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'ON the merit of the following Poems, the
Tranflator forbears to make any remarks.
To one of them the public attention has of
late been attradted in an uncommon de«
gree, by tranflations of various excellence;
and though there are {pecies of writing
which cannot be affetted by the negle& or
applaufe of the million, popularity is, per-
haps, the moft unequivocal proof of the ex-
cellence of the Ballad. The two firft lines

of the forty-feventh ftanza, in the fecond-of



[ iv ]

thefe poems, defcriptive of the fpeed of the
lovers, may perhaps bring to the recollec-
tion of many, a paflage extremely fimilar,
in a tranflation of ZLenora, which firft ap-
peared in the Monthly Magazine. 1In juftice
to himfelf, the Tranflator thinks it his duty
to acknowledge, that his curiofity was firft
attraCted to this truly romantic ftory, by a
" Gentleman, who, having heard Lenora once
read in manufcript, could only recolle& the
general outlines, and part of a couplet,
which, from the fingularity of its ftru&ure,
and frequent recurrence, had remained im-
prefled on his memory. If, from defpair of
rendering the paffage fo happily, the pro«

perty of another has been invaded, the



[ v ]

Tranflator makes the only atonement now
in his power, by reftoring it thus publicly

to the rightful owner.’

In thefe Tranflations, which were writ-
ten Before any other was publifhed, he was
more anxious to convey the general effe&,
than to adhere very clofely to the language

or arrangement of the original Poems.

For the information of thofe to whom
fuch obfolete eipreﬁ'ions may be lefs fami-
liar, it may be noticed, that the word ferf;
means a vaflal ; and that to 4u«/% and oure,

is to drefs and prepare one’s felf for a jour-

hey.






THE CHASE.

I
EarL WarTer winds his bugle horn;
" To horfe, to horfe, halloo, halloo !

His fiery courfer {nuffs the morn,

And thronging ferfs their Lord purfue.

IIL.
The eager pack, frdm couples freed, '
Dafh through the bufh, the brier, the brake ;
‘While anfwering hound, and horn, and fteed,

The mountain echoes ftartling wake.



2 THE CHASE.

III.

The beams of God’s own hallow’d day
Had painted yonder {pire with gold,

And, calling finful man'to pray,

Loud, 1ong, and deep the bell had toll’d.

v
But ftill Ear] Walter onward rides ;
Halloo, halloo, and hark again!
‘When, {purring from oppofing fides,

Two ftranger horfemen join the train.

V.
Who was each ftranger, left and .right,
Well may I guefs, but dare not tell ;
The right-hand fteed was filver white,
The left, the fwarthy hue of hell.



THE CHASE.

VL

The right-hand horfeman, young and fair,
His {mile was like the morn of May ;
The left, from eye of tawny glare,

Shot midnight lightning’s lurid ray.

VIIL.

He wav’d his huntfman’s cap on high,
Cry’d, *“ Welcome, welcome, noble Lord !
“ What fport can’ earth, or fea, or {ky,

¢ To match the princely chafe, afford ?”’

VII.
“ Ceafe thy loud bugle’s clanging knell,”
Cry’d the fair youth, with filver voice;
“ And for Devotion’s choral {well
‘ Exchange the rude difcordant noife.

Aj



4 THE CHASE.

IX.

“ To-day th’ill-omen’d chafe forbear ;
“ Yon bell yet fummons to the fane:
“ To-day the warning {pirit hear,

“ To-morrow thou may’ft mourn in vain.”

X.

“ Away, and {weep the glades along!”
The f{able hunter hoarfe replies ;
“ To muttering Monks leave matin fong,

“ And bells, and books, and myfteries.”

XL

Earl Walter {purr’d his ardent fteed,
And, launching forward with a bound,
“ Who for thy drowfy prieftlike rede

“ Would leave the jovial horn and hound?



THE CHASE.

XII,
“ No ! pious fool, I fcorn thy lore;
‘“ Let him who ne’er the chafe durft prove
“ Go join with thee the droning choir,

¢ And leave me to the fport I love.”

XII1.
Faft, faft Earl Walter onward rides,
O’er mofs and moor, o’er holt and hill,
And onward faft on either fide
The ftranger horfemen follow’d fill,

XIV.
Up {prings, from yonder tangled thorn,
A ftag more white than moun’tain fnow;
And louder rung Earl Walter’s horn,

¢« Hark forward, forward, holla, ho !”

w



6 THE CHASE.

XV.
A heedlefs wretch has crofs’d the way,—
He gafps the thundering hoofs below ;
But, live who can, or die who may,

Still forward, forward ! On they go.

XVI.
See where yon fimple fences meet,
A field \;vith Autumn’s bleflings crown’d ;
See proftrate at Earl Walter’s feet

A hufbandman with toil embrown’d.

XVIIL
“ O mercy ! mercy ! noble Lord ;
“ Spare the hard pittance of the poor,
“ Earn'd by the fweat thefe brows have pour'd
“ In fcorching July’s fultry hour.”



