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PREFACE.

THE recent publication of yet another English
version, of the ever-famous Ballad of Lenore, has
induced the author, of the following pages, to hasten
the completion of a long contemplated caricature
translation of that brilliant Poem,; which, although
shamelessly treated in the present burlesque, can
never be rightfully accused of becoming hackneycd. (?)

And here the writer must be allowed to remark,
that so far from necessarily implying disparaging de-
rision, a Parody gtnerally indicates sudden, deserved,
and therefore lasting popularity ; while the travestier,
himself, is very frequently, as in this instance, an
earnest admirer of the composition travestied, and its
author.

The dedication of this little book, may afford
some inkling towards the real object it would assure,

by directing the intimate attention of savans and

(5)



6 PREFACE.

scholars to the exhaustive rescarch and literary merit
of my brother’s proposed contrast of, and commen-
tary upon the very numerous, yet widely varying
translations of this remarkable dramatic lyric.

The word dramatic is here used, as a realization
of the positive genius of (Germany’s most artistic
poet.

The Ballads of B.u.rger never lose their hold upon
the people. 'They remain to the Landsmen, a legacy,
as precious as Robert Burns’ treasured songs are to
the Scottish peasantry ; and while indulging in this
comparison I cannot refrain from likening the skill
that Burns displays in his celebrated tale of Tam
(O’Shanter, to the marvelous art of his German co-
temporary, as evidenced, more especially, in “Lenore”
and “Der Wilde ]‘a{gcr,” two ballads highly compli-
mented by Sir Walter Scott, conspicucusly using the
suggestive word imitation, in connection with his own
popular versions.

New Year’s day, Anno Domini 1748, brought great
commotion to the household of Meister Bifrger, it
being discovered by that most respectable burgher of
Wolmerswende, that quite a good sized male had
been delivered that morning, advising all hands to

look out for squalls,
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They christened the little stranger, Gottfried Au-
gust; but the name was a little stranger than the
boy, who really got freed in January. However, there
is no accounting for taste, even among our cousins-
german, Nor is it to be wondered at, that although
Gottfried Bil'rger did not reach his fiftieth year, he
nevertheless made extensive use of his august name,
by bestowing it upon ten or fiftecn score poems, be-
sides three wives, and a prodigality of progeny.

His persistent matrimony proves G. A. B'lllrger to
have been more courageous even than the hero of
his stirring ¢““Lied vom Braven Mann.” His third
frau, however, was much too monotonous in her
peculiarities, and our poor poet sought legal divorce
for permanent relief. Now had he patiently waited,
but two years longer, his death would have saved
him, the expense of separation, and made his widow
happy, and perhaps proud to pay for an eternal rid-
dance. .

Life, some sagacious scribbler styles, an Enigma ;
and Gottfried A. B. not being able to see—a ghost
of a chance to make his out, gave it up with the
ghost on the eighth day of the sixth month, A. D.
1794, and the “Gottinger Abend-Zeitung” published

the solution in an extra edition.
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Dying before attaining his forty-seventh year, Bur-
ger has yet left behipdeghim a solid reputation among
the Literati of all countries.

The magnificent Ballad of Lenore was composed
during the winter of 1773, and proves our friend B.
a pretty ardent youngster, at five and twenty, but
excruciatingly weak on witches as well as weddings.

Translated more frequently than any other poem
of any language, and into more languages, is sufficient
confirmation of its power and beauty,

To William Taylor, of Norwich, author of the

>

“ Historic Survey of German Poetry,” must be given the
credit of the earliest English version, which, although
printed for the first time, in the Monthly Magazine,
September, 1796, was really written, as early as 1790,
and noticed by Dr. Aiken, in the introduction to his own
poems, published the following year. Taylor’s Ellenore
is the old English ballad style, and no pretensions are
made to retain, in it, the characteristics of Burger’s
rhythm and rhyme. In his Notes to Ellenore, Taylor
mentions an obscure English doggerel, called ¢ The
Suffolk Miracle, or the relation of a young man, who, a
month after bis death, appeared unto bis sweetheart, and
carried her on horsehack hebind bim, forty miles, in two

