
Über dieses Buch

Dies ist ein digitales Exemplar eines Buches, das seit Generationen in den Regalen der Bibliotheken aufbewahrt wurde, bevor es von Google im
Rahmen eines Projekts, mit dem die Bücher dieser Welt online verfügbar gemacht werden sollen, sorgfältig gescannt wurde.

Das Buch hat das Urheberrecht überdauert und kann nun öffentlich zugänglich gemacht werden. Ein öffentlich zugängliches Buch ist ein Buch,
das niemals Urheberrechten unterlag oder bei dem die Schutzfrist des Urheberrechts abgelaufen ist. Ob ein Buch öffentlich zugänglich ist, kann
von Land zu Land unterschiedlich sein. Öffentlich zugängliche Bücher sind unser Tor zur Vergangenheit und stellen ein geschichtliches, kulturelles
und wissenschaftliches Vermögen dar, das häufig nur schwierig zu entdecken ist.

Gebrauchsspuren, Anmerkungen und andere Randbemerkungen, die im Originalband enthalten sind, finden sich auch in dieser Datei – eine Erin-
nerung an die lange Reise, die das Buch vom Verleger zu einer Bibliothek und weiter zu Ihnen hinter sich gebracht hat.

Nutzungsrichtlinien

Google ist stolz, mit Bibliotheken in partnerschaftlicher Zusammenarbeit öffentlich zugängliches Material zu digitalisieren und einer breiten Masse
zugänglich zu machen. Öffentlich zugängliche Bücher gehören der Öffentlichkeit, und wir sind nur ihre Hüter. Nichtsdestotrotz ist diese
Arbeit kostspielig. Um diese Ressource weiterhin zur Verfügung stellen zu können, haben wir Schritte unternommen, um den Missbrauch durch
kommerzielle Parteien zu verhindern. Dazu gehören technische Einschränkungen für automatisierte Abfragen.

Wir bitten Sie um Einhaltung folgender Richtlinien:

+ Nutzung der Dateien zu nichtkommerziellen ZweckenWir haben Google Buchsuche für Endanwender konzipiert und möchten, dass Sie diese
Dateien nur für persönliche, nichtkommerzielle Zwecke verwenden.

+ Keine automatisierten AbfragenSenden Sie keine automatisierten Abfragen irgendwelcher Art an das Google-System. Wenn Sie Recherchen
über maschinelle Übersetzung, optische Zeichenerkennung oder andere Bereiche durchführen, in denen der Zugang zu Text in großen Mengen
nützlich ist, wenden Sie sich bitte an uns. Wir fördern die Nutzung des öffentlich zugänglichen Materials für diese Zwecke und können Ihnen
unter Umständen helfen.

+ Beibehaltung von Google-MarkenelementenDas "Wasserzeichen" von Google, das Sie in jeder Datei finden, ist wichtig zur Information über
dieses Projekt und hilft den Anwendern weiteres Material über Google Buchsuche zu finden. Bitte entfernen Sie das Wasserzeichen nicht.

+ Bewegen Sie sich innerhalb der LegalitätUnabhängig von Ihrem Verwendungszweck müssen Sie sich Ihrer Verantwortung bewusst sein,
sicherzustellen, dass Ihre Nutzung legal ist. Gehen Sie nicht davon aus, dass ein Buch, das nach unserem Dafürhalten für Nutzer in den USA
öffentlich zugänglich ist, auch für Nutzer in anderen Ländern öffentlich zugänglich ist. Ob ein Buch noch dem Urheberrecht unterliegt, ist
von Land zu Land verschieden. Wir können keine Beratung leisten, ob eine bestimmte Nutzung eines bestimmten Buches gesetzlich zulässig
ist. Gehen Sie nicht davon aus, dass das Erscheinen eines Buchs in Google Buchsuche bedeutet, dass es in jeder Form und überall auf der
Welt verwendet werden kann. Eine Urheberrechtsverletzung kann schwerwiegende Folgen haben.

