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PREFACE.

Nec 1evis, ingenuas pectus coluisse per artes,
Cura sit, et linguas edidicisse duas.

In these days of Internationalism, when the
inhabitants of Great-Britain and Germany are con-
stantly brought into contact with each other, a
general knowledge at least of the literary treasures
of both countries is looked for from every educated
man; an attempt, therefore, like the present, to
render a fair knowledge of German Poetry of easy
acquisition, may be expected to meet with some share
of public favour and support. The literature of my
native land abounds in gems of lyric and dramatic
Poetry of the highest beauty. Of these a large number
. are already well-known to the British public through
translations, which have appeared, from time to time,
in Books, in Periodicals, and in daily papers; my
aim has been to gather the best of these together,
and thus to present to the Reader, in one Collection,
a number of the fairest gems in their choicest settings.



VI PREFACE.

In many cases I have experienced, with regard
to the translations, quite an embarras du choix,
and, accordingly, the task of selection among dif-
ferent versions of the same poem has not always been
an easy .one. I can hardly expect, of course, .that
all my readers will be pleased with the selection
made; but let me humbly suggest that—as, according
to Macaulay, Frederick the Great, with a truly
royal superiority to grammar, used to say — “de
gustibus non est disputandus.” Moreover, opinions
differ widely as to what constitutes a good translation.
Some are especially anxious for the preservation of
the metre and rhythm of the original, not recognising
that the genius of one language invariably requires
a different thought-mould from that of another.
Others, again, allowing a certain latitude, on the
part' of the translator, with regard to the form,
insist upon a strict (and literal) adherence to the
matter, even though, what is beautiful and appro-
‘priate in one language, may appear strange, perhaps
absurd, in another.* For my part, I care more for
the preservation of the spirit, the aroma of the
original, than for any mere reproduction of either
form or matter. To translate thus, is, I readily grant,
no easy thing; it is indeed, no less than the former

* “Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus Interpres.”.
Horace, Ars Poetica, 133.
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ones, a high standard by which to judge of a
translation; but that it is a point of perfection attain-
able in many instances— the translations contained
in the present volume afford an{ple proof.

The collection is one of specimens and no more.
I do not pretend to have finished the harvest, nor
even to have brought home all that is good; the field
is too large, the growth too luxuriant, my time too
limited for the attempt. I am but as a dweller
among the busy haunts of men, who, in his scanty
leisure-hours, strolls among waving corn-fields and
through ‘green lanes — and who, to gladden for a
time his dull home in the city, brings back with him,
not a bouquet from the flower-garden, but a rough
nosegay — say, some rich and mellow ears of corn,
some wild-flowers gathered by the wayside, and, in
memory of those who have passed away, a forget-
me-not or two. I shall be glad if other eyes than
mine will rest awhile on what I have gathered, and
I trust that my readers will feel something of the
exquisite enjoyment which the work of collecting
has afforded to me!

Many fine versions of German poems have been,
most reluctantly, omifted — for various reasons, of
which the limits of space, and a desire not to encroach
unduly upon any publication in particular, were
the most cogent. The truly national Volkslied,
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and such songs as have beeh, from time immemo-
rial, most popular among the German student-world,
are almost entirely left out; mainly, oecause ample
justice has already been done to them by such works
as H. W. Dulcken’s “Book of German Songs.” For
similar reasons, I quote but a few select specimens
of the Devotional Poetry of Germany.

It only remains for me to express my sincere
thanks to alt, who have either allowed me to reprint
translations, which have already been published, or
who have contributed new ones to the Collection. And
first: place aux dames! — I quote by special
permission, from Lady John Manners “Gems of
German Poetry” [Blackwood and Sons]; from “Hymns
from the Land of Luther” [Kennedy, Edinburgh] and
“Thoughtful Hours” [Nelson and Sons] by H. L. L.
My Readers and myself are indebted to the owner
of these initials for the happy translation of 8igmund
Kunth’s beautiful hymn on everlasting rest; the
translation was written specially for this Collection.
Ferdinand Freiligrath’s daughter, Mrs. E.
Kroeker, kindly sent various translations, and
Miss Marion Hutchison contributes a version ‘of
one of Heine's sweetest poems. Lastly, Miss
Winkworth is represented by two translations;
permission to quote them having been purchased from
the owners of the copyright.
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I have to express also the deepest gratitude for
the kindness of Thomas Carlyle, Dean Alford,
Lord Lytton, Professor Longfellow, Rev.
W. W. Skeat, Mr. Theodare Martin, Pro-
fessor Blackie, Mr. Bowring, Dr. Basker-
ville, Dr. James Steele, Mr. A. D. Coleridge,
Mr. Garnett, Mr. Peter Gardner etc. in allow-
ing me to make use of their translations; and I have
to thank Mr. Lumley, who owns the copyright
of “German Ballads etc.” for granting me permission
to quote from that interesting work., — A list of the
Books from which I quote is appended to these lines,

. and every contribution, which appears for the first

time in print, is marked with an asterisk in the Table
of Contents.. The Reader may notice some alterations
in such translations as are already known to him;
they are all made, either at the request or with the
sanction, of the individual translators. In most
instances the different contributors have kindly
corrected their own proofs.