boursy and was never seen after, but in his grave.”
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The intimation, however, that this apocryphal country
tale gave B'L;rger the first hint of his own renowned
fable, is to my mind simply preposterous. I am rather
inclined to the opinion, that B.Lirger never saw, nor even
heard of The Suffolk Miracle, and must therefore agree
with an eminent Scotch reviewer, in the Edinburgh
Encyclopedia, that Lenore owes its origin to the chorus
of a song, popular with the German peasantry,—the
source, in fact, to which Burger himself ascribes it.
He used to tell his literary friends, at Alten-Gleichen,
where he held a Stewardship, under the noble family of
Uslar, at the time he composed Lenore, that the idea of
writing such a ballad, was suggested to him, by hearing

a village girl singing in the moonlight, some verses, of

which he only recalled the three fi.cs, translated,
thus:—
¢ The moon it shires so bright,
)
The dead ride fast by night;

Sweet love, art not afraid !

As Dr. David Brewster remarks :—

“« After all, in a poem such as Leonora, it is not so
much the invention, as the manner of execution, which
evinces the genius of the Author; and, in this latter

respect, the merit of Burger is indisputable.”
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The “William and Helen,” of Sir Walter Scott, is
another well-known version, in which the talented baro-
net apologetically introduces the much admired lines of
Taylor, no trace of which, however, can be found in
Lenore:—

“Tramp, tramp, across the land, they speede;

Splash, splash, across the See I””

Like Taylor, and many subsequent translators, Sir
Walter evades the metre o”*the original ; hence the play-
ful fling, 1 make, at both these distinguished authors, in
my 20th Stanza.

It may not be uninteresting to note, that of nearly
fifty different translations of Lenore, which my ‘brother
Charles has in his library, only eight or nine, his own
included, are in the original measure ; and all the merit
I would claim for this Parody, is its entire preservation
of the rapid action, together with the remarkable peculi-
arities of alternating single and double rhymes, and
pleasing alliteration of Bi;rger’s elaborate ballad; while
the narrative, itself, has been mercilessly sacrificed to
Ridicule,

Feeling confident, therefore, that my own, otherwise,
inexcusable and atrocious burlesque, will but renew the
genuine interest studious readers have ever evinced

in true translations of German Poetry, 1 crave for
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my prescnt handiwork, the unqualified criticism of all,
who have method enough, to discern the dividing
mark between Rhyme and Reason.

H. C. L.

PaiLaDELPHIA, May 2d, 1870.




Jenore.

I.EAN 'NORA.



Lenore fubr um’s Movgenvoth
Cmpor ans fdhweren Tvdumen:

LBt untren, IWilhelm, oder todt?
Wie lange willit du fdumen??

Cr mwar mit Kinig Friedvidhs Madht,

Gegogen in die Prager Shladt,
Ind batte nidt gefchricben,

Ob or gefund geblichen,



At dawn of day, lean 'Nora wakes;
From night-mare, quick alighting.
“Ach, William mein!”—she shuddering shakes;
His paper profile sighting:
“He fights at Prague, mit Fritz the Great,
For extra news, in vain ich wait,
Und long for William’s kissing;

Mein Gott! he turns up,—missing!”



Der Kisnig und die Kaiferin,
Des langen Habers miide,
Crveidyten ihren barten Sinn,
1nd maditen endlidhy Friedes
1nd jedes Heer, mit Sing und Sang,
Mit Pautenfdhlag und Kling und Klang,
Gefdymiictt mit griinen Reifern,

Bog beim zu feinen Hiufern,



The King, tired out, with lingering war,
And baffled, by Theresa,
One day took up his pen; and swore,—
“Ber donner! ich will please her!”
From camp to camp, Peace was declared;
The muskets stacked,—accounts all squared:—
Mit Lager Bier, und Schweitzer,

The Empress much delights her.



tnd diberall, all itberall,
Auf Wegen und auf Stegen,
Bog At und Jung dem Jubeljchall
Der Kommenden entgegen.
o ®ottlob! vief Kind und Gattin laut,
p Willfommen 'Y mandye frobe Braut,
Ady! aber fiir Lenoren

War Gruf und Kuf verloven.