Über Google Buchsuche

Das Ziel von Google besteht darin, die weltweiten Informationen zu organisieren und allgemein nutzbar und zugänglich zu machen. Google
Buchsuche hilft Lesern dabei, die Bücher dieser Welt zu entdecken, und unterstützt Autoren und Verleger dabei, neue Zielgruppen zu erreichen.
Den gesamten Buchtext können Sie im Internet unterhttp://books.google.com durchsuchen.

1

https://books.google.de/books?id=kxnpKTdM2n8C&hl=de


This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized  
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the  
information in books and make it universally accessible.

https://books.google.com

https://books.google.de/books?id=kxnpKTdM2n8C&hl=de


-

G . O )

2 B22D

b.

anad bw

BE - S. - -

or private Orcato

-

-

846

-

-

-





- - A- A

- - - zzzzzf
/

/

- -

L E N OR A,

A BALLAD,

by

B ü R GE R.

tranſlated by

ALBERT SMITH.

For Private Circulation.

1846.



/LB. Z3- & S 27 52

W. Watts, Printer, Crown Court, Temple Bar.

Q.AT/S.

O - -

- 3 x? « Sº,
^e Rp.&



Preface.

–0–

There have been ſo many excellent Tranſlations

done of this powerful Ballad, that ſome little

Apology ſhould be made for offering the preſent

one to the Reader. But the Metre of the original

has not been ſtrictly preſerved in any I have

ſeen; and, in conſequence, the Poem loſes much

of its Impreſſiveneſs. In the following attempt

I have carefully kept to the Metre; and in ſome

Lines the Words are in the exact Order of the

original: indeed, I have ſacrificed everything to

make it as cloſe and literal as poſſible. But for

this Intention, many of the Verſes might have

been conſiderably improved.

Chertſey, Surrey,

May, 1846.





L EN OR A.

Lenora, at the Bluſh of Day,

From heavy Slumbers ſtarted,

“ Art dead, or faithleſs, Wilhelm, ſay,

How long muſt we be parted?”

He was with Frederick's armed Might,

At Prague, and there engaged in Fight,

Hadſent no Word or Token,

To prove his health unbroken.

The Empreſs and the Pruſſian King,

Weary of conſtant ſtriving,

Their ſtubborn Natures ſoftening,

Saw Peace at laſt arriving.

And all the Troops rejoiced and ſang,

With Kettle-drums and martial Clang,

Their Arms with green Boughs twining,

Towards their Homes inclining.



6 Lenora.

And everywhere-all, all around,

From Roads and Pathways meeting,

Both Old and Moung, withjoyous Sound,

Went forth to give their greeting.

“Thank God!“ the Child and Wife outcried,

And“ Welcome!” many a happy Bride :

Lenora, only, miſſes

The warm Embrace and Kiſſes.

And up and down, amidſt the Brave,

She flew, each Name repeating;

But none the Information gave

Of all that warlike Meeting.

And when the Train had paſſed elſewhere,

She tore her Locks of Raven-hair.

To earth her fair Form finging,

Her Hands in Frenzy wringing.

Her Mother ran to her, and cried,

“ With Mercy, Heaven, inveſt her,

What Ill can my dear child betide?”

And in her fond Arms preſſed her.

“O, Mother-gone is gone for aye,

The World and all may paſs away;

God has no Kindneſs done me,

Oh woe ! oh woe ! upon me!”



Lenora.

“Help, God! help! Leave us not unbleſt:

Pray to Him to befriend us.

What is His Will, is for the beſt,

God! God! ſome Comfort ſend us!”

“Oh, Mother, Mother ! foolish Plea!

God has done nothing well for me !

My Prayer 's unhelpd, unheeded,

Shall never more be needed!”

“Help, God! the true Believers know

Their Gloom his Aid can brighten:

The hallowed ſacramental Vow,

Thy Miſery shall lighten.”

“Oh, Mother, this conſuming Rage,

No Sacrament can e’er aſſuage;

No Sacrament e’er taken,

Has Power the Dead to waken.”

“Liſt, Child. Perchance thy Lover now,

In diſtant Lands united,

In falſehood has renounced his Vow,

To ſome new Marriage plighted.