My thanks are also due to the Rev. Dr. Meri-
vale for his permission to reprint some of his
father’s translations, notably the very fine version of
Schiller’s “Commencement of the nineteenth century,”
which the reverend gentleman himself has reproduced,
most happily, in that delightful volume, the: “Arun-
dines Cami.” — Through the Earl of Elles-
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mere’'s courtesy I am enabled to reprint some of
the late Earl’s spirited translations ; and Mrs. Anster
very kindly permitted me to avail myself of the late
Dr. Anster's translations — his “Faust,” and his
versions contained in “Xeniola,” the “Dublin Univer-
sity Magazine” etc. The mention of Dr. Anster's
revered name brings to my memory his gifted, but
unfortunate countryman—whom his gentle hand vainly
tried to rescue from utter shame and ruin: James
Clarence Mangan. Alas, poor Yorick!

In conclusion I beg to thank all who have, in
any way, helped and advised me in the selection and
arrangement of the contents of the Collection. Espe-

_ cially my thanks are due to the Rev. W. W. Skeat,
M. A., late fellow of Christ's College, Cambridge, and’
to Alexander E. Shand, Esq., M. A., of
Edinburgh ; to the elegant taste and sound scholarship
of both I am indebted for many valuable suggestions.

And now, what more have I to say? Only to
crave the kindly criticism of an indulgent public.
That there are many shortcomings in the execution
of what has, in truth, been to me a labour of love,
I do not doubt; but:

Ut desint vires, tamen est laudanda voluntas.

Loretto House,
Musselburgh, NB. April 1869.

H. E. Goldschmidt.
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* Gottfried Anguft Biirger,

born 1748, died 1794.

Hod) tingt dad Lied vom CGraven Mann,
BWie Trgelten und Glodentlang !

GoLpscaMIDT, German Poetry. [}



Senore.

fenore fuhr um’'s Morgenroth

Gmpor aus fdweren Trdumen: _ 1
Bift untveu, Wilhelm, ober tobt?

BWie lange willft du fiumen?

®egogen in die Prager Sladt,
Und Batte nidht gefdyrieben,
b er gefund geblieben.

Gr war mit Konig Frievrihd Madyt : 1

Nunieves Heer mit Sing und Sang,

Mit Paufenfdlag und RKling und Klang,
Gefdymitdt mit griinen Reifern,

Bog heim 3u feinen Haufern.

Unp iberall, all iibevall,
Auj Wegen und auf Stegen
Bog Alt unp Jung dem Jubelichall
Der Kommenven entgegen.




ELLENORE.

At break of day from frightful dreams
Upstarted Ellenore :

My William, art thou slayn, she sayde,
Or dost thou love no more?

He went abroade with Richard’s host
The paynim foes to quell;

But he no word to her had writt
An he were sick or well.

With blore of trump and thump of drum
His fellow-soldyers come,

Their helms bedeckt with oaken boughs,
They seeke their long'd-for home.

And evry road and evry lane
Was full of old and young
To gaze at the rejoycing band
To haile with gladsom toung.

1*



Q. A. Bilrger.

«Oottlob ! vief Kind unt Gattin laut;
Billfommen ' mandje frohe Braut.
Ady! aber fiir Lenoven
War Grufp und Kufy verloven.

Ald nun dag Heer voriiber war,
Bervaufte fie ihr Rabenhaar

Und warf fidy hin gur Croe
Mit wiithiger Geberve.

Die Mutter fief wohl hin u ihr:
JAdy! vafy fid) Gott erbarme!

Du liebed Kind! wag ift mit dir?"
Und fdlof fie in die Arme, —.

WO Mutter! Mutter! bin ift hin!

RNun fahre Welt und alled hin'!
Bei Gott ift fein Crbarmen:
O weh, o weh miv Armen'!" —

JOUf Gott! Bilf! Sieh uns gnivig an'!
Rind, bet ein BVaterunjer!

Was Gott thut, vas ift wohlgethan ;
Oott, Gott erbarmt fid) unfex '«

O Mutter! Mutter! eitler Wabn!

Gott hat an mir nidt wobhlgethan!
Was half, was Half mein Beten?

RNun ift's nidt mehr vonndthen!’ —




WILLIAM TAYLOR, OF NORWICH.

“Thank God!” their wives and children sayde,
“Welcome!” the brides did saye;

But greet or kiss gave Ellenore \
To none upon that daye.

And when the soldyers all were bye,
She tore her raven hair,

And cast herself upon the growne,
In furious despair.

Her mother ran and lyfte her up,
And clasped in her arm,

“My child, my child, what dost thou ail?
God shield thy life from harm!”