3.
From every road, and village lane,

Thronged forth, the crazy people,

To greet the soldiers, home again:

The big bell, high in steeple,
Clanged “ Wilkommen!”, that welcome day,
And many a fraulein felt quite gay:—

Alack! our poor lean 'Nora,

A-lacking her adorer!



40

Cie frug den Jug wobl auf und alb,
Hud frug nady allen Nauren;
Doch Keiner war, der Kundfthajt gab,

DBon Allen, fv da famen,
A3 nun das Heer ovoviiber nar,
Bevvaufte fie ihr Rabenbaar,

Mnd warf fidy hin jur Crbde,

Mit wiithiger Geberde,



4.
She bounced about, from man to boy;
From Colonel down to drummer;
Besought them all, to give her joy,
By tidings of her bummer.
Alas! for lass;—he was not there—
She raving tore her raven hair;
And,—cursing all creation—

Got up a sweet sensation!



Die Nutter lief wobl hin qu ihrs
o 2ch, vaf fidy Gott erbavme!
Du trautes Kid, was ift mit dive!
Und {blof fie i die Avme, —
p O Mutter, Mutter! hin ift Hin!
Nun fahre Welt und Alles hin!
Bet Gott ijt Fein Crbarmen.

O weh’, o wel’ miv Avmenl?



Now, in hot haste, her mother strode,
And, pointing up to Himmel,
From market-basket, took tough brod;—
Rye meal, baked hard, mit kimmel.
““See, 'Nora, love, this loaf, for lunch:
Shut up your mouth mit bread ;—und
crunch !”

““Ach! mutter, ich bin flustered ;—

Und you forgot der mustard!”



p9ilf, Gott, hilf! Sich’ ung quadig an!
Kind, bet” ein Vaterunfer!

Was Gott thut, das ift wobl gethan.

/ ®ott, Gott erbarmt fidy unfer!” —

o Mutter, Mutter! Citler Walbn!

Gott hat an mir nidt wobl gethan!
Was half, was half mein Beten?

Nun if’s nicht mehr vonndthen.’ —



““Bei hokey-pokey, that’s a fact!—
Und ich forgive dein banter :—
But, worried, lest you might go cracked,
Your mamma came instanter !
Now, daughter, you will soon get ill,
Bei fretting so for Sergeant Bill,
Who, being past all finding—

Ist really nicht worth minding.”
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pOIlf, Gott, bilf!  Wer den Vater fount,

Der weif, er biljt den Kindern,
Dag hodgelobte Sacrament

Bird deinen Jammnter [tnborn.! —
o Mutter, Mutter! wad midy brennt
Dag [indert mir fein Sacvament!

Sein Saframent mag Leben

Den Tobten mwieder geben.”
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“O, mutter mein poor heart ist wrecked ;—
Though, Bill was far from handsome,
I'd give all chances, gut or schlecht,
Mein freund, from death, to ransom.
But vain ist trust, und vainer hope!
Hard ist mein lot, in life, to mope;
Und crouch down in a corner

Poor William ist a goner!”



8.

o6 Kind! Wie, wenn der falfhe Do,
Jm feruen Ungerfande,

Zidy feines Glaubens abgethan,
Sum neuen Ehebande?

Laf fabren, Kind, fein Hoery dabhin!

Cr hat es nimmermebr Gewinn!
Wanun Seel” und Leilb fich trennen,

PWird ihn fein Dleineid brennen.” —



““’Nora, mayhap he’s jilted you;
Und frolics mit another:
Before, I'd get in such a stew,
Both love und him, I’'d smother!
Forget him! und believe me, kind!
He’s doomed to have his carcass skinned:—
Bei all that’s clear or clever,

Smart Will, will smart, forever!”
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9 NMutter, Nutter! bin ift bhin!
Berlorven ift verivren!

Der Tod, der Tod it mein Gewinn!
O mir’ iy nie geboren!

Lifh aus, mein Ldt, auf ewig aus!

