear
Thy mother’s mould’ring flefh.—”

Hard by the bow’r her gibbet ftands:
Her fkull 1s ftill to fhow ;

It feems to eye the barren grave,
Three {pans in length, below.

That is the {fpot where grows no grafs ;
Where falls no rain nor dew :

‘Whence fteals along the pond of toads
A hov’ring fire fo blue.
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And nightly, when the ravens come,
Her ghoft is feen ta glide ;
Purfues and tries to quench the flame,
* And pines the pool befide.

et
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THE FREEBOOTER.

From the (férmn of Biircer,

HIGH on a rock, embow’r'd in wood,
In ancient days a Caftle flood ;
Its tow’rs, when driving in the vale,
The Poft-boy fhew’d me with his hand :
¢ Thofe were the terrors of the land,”
He faid, and thus began his tale :

With knowing look, he nodding faid,
¢ The treafure in that rock that’s laid,

¢ To grant to me were Heaven willing,
¢ I'd tell the King, Sir, in atrice, .
* (Pray, on your kingdom fet a price |

¢ I'd not be driving for a fhiliing.)

* Of many a one, as I am told, :
¢ The mouth has water'd for this gold,
¢ But Chrift have mercy, Heav'n befriend!
A coal-black hound, with iron jaws,
¢ With eyes of fire and monftrous claws,
% Has brought them to untimely end.

“ Once only ev’ry feven years,
¢ On Chriftmas-eve, a flame appears.
“ With hollow groans and ru ling wind,
¢ The treafure rifes from the ground,
¢ Watch'd by black goat inflead of hound ;
“ And that's the time to lay the fiend.

¢ If from this goat, mark well the {nare,

“ You do not plack one milk-white hair;
“ Ever fuch the ways of evil |

29
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& Headlong you're tumbled dowri the rock, " -~
« Your body’s mangled with the fhock,
« Your foul is hurry'd to the devil.

« From OIld Nick's wiles deliver me !

« From Lords and Law, pray keep me free!
‘1‘3 ‘With neither wé}:nlkhave todo;

¢t By no agreement think to win,

“ Sgitcof all claufe, they’ll take you in,
¢ They'll read it inftead of U.

¢ Treafure digging, and Lottery,
“ Fortunc'-hunung‘. and Alchycrx);%:
& Lead only to defpair and ftrife;
o w faying is this, rife early, T
« Work fleady, and live ordérly, - "
« And Heav'n above will blefs your life.

« A Baron grim, grown old in crimes,”
The Po&-boy.g}aid, <« In former times,

« Within thofe walls conceal’d his gold ;
« With horfe, and foot, and warlike car,
« Ravag'd the country near and far,

& Are] brought his plander to this hold.

¢t To ravith, musder, rob or.bumn,
¢ Afforded joy to-him in turn;
« Threats he fear'd not, {word, or halter:
¢ 'Was anght to get, -dafh in a crack, .
¢ He had 1t, and as fnu%was back, .
« In den es ftrong as Gibraltar.

¢ Such fright prevaild in neighb’ring town,
¢ The men fcarce call'd their fouls their own,
<« His name drove women into fits:
¢ Juftices weiFh and plan in vain,
s Confult, refolve, and plan again,
« They counfell’d till they'd loft their wits.

¢ A hag was ta’en, a lump of fins, e
« She’d made the children fwallow pins, . .
« Dry’d cows, and play’d fuch devil’s tricks.
¢ E‘cdkCatch,uvalenothnwucb. RO
“ laid her, nicely dre(s’d in pitch, . .. V-

« On couch of faggot and of fticks.: -~ = .

e



[ 81

< Hold, fhe cry’d, don’t put the fire on:

¢ Down I'll fetch the grim old Baron ; ‘
¢ The May'r agreed, had her unbound,

¢ Promis’d a patent free from harm,

¢ To conjure, ufe her fpells, and charm,
¢ And fafely witch the land around.

¢¢"Such bargain feems a foolifh thing,
¢ Such as to us no gain would bring,
¢ But Satan’s friends nc’er a&t as one
¢ From broils of rogues, good will enfue.
% This hell-hound to her word rrov’cl trie,
¢ What fhe’d agreed was fairly done.

¢ Chang'd to a toad, at time of reft,
¢ She crawl’d up to the robber’s neft
“ ‘(By hocus pocus fhe’d this knack,)
¢ Of his beft fteed then took the form ;
¢ And when the cock crow’d in the morn,
¢ Full arm’d he vaulted on her back.

* With thund’ring courfe now flew our witch,
¢ O’er rocks and walls, o’er hedge and ditch:
¢ Your Baron ﬁ:ll’dvtill black in face,
¢ And curs’d and kick’d, but all in vain,
¢ She heeded neither {purs nor rein,
¢ Nor flopp’d till in the market-place.

¢ With fcrapes and {neers he’s handed down,
¢ Your Lordfhip’s welcome to our town,
“ Good quatters are prepard for you s
¢ Ev’ry dog, fir, has his day,
“ Your courtefy we’ll now repay,
¢ Our hangman fhall the honours do.

¢ Soon the rogue was biou(fbt to trial, .
¢ Falls were prov’d beyond denial ;

¢ In iron cage he was confird.
¢ And leaft at morn be fhould be fick,
¢ They daily gave him*an émetic,

¢ And then he with Duke Humphrey din’d.
¢ The hangman vers'd in deeds of blood,

¢ With hellith torment, cut, for food,
¢ Limbs from off this famifh’d finner :
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# And when he’d eaten the laft ftump,
¢ They broil'd his flomach and his rump,
¢ And ferv’d them up for dinner.

¢ And when he'd eat himfelf all up,

4 And naught remain’d to dine or {up,
¢ The devil took his foul away.

¢ Great was the triumph of the town!

¢ In this Court-hall, the truth’s well knowa,
¢ The cage hangs up unte this day.

< This fir, often brings to mind
¢ Thofe dealers in the human kind.”
ghus my driver’s flory ended,)
¢ Were they fhut in’t and taught to fecl
¢ Mis’ries they on the world entail,
¢ Thcir manners might be mended.”

Scarce had the lad his hift’ry done,

When up comes Monfieur San Facon,
And flops our carriage, bids us rife,

Tumbles all our lu over;

Lurd with hopes that he’d difcover
Somiething that had not paid th’ excife.
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