‘O mother, mother! William’s gone,
What's all beside to me?

There is no mercie, sure, above!
All, all were spard but he!’

“Kneele down, thy paternoster saye
"Twill calm thy troubled spright:

The Lord is wise, the Lord is good;
What He hath done is right.”

‘O mother, mother! saye not so,
Most cruel is my fate:

I prayde, and prayde, but watte avaylde
'Tis now, alas'! too late.’

>



6 ’ ®. A. Biirger.

JOIf Oott! Hilf! Wer ven BVater fennt,
Der eify, er bhilft ven RKindern.
Das hodgelobte Satrament
Wirp veinen Jammer lindern.” —

, O Mutter! WMutter! oad mid) brennt,
Dag lindert mir fein Saframent!
Rein Satrament mag Leben
Den Todten wievergeben !

LHor, Rind! Wie, wenn ver faljde Wann
Qm fernen Ungarlanve

Sid) feines Glaubens abgethan
Bum neuen Ehebanve? —

Qaft fahren, Rind, fein Hevy pahin'
Gr Bhat e8 nimmermehr Gewinn!

Wenn Seel und Leib fid) trenmen,
Wirp ihn fein PMeinetv brennen!”

O Mutter! Putter! hin ift hin!
Lerloven ift verloven!

Der Tov, ver Tob ift mein Gewinn'!
O wir' idy nie geboren!

® Qifdy aus, mein Yudt! auf ewig ans!
3 Stirh hin! {tirh hin in Nadt und Sraus,
Bei Oott ift fein Crbavmen!
O weh, o weh mir Armen!’ —




WILLIAM TAYLOR, OF NORWICH.

“Our Heavenly Father, if we praye,
Will help a suffring child:

Go take the holy sacrament, :
So shal thy grief grow mild.”

‘O mother, what I feele within
No sacrament can staye,

No sacrament can teche the dead,
To bear the sight of daye.’

“May-be, among the heathen folk
Thy William false doth prove,

And put away his faith and troth
And take another love.”

“Then wherefor sorrowe for his loss?
Thy moans are all in vain:
But when his soul and body parte,

His falschode brings him pain.”
»

‘O mother, mother! gone is gone:
My hope is all forlorn,

The grave my only sateguard is —
O, had I ne'er been born!’

‘Go out, go out, my lamp of life,
In grizely darkness die,
There is no mercie, sure, above!

For ever let me lie.’



®. . Bilrger.

JOUf Gott! Bilf! Geh nidt ins Seridyt
Mit deinem avmen RKinde!

ESie weifp nidt, was die Bunge fpridyt;
Bephalt ihr nidt vie Siinde!

Ady Kind! vergify vein irdifd) Leiv,
Unp vent an Gott und Seligleit,

o wiw bod) beiner Seelen

Der Brautigam nidyt fehlen ! —

O Mutter! was ift Seligleit?
O Mutter! was ift Holle?
Bei thm, bei ihm ift Seligteit !
Und obne Wilhelm Hille!

Cifd aus, nein Lidt! auf ewig aus!

Gtird hin! ftirh hin in Nadt und Graus!
O’ thn mag id) auf Erven,

Mag dort nidit felig werven!’ —

So wiithete Berzweifelung
Shr in Gehivn und Avern.
e fuhr mit Sotted8 Bovfehung
Bermeffen fort zu havern;

Berfdlug ven Bufen und zevrang

Die Hand bid Sonnenuntergang,
Bid auf am Himmeldbogen

Die golonen Sterne jogen.




*

WILLIAM TAYLOR, OF NORWICH.

“Almighty God! O do not judge
My poor unhappy child;

She knows not what her lips pronounce,
Her anguish makes her wild.

‘My girl, forget thine earthly woe
And think on God and bliss;

For so at least shal not thy soul
Its heavenly bridegroom miss.’

“O mother, mother! what is bliss,
And what the fiendis cell?

With him ’tis heaven anywhere,
Without my William, hell.”

‘Go out, go out, my lamp of life,
In endless darkness die:
Without him I must loathe the earth,
Without him scorn the skie.’

And so despair did rave and rage
Athwarte her boiling veins;
Against the Providence of God
She hurlde her impious strains.

She bet her breast, and wrung her hands,
And rollde her tearless eye,

From rise of morn, till the pale stars
Again orespred the skye.
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Und aufien, hordy! gieng’d trap trap tvap,
AlB wie von Roffes Hufen,

Und Hirvend ftieg ein Reiter ab
An ved Oeliinvers Stufen.

Und Hhord)! und Hhord)! den Pfortenving
Gany [ofe, leife Hing ling ling!