Ctird bin, ftivh bin in Nadyt und Graus!
Bei Gott it Fein Crbarmen,

O wel’, v weh’ miv Avmen



0.
“Why mutter, mutter ? I'm played out;
Und, lost, beyond redemption:
Had William tried, I’ve wenig doubt,
He might have bought exemption!
But go he would, to Frederick’s war;
Und, day bei day, mein hair ich tore,
“T'ill—worrying heart und gizzard—

I’m leaner than a lizard!”
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DUf, Gott, Hilfl Gel’ nidt in’s Gericht
Mit Deinem armen Kinde!
Oie weifi nidht, was die Junge fpricht.
Bebalt’ ihr nidyt die Siinde!
Ach, Kind, vergif dein irdifdh Leid,
Undb denf’ an Gott und Seligheit!
Co wird dody deiner Seelen

Der Brdutigam nidht fehlen.’’ —
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“ Mein Gott! mein kind, don’t fret so much!
If dead, as any herring,
William, like all defunct,—in Dutch—
Ist past both care und caring!

Nay, naughty 'Nora! dry each tear;

Und drink ein glas of Berlin Bier:
Though reft of groom und bride-room,

Give sobs und sorrow wide room!”



11.

O Mutter! Was ift Seligheit?
O NMutter! Was ift Hillc?
Lei thm, bei ihm it Seligleit,
Und ohue LWilbelm Hille!
Lifdy ausd, mein Lidt, auj ewig aus,
Ctivh bin, ftirh bin in Nadht und Graus:
Obw’ ihn mag i) auf Crden,

Mag bort midyt {elig wevden,” — —



11,

“Q, Mutter! was st Himmel ?>~—~Hell ?—
Mein brain, mit fire, ist flaming:—
Wherever, mein true love may dwell,
Ist Himmel, worth the naming.
Out, out! mein light of Kerosene!
Why was mein Bill, so precious green ?
Not knowing, his enlisting

Would set mein poor nerves twisting!”



12.

So wiithete Veryweifelung
Sbhr in Gebivn und Abern,
Sie fubr mit Gottes Vorfehuny
Bevmefjen fort zu haderns
Aevfdlug den Bufen, und zervang
Die Hand, bis Sonnenuntergang,
Bis auf am Himmelshogen

Die golbnen Sterne gogen,



12.

Thus, poor lean 'Nora beat her breast,
Herself and Heaven loathing,

And, giving hands, and tongue, no rest,
Tore all to shreds, her clothing.

She wept ho‘t tears, and wrung her palms:

And long past night-fall,—still her damns,
Made all the neighbors shiver:—

12?2

“Gut Fader! pray forgive her!



13.

Und aufen, hovd)! ging’s tvap trap trap!
Als wie von Roffeshufen;
Und flivrend ftieg ein Neiter ab,
An ded Geliinders Stufen
Und Hordy! und bordy! den Povtenring
®ang lofe, leife, Hinglingling!
Dann famen durdy die Pforte

Veruehmlich diefe LWorte:



I3.
Splish—splash!—trip—tramp!—“Hurra! What
ho?”
The noise annoys her slumber ;—
From foaming steed, sprang down, her beau,
And, finding the right number,
He gives the wire, jerk after jerk :—
A devil’'s imp on impious work !—
And, while he stamps and mutters,

’Nora unbolts the shutters.
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Holla, Holla! Th’ auf, mein Kind!
©hlafit, Lebden, oder wadyjt du?
LWie bift =7y gegen midy gefinnt?

Und mweineft over ladyjt du?" —

U, Wilbelm, du?... So fpdt bei Madit?...

Oeweinet hat’ ih und gewadht;
Ay, grofes Leid erlitten!

Wo fommit du her geritten?’ —



14.
“0O, William! is it you, at last?
Mit grief, I'm all flustrated !
They told me, you were buried, fast:—
But still, ich wept und waited.
Say, dearest darling, where hast been?
To loaft so long, were sure a sin:
Mein fond love, thus abusing,

“T'is really past excusing !”
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Liv fatteln nur um Mitternadht,

Weit vitt ith her von Bishmen,
Sdy habe fpdat midy aufgemadt,

Und will didy mit mir nehmen.” —
Ay, Wilbelm, erft hevein gefdywind!
Den Hagedorn durchjauit der Wind,

Hevetn, in meinen Armen,

Hevylichfter, ju evmwarmen!” —



135.
““ At noon of night, you sweetest sprite,
We sprang into the saddle:—
From far Bohemia, mit all might
Our chargers did skedaddle !
Come, 'Nora, you must go mit me,
The bride-bed ist prepared for thee!”
“Nay! first come in, my ducky!