THE CHASE.

XVIII.

Earneft the right-hand ftranger pleads,
The left fill cheering to the prey :
Th’ impetuous Earl no warning heeds,

But furious holds the onward way,

XIX.
“ Away, thou hound, fo bafely born,
“ Or dread the fcourge’s echoing blow !
Then loudly rung his bugle horn,

¢ Hark forward, forward, holla, ho !”

XX.
So faid, fo done—a fingle bound
Clears the poor labourer’s humble pale: -
Wild follows man, and horfe, and hound,
Like dark December’s ftormy gale,



THE CHASE.

\o®

XXI.

And man, and horfe, and hound, and horn,
Deftru@ive {fweep the field along,
While joying o’er the walted corn

Fell Famine marks the madd’ning throng,

XXII.
Again up rous’d the tim’rous prey
Scours mofs and moor, and holt and hill ;
Hard run, he feels his ftrength decay,
And trufts for life his fimple fkill.

XXIII.
Too dangerous folitude appear’d ;
He feeks the fhelter of the crowd ;
Amid the flock’s domeftic herd
His harmlefs head he hopes to fhroud.



THE CHASE.

XXIV.

O’er mofs and moor, and holt and hill,
His track the ﬂ:eady blood-hounds trace ;
QO’er mofs and moor, and holt and hill,

Th’ unweary’d Earl purfues the chafe.

XXV.
The anxious herdfman lowly falls :
“ O fpare, thou noble Baron, {pare
“ Thefe herds, a widow’s little all,

“ Thefe flocks, an orphan’s fleecy care.’

XXVI.

Earneft the right-hand ftranger pleads,
The left ftill cheering to the prey;
Nor prayer nor pity Walter heeds,

But furious keeps the onward way.



'l THE CHASE.

XXVIL
“ Unmanner’ci dog ! To ftop my fport
“ Vain were thy cant and beggar whine,
“ Though human {pirits of thy fort

“ Were tenants of thefe carrion kine !”

XXvlI.
Again he winds his bugle horn,
« Hark forward, forward, holla, ho !™
And through the herd, in ruthlefs fcorn,

He cheers his furious hounds to ga.

XXIX.
In heaps the throttled vitims fall ;
Down finks their mangled herdfman near;
The murd’rous cries the ftag appal,

Again he ftarts, new-nerv'd by fear.



THE CHASE.

XXX.

With blood befmear’d, and white with foam,
While big the tears of anguith pour,
He feeks, amid the foreft’s gloom,

The humble hermit’s hut obfcure.

XXXI.

But man and horfe, and horn and hound,
Faft rattling on his traces go;

The facred chapel rung around ,
With hark away, and holla, ho!

XXXIIL

All mild, amid the route profane;
The holy hermit pour’d his pray’r:
¢ Forbear with blood God’s houfe to ftain,

¢ Revere his altar, and forbear !

Bj

Sxr
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XXXIII.

% The meaneft brute has rights to plead,
“ Which, wrong’d by cruelty or pride,
“ Draw vengeance on the ruthlefs head ;—

“ Be warn’d at length, and turn afide,”

XXXIV.

Still the fair horfeman anxious pleads,
The black wild whooping points the prey;
~ Alas! the Earl no warning heeds,

But frantic keeps the forward way,

XXXV,

$# Holy or not, or right or wrong,
“ Thy altar and its rites I fpurn;
“ Not fainted martyrs’ {acred fong,

“ Not God himfelf thall make me turn.”




THE CHASE. a3

XXXVI.

He fpurs his horfe, he winds his hora,
“ Hark forward, f;)rward, holla, ho!”
But off, on whirlwind’s pinions borne,

The ftag, the hut, the hermit, go,

XXXVIIL
And horfe and man, and horn and hound,
And clamour of the chafe was gone:
For hoofs and howls, and bugle found,

A deadly filence reign’d alone,

XXXVIIIL
Wild gaz'd th’ affighted Earl around ;—
He ftrove in vain to wake his horn,
In vain to call ; for not a found

Could from his anxious lips be borne.
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XXXIX.
He liftens for his trufty hounds;
No difant baying reach’d his ears;
His courfer, rooted to the ground,

The quick’ning {fpur unmindful bears,

XL.
Still dark and darker round it {preads,
Dark as the darknefs of the grave; '
And not a found the ftill invades,

Save what a diftant torrent gave.

XLI
High o'er the finner’s humbled head
- At length the folemn filence broke ;
And from a cloud of fwarthy red,

The awful voice of thunder fpoke.



THE CHASE,

XLII.
“ Oppreflor of creation fair!
“ Apoftate fpirits’ harden’d tool !
¢ Scorner of God ! fcourge of the poor!

“ The meafure of thy cup is full,

XLII.
“ Go, hunt for ever through the wood,
¢ For ever roam th’ aﬂ'righte:i wild ;
“ And let thy fate inftru& the proud

“ God’s meaneft creature is his child.”