Dann famen duvd) vie Pforte
Bernehmlidy diefe LWorte:

,Holla! holla! Thu auf, mein RKinvd!
Sdlafjt, Liebdyen, over wadyft du?
Wie bift nod) gegen midy gefinnt?
Und weineft over ladft du?’ —

JAd), Wilhelm! vu? — So fpit bei Nadt? —
Geweinet hab’ i) und gewadyt;

Ady! grofted Leid erfitten!
Wo fommit du her gevitten?’ —

Bir fatteln nur um Witternadt,
Weit ritt id) her von Bibhmen;

3d) habe fpdt mid) aufgemadyt

Und will did) mit miv- nehuen!’ —

LA, Wilhelm! "rein, herein gefdmwind!
Den PHagedorn durdyfauft dev Wind :
Oerein, in meinen Armen,
Hexyliebfter, su erwavmen!’ —

.« e
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‘When harke! abroade she herde the tramp
Of nimble hoofed steed ;

She herde a Knight with clank alighte,
And climbe the stair in speed.

And soon she herde a tinkling hand,
That twirled at the pin;

And thro her door that opend not,
These words were breathed in.

“What ho! what ho! thy door undo;
Art watching or asleepe?

My love, dost yet remember me,
And dost thou laugh or weepe?”

‘Ah! William here so late at night?
Oh! I have wachte and wak'd:
‘Whense art thou come? For thy return

My heart has sorely ak'd.’

“At midnight only we may ride;
I come ore land and see:

I mounted late, but soone I go;
Aryse and come with mee.”

‘O William, enter first my bowre,
And give me one embrace: -
The blasts athwart the hawthorn hiss;

Awayte a little space.”

.’ -

M I
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L faujen purd) ven Hagevorn,
Laf jaujen, Rind, lof joufen!
Der Rappe {daret, ed flivet der Sporn,
Jdy varf alihier nidht Haufen !

Romm, {diicze, {pring und fdwinge bdid
Auf meinen Rappen Binter mid!
Muft heut' nody hunvert MWeilen
Mit dvir ing Brautbett eilen.’ —

At wollteft hundert Weilen nod)
Mid)y heut' ind Brautbett tragen?

Und hordy! e8 brummt die Glode nod),
Die elf fdon angejdlagen.’ —

,Sieh bin, fieh her! ver Poup {dyeint fell ;
Wir unp die Todten veiten fdynell;
3d bringe did), ur Wette,
RNody heut’ ind DHodyeitsbette. ' —

,Sag an' wo ift vein Kimmerlein?
Wo, wie dein Hodyeitebettden?’ —
,Beit, weit von hier! Still, fithl und flein!
Sed)8 Bretter und ywei Brettdjen?’ —

,Hat’s Raum filv midy?* — ,Fiiv did) und midy !
Romm, fdyirze, fpring und fdywinge didh!

-, -
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“The blasts athwarte the hawthorn hiss.
I may not harbour here;

My spurs are sett, my courser pawes,
My hour of flight is nere.”

“All as thou lyest upon thy couch,
Aryse and mount behinde;

To night we'le ride a thousand miles, -
The bridal bed to finde.”

‘How, ride to night a thousand miles?
Thy love thou dost bemock :
Eleven is the stroke that still
Rings on within the clock.’

“Looke up; the moon is bright, and we
Outstride the earthly men:

I'le take thee to the bridal bed,
And night shall end but then.”

‘And where is then thy house, and home,
And bridal bed so meet?

“'Tis narrow, silent, chilly, low,
Six planks, one shrouding sheet.”

‘And is ‘there any room for me
Wherein that I may creepe?
“There’s room enough for thee and me
Wherein that we may sleepe.

. “

K]
i
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Die Hodyzeitdgifte hoffen ;
Die RKammer fteht und offen.’ —

Sdin Licbdyen fdyitvzte, fprang und {dwang
@id) auf vag Rof behende;

Woh!l um ven trauten Reiter jdylang
©ie ihre Lilienhinve.

Und Hurre hurre, hop! hop! hop!
. ®ieng’s fort in foufenvem Salopyp,
Dag Rof und Reiter {dnoben,

Unp Kied und Funfen ftoben..

Bur vediten und ur linfen Hand
Borbei vor ihren Bliden,

Bie flogen Anger, Heid’ und Land!
Wie donnerten die Briiden!

Oraut Liebden audy? Der Mond {deint Hell !
Hurrah! vie Tobten veiten fdymell!
Graut Liebden and) vor Todten?' —
SAd) nein! vod) laf die Todten!’ —
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“All as thou lyest upon thy couch,
, Aryse, no longer stop;

The wedding-guests thy coming wayte
The chamber-door is ope.”

All in her sacke as there she lay,
Upon hjs horse she sprung;

And with her lily hands so pale
About her William clung.

And hurry-skurry off they go,
Unheeding wet or dry;

And horse and rider snort and blow,
And sparkling pebbles fly.

How swift the flood, the mead, the wood,
Aright, aleft, are gone!
The bridges thunder as they pass
* But earthly sowne is none.