You've got home, precious tucky!”



16.

oLk faufen durch den Hagedorn,
Laf faufen, Kind, laf faufen!

Der Rappe fharet; es Flivet der Sporn,
SIeh davf allbier nidyt haufen,
Komm’, {dhiivye, fpring’ und fdhwinge didy

Auf meinen NRappen bhinter midy!
Muf Heut nochy bundert Meilen

Mit dir ’s Vrautbett eilen.’ —



16.

““ Nicht so, mein 'Nora,—ich can’t stay,
For wind, or tide, or weather:
You spoke of Home! ’tis far away,
So let’s be off, together!
Come! get your gored und panniered skirt—
Don’t be afraid! you’ll not get hurt!
Ein tausend miles we’ll travel,

This mystery to unravel.”



17.

p 2! wollteft hundert Neilen nod)
Midy beut n’s Brautbett tragen?
Und Hordy! e8 brummt die Glode nody,
Die eilf fhon angefdylagen.” —
yEiely hin, fiel’ ber! der Mend {dyeint bell.
Wir und die Todten veiten fdynell,
Sy bringe dicy, jur LWette,

RNody heut’ i’ Hodyzeitbette, —



17.

“ Ein tausend miles, or more, from here,
Ere morning breaks upon us?”
“Yah! mein poor horse may feel quite queer,
Before the goal he’s won us!
See where yon moon ist beaming bright,
We, mit der dead, ride fast to-night,
Und, long ere stars have faded,

Shall all be nicely jaded !”
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n©ag’ an, wo ift dein Kimmerlein?
Wo? Wie dein Hodyzeitbettchen? —

o Weit, weit von hier!.,.. Still, Fihl und Hein!. ..
Cedys Bretter und gwei Brettchen! —
p9at’s Raum fiir mich 29 — |, Fiiv didy und midh!
Komm, {diivge, foring’ und fdhwinge dich!

Didy Hodhzeitgdfte hoffens

Die Kammer fteht ung offen.’ —



18.

“ Dein haus ist where ?—Come sprechen now,
Before our ride, so silly!
If you want me to be dein frau,
Why spit it out, sweet Billy!”
“ But wenig zimmer, cither take,
Yet, you und ich our bed can make;

So if you care to mind me

You'll quickly mount behind me!”
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Sy Liebehen fdylivste, fprang und fhwang
Cidy auf das Nof behende;

Wobl um bden trauten Reiter fhlang
Sie ihre Liljenbdnde;

lnd Burve burve, boy bop hop!

®ing’s fort in faufendem Galopy,
Taf NRof und Reiter fdynoben,

Und Kies und Funfen jtoben.



19.

So said, so done, she deftly sprung,
Upon the steed, beside her;

Her skinny arms, in fondness flung,

Around the reckless rider.

And helter-skelter ! dickory dock !

Faster than mouse ran up the clock ;—
Through flood and mud they splatter,

And raise a clitter-clatter!



200

Bur vedpten und gur linfen Hand,
Borbet vor ihren Bliden,
Wie flogen Anger, Haid’ und Land!
Wie donnerten die Vriicfen! —
,Oraut Liebdyen andh?... Der NMond {dheint hell!
Hurrah! die Todten veiten {dmell!
Graut Vicbdyen audy vov Tobten?” —

LA neinl. .. Dod laf die Todten! —



20.

Now dashed the horse, with dangling reins,
Past toll-gates, over bridges;

Through dismal swamps, across the drains ;
And up and down the ridges.

Tramp, tramp! across the land they flee—

Splash, splash! along the surging sea!
While Taylor we scarce alter,

Our measure beats Sir Walter! (?)



21,

Was flang dort fiir Gefang und Klang?
Was flatterten die Raben?...
Horehy Glocentlang! hord) Tobtenfang:
aft ung ben LQeib begraben!//
Und ndber 3og ein Leidenyug,
Der Sarg und Todtenbalhre trug.
Dag Led war 3u vergleiden

Dem Unfenruf in Teidpen.