So let him go. His Love thus o'er,

His Heart shall never profit more;

When Soul and Bodyſever,

Hispangs ſhall laſt for ever.”
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“Oh, Mother-Mother! Gone is gone !

The paſt, the paſt is ended!

Death–Death is now my Gain alone,

Why was I born unfriended?

Be quench'd my Light-be quench'd for aye,

In Night and Horror die away.

God has no Kindneſs done me.

Oh woe ! oh woe upon me!”

“Help, God! nor into Judgment go,

On this poor Child's Expreſſions;

What her Tongue ſays, ſhe does not know :

Record not her Tranſgreſſions.

Forget all earthly Woe, like this,

Think but on God and Heavenly Bliſs;

Then to thy Spirits panting,

No Bridegroom shall be wanting.”

“Oh, Mother ! what is Hell–or Bliſs–

That thus you ſpeak about it;

I knew but Heav'n in Wilhelm's Kiſs,

And all is Hell without it.

Be quench'd my Light-be quench'd for aye,

In Night and Horror die away;

On earth, without my Lover,

All Happineſs is over.”



Lenora,

Thus her Deſpair o’er every Senſe

And through each Vein was raging,

And war againſt God's Providence

Moſt raſhly ſhe was waging.

She wrung her Hands and beat her Breaſt,

Until the Sun went down to Reſt,

And up in Heav’n’s Arch beaming,

The golden Stars were gleaming.

Hush! liſten ! liſten ! tramp–tramp-tramp!

A Courſer's Steps ſhe counted,

The Rider next, with clattering Stamp,

Before the Porch diſmounted.

And liſten ! at the Gate, a Ring,

Sounds faintly–ſoftly–kling-ling-ling!

And then came, through the Portal,

Theſe Words, diſtinctly mortal,

“Holla! open the Door my Pet;

Watcheſt thou, Love? or sleepeſt?

How art thou mooded tow'rds me yet ?

Andlaugheſt thou, or weepeſt?”

“ Ah, Wilhelm ! thou! So late at Night!

I've watch'd for thee in ſorrowing Plight,

And undergone much Chiding.

Whence com’ſt thou now, thus riding ?”
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“We only ſaddle at midnight;

From far Bohemia, hither,

Irous'd myſelf late for the Flight,

And now will bear thee, thither.”

“Stay, Wilhelm, ſtay! The Wind doth rush

Loud whiſtling through the Hawthorn-bush.

Here–Heart's love–let me hold thee,

My warm Arms shall enfold thee.”

“Let the Wind whiſtle through the Haws,

Child–let it whiſtle ſtronger,

Now clinks my Spur; the Black-horſepaws;

I dare not tarry longer.

Come–come: truſs up thy Dreſs, and ſpring

On my Black-horſe, behind me ſwing,

To reach our Couch to-day, Love,

One hundred Miles away, Love.”

“ And muſt I ride one hundred Miles

To our Bride-bed to day, Love?

And hark! the Church Clock tolls meanwhiles,

Eleven ! doth it ſay, Love?" v.

“ See here!–ſee there!–the moon is high;

We and the Dead can ſwiftly fly.

Tis for a Bet we're flying,

To where the Couch is lying.”
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“ Met ſay–where is thybridal Hall,

Thy nuptial bed–where lies it?”

“Far–far from hence –ſtill, cool, and ſmall,

Eight ſlender Planks compriſe it.”

“Haſt room for me?” “For me and thee

Come, gird thy dreſs; quick, mount with me.

The Gueſts are there to meet thee;

The Doors wide open greet thee.”

The fair Girl quickly dreſſed, and ſprung

Upon the Horſe behind him;

And round the truſty Rider flung,

Her lily Arms entwined him.

And hurra! off! away! the Steed

Flies like the Wind, with whiſtling Speed;

The Horſe and Rider quivering,

And Sparks and Pebbles ſhivering.

Andright and left–on either Hand

Before their Eyes quick ſunder'd,

How flew the Lawns, and Heaths, and Land!

And how the Bridges thundered!

“Deareſt, doſt fear? The Moon is high!

Hurra! the Dead can ſwiftly fly!