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speede;
Splash, splash, across the see:
“Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace,
Dost feare to ride with me?

“The moon is bright, and blue the night;
Dost quake the blast to stem?

Dost shudder, mayde, to seeke the dead?”’
‘No, no, but what of them?
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Was fang vort filv Gefang und Klang?
Was flatterten die Raben?

Hord) Glodentlang! Hord) Tobtenfang:
,Lafit und ven Leib begraben.

Und niher zog ein Leidenzug,

Der Sarg und Tobtenbahre trug.
Das Lied war zu vergleiden

Dem Untenvuf sin Teiden.

Rad) Mitternad)t begrabt ven Leib
Mit RKlang und Sang und RKlage!
Qept fithe' id) heim mein junges Weib ;
Mit, mit jum Brautgelage! —

Romm,. Kilfter, hier! Komm mit vem Chov
Und guvgle miv bad8 Brautliev wvor!
Romm, Pfaff’, und fprid) ven Segen,
& wir ju Bett ung legen!’ —

Still Rlang und Sang — vie Bahre fdwand —
Gehorfam feinem Rufen,

Ram’s hurre! Hurve! nadygevaunt
Hart hinter's Rappen Hufen.

Myd tmmer weiter, hop! hop! hop!
®ieng’s fort in jaufendem Galopy,
Dafp Rofg und Reiter jdmoben,
Und Rie8 und Funfen ftoben.
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How glumly sounes yon dirgy song!
Night-ravens flappe the wing.

What knell doth slowly tolle ding dong?
The psalms of death who sing?

Forth creepes a swarthy funeral train,
A corse is on the biere;

Like croke of todes from lonely moores,
The chauntings meete the eere.

“Go, beare her corse when midnight's past
With song and tear and wail ;

I’ve gott my wife, I take her home,
My hour of wedlock hail!

“Leade forth, o clark, the chaunting quire,’
To swell our spousal song:

Come, priest, and reade the blessing soone;
For our dark bed we long.”

The bier is gone, the dirges hush;
His bidding all obaye,

And headlong rush thro briar and bush
Beside his speedy waye.

Halloo ! halloo! how swift they go,
Unheeding wet or dry;

And horse and rider snort and blow,
And sparkling pebbles fly.

Govpscaxior, German Poetky. 2
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BWie flogen vedits, wie flogen lints
®ebirge, Bium’ und Heden!
Wie flogen finf8, und vedhtd und linfs,
Die Dirfer, Stavt’ und Fleden'
b ]
,Oraut Liebdhen audy? — Der Mond fdeint Hell!
Hurrah! vie Tovten reiten jdmell!
®raut Liebden audy vor Tovten? —
‘Ady! lafy fie rubn, vie Tovten! —

Sieh pa! fieh da! Am Hodgeridyt
Tangt um ved Raved Spinvel,

Halb fidtbarlidy bei Wonvenlidy,
Cin [uftiges Gefinvel.

,Sa! fa! Oefinvel! hier! fomm bier!
®efinvel, fomm und folge mir!
Tany' ung ven Hodyeitdreigen,
Wenn wir ju Bette fteigen !’ —

Und vag Gefinvel, Hujdy! Hujd! hujd!
Ram hinten nady gepraffelt,
Wie Wirbelwind am Hafelbufd
. Durdy pitrre Bldtter vaffelt.

Unp mweiter, weiter, hop! hop! Hop!
Oing’s fort in faufenvem Galopp,
DaR Rofg und Reiter fdynoben
Unp Ried und Funfen ftoben
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How swift the hill, how swift the dale,
Aright, aleft are gone!

By hedge and tree, by thorp and town,
They gallop, gallop on.

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speede;
Splash, splash, across the see:
“Hurrah! the dead can ride apace;
Dost feare to ride with mee?

“Look up, look up, an airy crew
In roundel daunces reele,

The moon is bright and blue the night
Mayst dimly see them wheele.

“Come to, come to, ye ghostly crew,
Come .to and follow me,

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

And brush, brush, brush, the ghostly crew
Came wheeling ore their heads

All rustling like the witherd leaves
That wide the whirlwind spreads.

Halloo! halloo! away they go,
Unheeding wet or dry;
And horse and rider snort and blow
And sparkling pebbles fly.
2*
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Wie flog, wad vund ver Vomd befdyien,
Wie flog e8 in vie .Ferne'
LWie flogen oben iiberhin
Der Himmel und vie Sterne!
L

,Graut Liebdym audy? — Der Wond fdjeint Hell!

Hurrah! vie Todten reiten fdnell!
Oraut Liebden aud) vor Todten?’ —
O weh! lafp rubhn die Todten!’ —

JJapp! Rapp! mid) diinft, ver Hahn jdhon ruft;

Bald wird ver Sand vervinnen !
Rapp!' Napp! id) wittre Worgenluft;
Rapp! tummle didh von hinunen!