21.

What means that dreary ding-dong clang?
Hark ! hideous harpies croaking—
“0, Bill was ist der tune, they sang?
This mystery passes joking!”
It ist a corpse, a pall, a bier,
Ich am appalled at being here—
Ach, William, rein recover;

Und take me back, mein lover!”



22.

o Nady Mitternadyt Legrabt den Leib,
Mit Klang und Sang und Kiage!
Jest fiihy” idy beim mein junges LWeil,
Mit, mit jum Brautgelage!
Komm’, Kiijter, hier! Komm’ mit dem Chor,
lnd gurgle mir dad Brautlied vor!
Komm’, Pfafi’, und fpridh den Segen,

EY’ wir ju Bett ung legen!” —



22.

Past twelve o’clock ;—and dust to dust,
The mourners are confiding.—
“Come, come, mein love! to bed we must;
Yet still do miles of riding!
Come, Sexton! undertaker, too!
Bring mouldering corpse, und all der crew!
Come fat und funny friar;

Und—don’t forget der choir!”



23.

Still Klang und Sang... Die Bahre fdywand. ..
Geborfam feinem Rufen,

Kam’s, burre burre! nadgerannt,
Hart binter’s Rappen Hufen,

Und immer weiter, boyp hop bop!

®ing’s fort in faufenvem Galopy,
Daf Roff und Reiter fdhnoben,

lnd Kied und Funfen {toben.



23.
They all obeyed, with screech and shout ;
And,—dashing like the devil,—
The corpse, awakened, by the rout,
Found his dead head was level.
Neck over heels, they galloped hard
Caroused and cursed, without regard,

To time, or place, or manner:—

Lean ’Nora, faint, did fan her.



24.

Wie flogen vedhts, wie flogen linfs

Sebirge, Bium’ und Heden!
Wie flogen linfs, und vecdhts, wud linfs

Die Dirfer, Stdadt’ und Fleden! —
,®raut Lebdyen audy?., .. Der Mond {dheint hell!
Hurralh! die Todten veiten {chyuell!

Graut Lebden audy vor Tobten?

A LQaf fie rub’n, die Todten,” —



24.

Before, behind, now flitted quick,

The fence-rails, trees and hedges :—
Their speed increased, because old Nick,

Plied his four hoofs, like sledges.—

““Der moon shines nice und clear, mein dear!

Hail grinning orb! though far from here,—

Dein light ist full und plenty!

|

Hurrah |—we’ll beat two-twenty !



29.

Sieh’ Dal fieh’ da! Am Hodgevidt
Fangt um des Rabdes Spindel,
Halb fihtbarlicy bei Mondenlicht,
Cin luftiges Gefindel. —
,Safal Gefindel, hier! Komm’ bier!
Gefindel, fomm’ und folge mir!
Tang’ uns den Hodyseitreigen,

Wann wir ju Bette freigen ! —



25.
See, see, the malefactor’s wheel !
All ’round it spirits sporting :—
The horse, unreal, observes their reel,
And shows his spunk by snorting.
““ Halloo, halloo! you cruising crew!
Come join our train, we want but you,
To do our nuptials honor:—

Behold mein frau !—ich won her!”



26.

Und Dag Gefindel, hufd bufdy hufdh!
Kam hinten nadygepraffelt,
Wie Wirbelwind am Hafelbufdy
Durdy diirve Bldtter vaffelt,
Und meiter, weiter, Hop Hop Hop!
Ging’s fort in faufendem Galvpyp,
Daf Roff und NReiter fhnoben,

Und Kies und Funfen {toben,



26.

And starting, at his word, the crowd
Of witches, weird, did hustle :—
Lean 'Nora, frightened, squealed aloud ;
And snapped both stays and bustle.—

Still fleeter, fleeter! On they flew—

With shroud and shout, and shrill halloo:—

O’er turnpike stones, they thunder!

While owls and ravens wonder!



27,

Wie flog, was rund der NMoud befdhien,
Wie flog es in die Ferue!
Wie flogen oben iiber hin

Der Himmel und die Sterne!