Doſt fear the Dead, my own Love?“

“ Nay–leave the Dead alone, Love.”
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What ſound is that af Clang and Knell?

Why do the Ravens futter?

Hark! the death-ſong: and tolls the Bell!

“ Bury the corpſe” they utter !

A funeral Train was coming near;

They bore the Coffin and the Bier:

The Hymn, the Croak reſembled

Of Frogs in Ponds aſſembled.

“After midnight inter the Dead,

With Knell and Lamentation:

Now, my young Wife I homeward lead

With bridal Celebration.

Come, Sexton, with thy choral Throng

And drawl us out thybridal Song !

Come, gabble Prieſt, thy Bleſſing,

E'er tow'rds the Couch we're preſſing.”

The Clang was ſtill'd; vaniſh'd the Bier,

Obedient to his calling:

And all beſide–leſs and leſs near

Behind his Horſe was falling.

And further–faſter ſtill–the Steed

Flies like the Wind with whiſtling Speed;

The Horſe and Rider quivering,

And Sparks and Pebbles ſhivering.
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And left, and right, how ſwift in flight

Paſſ'd Hedges, Trees, and Mountains:

How flew on right, and left, and right,

Towns, Villages, and Fountains.

“Deareſt ! doſt fear ? The moon is high!

Hurra! the Dead can ſwiftly fly!

Doſt fear the Dead, my own Love?”

“ Ah, leave the Dead alone, Love!”

See there! about the Gallows' Height

Round the Wheel's Arle prancing,

Seen dimly in the pale Moonlight,

A ſhadowy Mob is dancing.

“Halloo–there! Rabble ! Ho! come here!

Come, Mob, with me–and follow near !

Our Wedding-dance be ſkipping

When we to Bed are tripping.”

And quickly on the Mob did ruſh

Behind them, noiſy-clattering,

As Whirlwinds through the Hazel-buſh

Send down the dry Leaves pattering:

And further–faſter ſtill–the Steed

Flies like the Wind, with whiſtling Speed;

The Horſe and Rider quivering, -

And Sparks and Pebbles ſhivering.
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How few they in the Moon's wide Light,

Soon into Diſtance ſpeeding!

And overhead, how quick in flight

Were Heavens and Stars receding!

“Deareſt ! doſt fear ? The Moon is high!

Hurra! the Dead can ſwiftly fly!

Doſt fear the Dead, my own Love?”

“Oh, leave the Dead alone, Love!”

“My Steed! methinks the Cock doth crow;

The Sand is juſt expended;

My Steed! the Morning Air I know,

Quick, hence ! our Courſe is ended:

Achiev’d, achiev'd now is our Ride !

The nuptial Chamber opens wide!

The Dead ride ſwiftly ſtriving !

The Goal, the Goal's arriving!”

And ſwiftly tow'rds an iron Grate

With tearing Speed they thunder'd:

With a ſlight Switch he ſtrikes the Gate,

And Lock and Bolt is ſunder'd.

The Doors unfolded, creaking wide,

And over Graves ſtill on they ride,

With Tomb-ſtones round them gleaming,

On which the Moon is beaming.
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Look! in the Twinkling of an Eye,

Ho! ho!–a ghaſtly wonder !

Piecemeal the Rider's Garments lie,

Like Tinder ſhred aſunder.

A Skull, of Tuft and Queue bereft,

A naked Skull alone is left !

A Skeleton, before her

Holds Scythe and Sand-glaſs o'er her !

The Black-horſe wildly ſnorts and rears,

And breathes forth Sparks; and ſhrinking

From underneath them, diſappears,

Ouick vaniſhing and ſinking.

Wild Howling fills the Welkin round,

And Groans from the deep Grave reſound.

Lenora's Heart, juſt ſhivering,

Twirt Life and Death is quivering.

And now beneath the Moon's pale Glance,

Round in a Circle ſcowling,

Link'd hand in hand, the Spectres dance,

And to this Tune are howling:

“Forbear! forbear! thoughbreaks the Heart,

'Gainſt God in Heaven take no Part.

Now from thy Body ſever,–

God ſave thy Soul for ever!”
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