Bollbradit, vollbradyt ift unfer Lauf!
Das Hodyzeitsbette thut fid auf!
Die Todten veiten fdmelle!
Wir find, wir find jur Stelle!’ —

Rafd) auf ein eifern Sittevthor
®ing’s mit veérhingtem Siigel;

Mit {dhwanter Gert ein Sdylag davor
Berfprengte Sdlof unp Riegel.

Die Fliigel flogen fivrend auf,:

Unp itber Griber ging ver Lauf;
@3 blinften Leidjenfteine

Ringdum tm Wonvenjdyeine.




SRS

AptEs o e e . e

WILLIAM TAYLOR, OF NORWICH.

And all that in the moonshyne lay
Behind them fled afar;

And backward scudded overhead
The skie and every star.

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speede,
Splash, splash, across the see:
“Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace;
Dost feare to ride with mee?

“I weene the cock prepares to crowe;
The sand will soone be run:

I snuffe the early morning air;
Downe! downe! our work is done.

“The dead, the dead can ride apace:
Our wed-bed here is fit:

Our race is ridde, our journey ore,
Our endless union knit.”

And lo! an yron-grated gate
Soon biggens to their view:

He crackde his whyppe; the locks, the bolts,
Cling, clang! assunder flew.

They passe, and ’twas on graves they trodde;
“'Tis hither we are bound:”

And many a tombstone ghastly white
Lay in the moonshyne round. -

[y
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Hafi! bafi! im Augenblid,
Hu! bu! ein griflid Wunver!
Des Reiters Koller, Stitd fiv Stiid,
Tiel ab wie miirber Sunber.

Bum Sdavel ohne Bopi uno Sdopf,
Bum nadten Sdhdvel warp fein Kopf,
Sein Kivper gum Gerippe .
Mit Stunvenglas, und Hippe.

Hody baumte fidy, wild fdmob ver Rapp
Uno fprithte Feuerfunfen;

Und hui! war'8 unter ihr herab
Berfdwunden upp verjunten.

Geheul, Seheul aus hoher Lujt,
Gewinfel fam ausg tiefer Sruft;
Lenovend Hevy mit Beben
Hang 3wifdlen Tov und Leben.

Run tangten wohl beim Monvenglan;
Runtum herum im Kreife

Die Geifter einen RKettentany
Und Heulten diefe Wetfe :
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And when he from his steed alytte,
His armure, black as cinder
Did moulder, moulder all away
As were it made of tinder.

His head became a naked scull
Nor hair nor eyne had he:

His body grew a skeleton
" Whilome so blithe of ble.

And at his dry and boney heel ‘
No spur was left to bee;

And in his witherd hand you might
The scythe and hourglass see.

And lo! his steed did thin to smoke,
And charnel fires outbreathe ;

And pal'd and bleachde, then vanishde quite
The maid from underneathe.

And hollow howlings hung in air,
And shrekes from vaults arose:
Then knewe the mayd she might no more
Her living eyes unclose.

But onward to the judgment seat,
Thro' mist and moonlight dreare

The ghostly crew their flight persewe,
And ,hollowe in her eare:
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.Oeduld! Gevuld! wenn's Hery audy bridyt?
Mit Gott im Himmel Hhavre nidy!
Des Leibes bift du levig ;
Oott fei ver Seele gndvig!"

Das Lied vom braven MWann.

fjod) Hingt vas Liev vom braven Mann,

Wie Orgelton und Glodentlang.

Wer hohes Muths fidy rithmen fann,

Den [ohnt nidht Gold, ven [ohnt Gefang.
. Oottlob! daf id) fingen und preifen fannm,

Bu fingen und preifen den braven Mann.

Der Thauwind fam vom Mittagdmeer, )
Und fdmob burd) Welfdlanp, triib® und feudt,
- Die Wolten flogen vor ihm er,

Wie wann ver Wolf die Heerde {deudt.

v fegte bie Felver, zerbrad) ven Forft;

Auf Seen und CStrdmen pas Grunveid borft.

Am Hodygebivge fdymoly der Scnee;

- Der Ctury von taufend Waffern {dyoll ;
Das Wiefenthal begrub ein See;
Deg Lanves Heerftrom wudid und fdywol;
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“Be patient, tho thyne herte should breke
Arrayne not Heaven's decree,

Thou nowe art of thy bodie reft,
Thy soul forgiven bee.

THE LAY OF THE BRAVE MAN.

Loud sounds afar the brave man's lay,

Like bells’ clear chime or organ’s roll ;
Sweet song, not gold, can best repay

The man who shows a dauntless soul. .
Thank God! who hath taught me to praise and sing,
For loud shall the brave hero’s praises ring.

The warm wind came from the Southern sea,
And Italy felt its humid breath ;
The scattered clouds before it flee,
Like flocks, when wolves bring fear and death.
It swept o’er the fields, the forest it brake,
And loosened the ice upon streamlet and lake.