,O®raut Liebden audh?. .. Der Mond feheint hell!
Hurrah! die Todten veiten fdyuell!
Graut LUebdhen audy vor Todten 2/ —

,O weh! Laf vul’n die Todbtenl —



27.

Thus, as the moon, like silver shone,
The steed still swiftly scampered:

All shriveled skin, and bristling bone,
With weight he wasn’t hampered.
“Der stars mein love, illume our path:
Der dead have rushed before in wrath:
Old Satan ist their scorer!

Dost fear him, darling "Nora?”



28#

S Rapy’! RNapp’ ! Midy diinft, der Habn fdhon ruft...
Bald wird der Sand vervinnen. . .

NRapp’! Rapp’! Iy witt've Morgenlujt. . .
Rapy’ ! Tummle dih von hinnen ! —

Vollbradyt, vollbradht ift unfer Lauf!

Dag Hochyeitbette thut fidy auf!
Die Todten veiten {dnelle!

Wir {ind, wir find jur Stelle. — -— —



28.

“ Whoa, Whoa! mein hunky horse! Halloo!
Ich hear der rooster yelling:
Und now, ich scent, der Mountain Dew,
Der spirit worth our smelling.
See opening wide, der nuptial bed!
Qur race ist run;—Hurrah!—der dead
Ride like der imps of Tophet !

Hier ist der haus und beaufet!



20.

FNafdy auf ein cifern Gitterthor
®ing’s mit verhingtem Siigel.
Mit fdhlaufer Gert’ ein Sihlag davor
Serfprengte Sdhlop und Hiegel.
Dic Fliigel flogen Flirrend auf,
Mup dther Grdaber ging der Lauf.
€5 blinften Leidhenfteine

Jund um im Mendenfdeine,



29.
A cast-iron door, looms up to view:—
The steed, by no means worsted,
Straightway, went, snorting, spluttering through;
And bolts and bars were burst-ed !
The gates flew open, with a clang,
Then down they tumbled,—crash—slam bang!
Mit donner und mit blitzen

How neatly that rhyme fits in! (?)



30.

Ha jieh’! Ha fieh’! im Augenblict,
Huhu! ein graflihy Wunber!
Des Reiters Koller, Stiid fliv Stiidk,
Siel ab, mwie mirber Sunbder.
Jum Shadel, ohne Sopf und Schopf,
Sum nadten Sdhddel ward fein Kopf;
Gein Kirper gum Gevippe,

Mit Stundenglas und Hippe,



30.

Mein Gott! the horrid, hideous sight,
Would chill a block of granite!

The rider’s body comes to light:
Nor hide, nor muscles span it.

A brainless skull, a rotten wreck,

All skeleton from heels to neck;
And,—what seems less surprising—

Lean 'Nora’s fears were rising !



31.

Hody biumte fidh, wild {hnob der Napy’,
Wnd fprithte Feuerfunfen

Und bui! war’s unter ihr hinab .
Verfdhmwunden und verfunfen,

Gehenl! Gebeul aus hober Luft,

Gewinfel fam aus tiefer Gruft,
Lenorend Hery, mit Beben,

Nang jwifhen Tod und Leben,



31.

I'he picbald plunged, with many a prank;
But,—of a sudden, squatted ;

The ground upheaved,—then down he sank—
From earth, forever, blotted !

As William faded, now, in smoke,

Lean "Nora saw it was no joke:—
With phrenzied friends acquainted,

She——naturally—fainted.



29

[N E

Run tangten wohl beim ‘J)?on&ngfang,
Jaund wm ferum im Kreife,
Die Geifter einen Kettentany,
Und Deulten Diefe Weife:
,Geduld! Geduld! Wenn’s Hery audy bricht!
Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nicht!
Deg Leibes bift du ledigs

®ott fei der Seele gnddigl¥



32.

The moon turned pale, to see the dance
The witches now were trying ;

While poor lean ’Nora, from her trance,
Went right straight on a-dying.

Her bucket kicked clean into—well!

We scarcely need the moral tell:—

“Schtop schwearing ’gainst your [Fader

Else tings will soon go harder !



Das Ende.