8now melted on the mountain-tops :
A thousand plunging torrents fell:
Lakes buried field, and dale, and copse ;
Each river rose with sudden swell.
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Hod) rollten die Wogen, entlang ihr Sleis,
Unb vollten gewaltige Felfen Eis.

Auf Pfeilern unv auf Bogen fdywer, .

Aus Ouaberftein von unten auf,

Qg eine Briide dritber Her,

Und mitten ftand ein Hiusden vrauf.

ier wobnte ver Bdlner, mit Weib unp Kinv. —
WO Billner! o Boluner! Entfleud) gefdymind !

s vrihnt’ und drihnte dumpf Hevan,
Laut Heulten Sturm unv Wog' um’'s Haus,
Der Bbllner fprang zum Dady binan,
Unp Blidt’ in den Tumult Hinaus —
+Barmbergiger Dimmel! erbarme didy!
Berloven! verloven! Wer rettet. midy 2

Die Sdollen volliten, Schufy auf Shug,
Bon beiven Ufevn, bhier unp vort,

Bon beiven Ufern vifg der Fug

Die Pfeder jammt ven Bogen fort.

Dex bebenve Bdlner, mit Weib und Kind,
Gr Yeulte nody (auter, ald Strom und Winv.

Die Sdollen vollten, Stof auf Stofs,

An beiven Enven, hier und vort,
Berborften und zertvitmmert, {dof

Gin Pleiler nady dem anvern fort.

Balo nahte ver Mitte ver Umftury fidy —
+Barmberziger Himmel ! erbarme didy'!" —
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Their channels the cataracts ploughed and tore,
And fragments of ice to the valley bore.

On piers and arches strongly planned,
‘Well built of quarried stone and wood,
A lofty bridge the valley spanned,
‘Whereon, midway, a cottage stood :
And here lived the tollman with child and wife :
“Oh, tollman! oh, tollman! flee fast for thy life!”

Loud roared, and howled, and beat, and rained
The storm around that lonely home ;

At length the roof the tollman gained,
And looked across the seething foam,

“Oh merciful heaven! my trust is in thee!

Iam lost, I am lost! what refuge for me?”

The blocks of ice came rolling fast

On either bank, both far and near:
On either side the stream rushed past,

And swept away both arch and pier:
The timorous tollmann with wife and child,
Shrieked louder yet than the tempest wild.

The heaped up ice came rolling on,
At either end both far and near;
Arch after arch away was gone,
In fragments fell each ruined pier.
To the middle the turmoil had forced its way,
“Oh merciful heaven, niow help! we pray !”
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Hody auf vem fernen Ufer ftand

Cir Sdmwarm von Gaffern, gro und flein;
Unp jever {dyrie und vang die Hand,

Dod) modyte Niemand Retter fein.

Der bebenve Bdlner, mit Weib und Kind,
Durd)heulte nad) Rettung ven Strom und LWind.

Wann Hingft vu, Led vom braven Mann,
BWie Orgelton und Glodentlang?

Wohlan! {o nenn’ ihn, nenn’ ihn dann!
Wann nennft bu ihn, mein fdonfer Sang? .
Bald nahet ver Mitte ver Umftury fid,

O braper Mann, braver Mann, 3eige didy!

Rafdy galoppirt’ ein Graf hervor,

Auf hohem Rof, ein evler Oraf;

Was bielt ves Grafen Hand empor?

Gin Beutel war es, voll und fhvaff. —
«Sweihundert Piftolen find jugefagt

Dem, weldjer die Rettung ver Avmen wagt !”

Wer ift ver Brave? ft's der Graf?

Sag’ an, mein braver Sang, fag’ an!

Der Oraf, beim hidften Gott, war brap!
Dod) weifp id) einen bravern Mann. —

O braver Mann, braver Mann! eige vidy!
&djon naht vad Berberben fidy fiivdterlidh. — -

Und immer” hdhev fdywoll die Fluth ;
Undb immer lauter fdnob ver Wind;.
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High on the farthest bank a crowd

Of gazers, young and aged, stood ;
Each wrung his hand, and wept aloud :

But none would dare that dangerous flood :
The timorous tollman, with wife and child,
Shrieked loudly for help thro’ the uproar wild.

When shall the brave man’s lay be rung,
Like organ’s roll, or bells’ pure chime?
When shall his noble name be sung,
My sounding song? 'tis time' ’tis time !
To the midst hath the turmoil forced its way :
Brave hero! brave hero! now help, I pray!

Fast galloped up a noble knight,

A horse he rode of stately build,
What hold his right hand forth to sight?

A heavy purse with gold well-filled.
“Two hundred pistoles are here, I swear,
For him who to save them will nobly dare!

Will ¢ — this knight — those wretches save?
Is he thy worthy theme, my song?

The knight, as Heav'n doth know, was brave,
But one more brave shall come ere.long.

Brave hero! brave hero! at length appear!