Hier Birger schtops,—und so must ich—
Der sthory von some witches :—

Mein tongue ist dhry, mein sthomach sick,

Mein sides ache, mit sharp stitches.

Ich stretch mein legs; und go to bed;
Und put to shleep mein drowsy head ;—
Yet—vhile a wenig wit’s in—

Ein nightcap—7Fersey Blitzen !



GLOSSARY.

Abend, (German,)—LEvening,.

Ach, (German,)—OlL! or Ah!

Dei, (German,)—DBy.

Dier, (German, )—DBeer.

Din, (Germai,) Am.

Beavfet, (French, )—Side-board.

Blitzen, (German, )—Lightning.

Brod, (German,)—Dread.

Braven, (German,)—DBrave.

Biirger, (German,)—Citizen.

Bummer, (American slang,)—Loafer. A perversion of a German
vulgarism, Bummler, a loiterer o1 idle fellow.

Das, (German,)—The.

Der, (German,)—The. Used in the Parody without regard to
gender.

Iead was level, (American slang,)—All right.

Dein, (German,)—Thy.

Dhry, (Broken English,)—Dry.



82 GLOSSARY,

Donner, (German, )—Thunder.

Ducky, (American,)—Sweetheart.

Hin, (German,)—One.

Ende, (German,)—End.

Fraw, (German, )—Wife or Woman,

Fraulein, (German,)—Maiden.

Flustered, Flustrated, (American,)—Agitated, cxcited.
Fritz, (German,)—Frederick.

Fader, (Broken English,)—Father.

Frewnd, (German,)—Friend.

Gott, (German,)—God.

Gut, (German,)—Good.

(Has, (German,)—Glass.

Goner, (American slang,) —One who is dead.
Gored and panniered, (Fashion of ladies’ dress A. D. 1869-1870.)
Haus, (German, )—ITouse.

Ilelter-skelter, (Vulgarism, ) —Ileadlong.

ITier, (German,)—Here

Ieinrich, (German,)—Ilcury.

Ilimmel, (German,)—Heaven.

Her bucket kicked, (American slang, )—She died.
Iokey-pokey, (Vulgarism,)—Hocus-pocns.
ITunky, (American slang,)—Good, or gay.

Ieh, (German,)—I.

Isty, (German,)—Ts,



GLOSSARY, 33

Jiger, (German, )—Hunter.

Ja, (German,)—Yes, but corrupted to Yah.

Jersey blitzen, 1. ¢., Jersey Lightning, (American slang,)—DBad
whiskey.

Mimmel, (German— Kimimel,y—Carraway Seed.

Kind, pronounced Kinn'd, (German,)-—Child.

Landsmun, (German,)—Countryman,

Iied, (German,)—Soug.

Mann, (German,)—>Man.

Meister, (German,)—DMister.

Mein, (German, )—My or Mine.

Mit, (German,)— With.

Mountain Dew, (American slang, )—Whiskey.

Mutler, (German,)—2>Mother.

Nicht, (German,)—DNot.

Nigh'cap, (American slang,)—A drink.

Old Nick, (Vulgarism,)—Satan.

Played out, (American slang, ) —Fatigued, or used up.

Skedaddle, (from the Swedish, )—American slang—To travel (ast

Schlecht,(German,)—Bad.

Sprechen, (German,)—Speak.

Sehaseitzer, (German,)—Swiss ; used to signify a favorite cheese.

Spit it out, (American slang,)—Tell it.

Spunk, (Vulgarism, ) - Spirit.

Stays and bustle, (Fashion phrase, ) —TLadics’ under-dress.



84 GLOSSARY.

Tings, (Broken English,)—Things.
Two-twenty, (American slang, )—Fast trotting time,
Tophety, (Synonym,)—ITell.
Tausend, (German,)—Thousand.
Und, (German,)—And.

Vhile, {Broken Euglish,)—While.
Von, (German,)—Of.

Vo, (German,)—Of the.

Waus, (German, ) —3What.

Wenig, (German,)—Little.

Wilde, (German,) —Wild.
Wilkommen, (German,)—Weleome,
Zimmer, (German, )—Room.

Zeitung, (German,)—Newspaper 2 (lazette.