Their terrible ruin is drawing near.

And higher still the flood doth swell,
And louder still the storm doth rave,
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Und immer tiefer fant per- Muth. —

O Retter! Retter! fomm’ gefdywin !
Stetd Pieiler bei Pfeiler zerborft und brady,
Qaut fradten und ftiivgten die Bogen nady.

JDalloh ! Halloh! Frifdy auf! gewagt!”

Hody Bielt ver Graf ven Preid empor.

@in jeber hirt's, vod) Jever zagt,

Aus Taufenven tritt RKeiner vor.

Bergebend durdyheulte, mit Weib und RKind,

Der Bblner nad) Rettung ven Strom und Wind. —

Ciely’, {dledt unv redt ein Bauersmann
Am Wanberftabe {dyritt vaber,

Mit grobem RKittel angethan,

An BWud)d und Antlis hod) und hebr.

Er phorte ven Grafen; vernahm fein Wort;
Und {daute vad nahe Berverben dort.

Unp tithn, in Gottes Namen, fprang

@r in ven nidften Fijderfahn;

Trop Wirbel, Sturm und Wogenbvrang,
Ram ver Erretter glitdlidy an:

Dod) wehe! ver Nadjen war allzu flein,
Um Retter von allen gugleidy ju fein.

Und dreimal wang er feinen Kahn,

Tropy Wirbel, Sturm unp Wogendrang;
Und breimal fam er glitdlid) an,

Bis ihm die Rettung gany gelang.
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And more and more their courage fell. —
O daring hero, haste to save!

Pier upon pier is burst in two,

Arch after arch is broken through !

“Will no one dare? sec here! see here!”
The knight held out the tempting prize:

Each peasant hears, but shrinks with fear,
Of thousands, none the risk defies.

In vain did the tollman, with wife and child,

Shriek loudly for help thro’ the uproar wild.

But lo! a peasant, staff in hand,
Comes striding up with hurried pace,
His mean attire the gazers scanned,
His stalwart frame, and noble face.
He hears the promise the knight had made,
And saw that their doom could scarce be stayed.

He trusted God's protecting power,
And in the nearest skiff he leapt;
In spite of stream, and whirl, and shower,
His way the daring hero kept;
Oh! horror! the boat is so frail and small,
It never can hold them and save them all!

In spite of whirl, and storm, and tide,

Three times the dangerous course he braved;
Three times he safely reached the side,

By God’s good grace, till all were saved :
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Raum famen vie Lepten in fidern Port,
So rollte vas lepte Getritmmer fort. —

Wer ift, wer ift der brave WMann?

©ag an, fag an, mein braver Sang'!
Der Bauer wagt’ ein Leben vran;

Dody that er's wohl um Gelbestlang?
Denn fpendete nimmer der Graf fein Sut,
©o wagte ver Bauer vielleidyt fein Blut.

Soter, vief ver Oraf, .mein wadrer Freund!
Pier ift vein Preig! Komm ber, nimm Hhin!"
©ag an, war vad nidt brap gemeint?

Bei Oott! ver Graf trug hoben Sinn. —
Dod) hoher und himmlijder, walrlidy! jdhlug
Das Dery, dad der Bauer im Kittel trug.

~Mein Leben ift fitr Gold nidt feil.

Arm bin id) zwavr, dod) ef’ id) fatt.

Dem Bollner werd’ ew'r Golo ju Theil,

Der Hab’ unp Gut verloven hat!”

So rief er mit herzlidhem Bieverton

Und wanbdte ven Riiden und ging davon. —

Hody Hingft du, Led vom braven Mann,
Wie Orgelton und Glodentlang!

Wer folden Muths fid) rithmen farm,
Den lohnt fein Gold, ven l(ohnt Sefang.
Oottlob! daf id) fingen und preifen fann,
Unfterblid) ju prefen ben braven Mann.

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,
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And scarce for the last time he reached ‘the shore,
Ere the last pier fell and was seen no more !

But wherefore call the peasant brave?

‘Why make his praise thy theme, my song?
He risked his life those lives to save,

But then — the hope of gain was strong !
" And had it not been for the brave knight's gold,
The peasant might never have been so bold !

“Thy prize,” exclaimed the knight, “is won;
Come here, brave friend, receive thy due!”
Sure this was well and nobly done,
By heaven! the knight was brave and true!
But the heart that beat 'neath the peasant’s weeds
In kindness and worth the knight's exceeds.

“[ risk not life for money’s sake;
I eat enough, tho’ poorly clad :
Thy bounty let the tollman take,
The flood has swallowed all he had.”
In tones of compassion he said his say,
Then slowly be turned him, and went his way.

Now lot'ldly rings the Brave Man's Lay,

Like bells clear chime or organ’s tone ;
For song, not gold, can best repay

The man who dauntless worth hath shewn.
Thank God, who hath taught me to praise and sing;
For aye shall the brave man’s praises ring!
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