XLIV.
"Twas hufh’d : one flath of fombre glare
With yellow ting’d the forefts brown ;
Up rofe Earl Walter’s briftling hair, |

And horror chill’d each nerve and bone.

15
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XLV.
Cold pour’d the fweat in freezing rill ;
A rifing wind began to fing ;
And louder, louder, louder fiill,

Brought ftorm and tempeft on its wing.

XLVI

The earth is rock’d, it quakes, it rends;
From yawning rifts, with many a yell,
Mix’d with fulphureous flames, afcend

The mifbegotten dogs of hell.

XLVII.
‘What ghaftly hunt{fman next arofe,
Well may I guefs, but dare not tell :
His eye like midnight lightning glows,
His fteed the fwarthy hue of helk.
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XLVIIL
Earl Walter flies o’er buth and thorn,
With many a fhriek of helplefs woe ;
Behind him hound, and horfe, and horn,
And hark away, and holla, ho!

XLIX.
With wild defpair’s reverted eye,
Clofe, clofe behind he marks the throng ;
With bloody fangs, and eager cry,

In frantic fear he fcours along.

L.
Still {hall the dreadful chafe endure
Till time itfelf fhall have an end ;
By day earth’s tortured womb they fcour,

At midnight’s wifching hour afcend.

X7
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Ll
This is the horn, and hound, and horfe,
That oft the lated peafant hears:
Appal’d he figns the frequent crofs,

" When the wild din invades his ears.

LIIL.
The wakeful prieft oft drops a tear
For human pride, for human woe,
When at his midnight mafs he hears
Th’ infernal cry of holla, ho!




WILLIAM AND HELEN.

L

From heavy dreams fair Helen rofe
And ey’d the dawning red:
“ Alas, my love, thou tarrieft long!

¢“ O art thou falfe or dead ?”

‘ IT.
With gallant Fred’rick’s princely power
He fought the bold crufade;
But not a word from Judah’s wars .

Told Helen how he fped.



20 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

III.

With Paynim and with Saracen
At length a truce was made,

And ev'ry knight return’d to dry
The tears his love had fhed.

- IV.

Our gallant hoft was homeward bound
With many a fong of joy ;
Green wav'd the laurel in each plume,

The badge of victory.

V.
And old and young, and fire and fon,
To meet them crowd the way,
With fhouts, and mirth, and melody,

The debt of love to pay.



WILLIAM AND HELEN,

VI
Full many a maid her true love met,
And fobb’d in his embrace,
And flutt’ring joy in tears and {miles

Array’d full many a face,

VII.

Nor joy nor {mile for Helen fad ;
She fought the hoft in vain;
For none could tell her William’s fate,

If faithlefs, or if flain,

YIII
The martial band is paft and gone;
She rends her raven hair,
And in diftra&ion’s bitter mood

She weeps with wild defpair.

2K



23 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

1X.
“ O, rife my child,” her mother faid,
¢ Nor forrow thus in vain;
“ A perjur’d lover’s fleeting heart

“ No tears recal again,

X.
“ O mother, what is gone, is gone,
“ What's loft, for ever lorn:
“ Death, death alone can comfort me;

“ O had I ne’er been born'!

XL
“ O break, my heart, O break at once!
“ Drink my life-blood defpair!
 No joy remains on earth for me,

‘¢ For me in heaven no fhare.”



WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XII.

¢ O enter not in judgment, Lord !”
The pious mother prays;
“ Impute not guilt to thy frail child !

¢ She knows not what fhe fays.

XIII.
“ O fay thy pater nofter child!
* O turn to God and grace !
“ His will that turn’d thy blifs to bale
“ Can change thy bale to blifs,”

XIV.
¢ O mother, mother ! What is blifs ?
“ O mother, what is bale?
“ My William’s love was heaven on earth,

* Without it earth is hell,

23



24 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XV.
“ Why fhould I pray to ruthlefs Heav'n
“ Since my lov’d William’s flain ?
“ I only pray’d for William’s fake,

“ And all my pray’rs were vain.”

XVIL
“ O take the facrament, my child,
¢ And check thefe tears that flow;
“ By refignation’s humble pray’r

“ O hallow’d be thy woe!”

XVIIL
“ No facrament can quench this fire,
¢ QOr flake this {corching pain :
¢ No facrament can bid the dead

““ Arife and live again.”



WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XVIIIL

“ O break, my heart, O break at once!
¢ Be thou my god, Defpair!
“ Heav’n’s heavieft blow has fall’n on me,

“ And vain each fruitlefs pray’r.”

XIX.
¢ O enter not in judgment, Lord,
“ With thy frail child of clay!
¢ She knows not what her tongue has fpoke ;

* Impute it not, I pray!

XX.

¢ Forbear, my child, this defp’rate woe,
“ And turn to God and grace ;
“ Well can devotion’s heav’nly glow

¢ Convert thy bale to blifs.”

25



26 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XXI.
“ O mother, mother, what is blifs?
“ O mother, wﬁat is bale?
“ Without my William what were heav’n,

¢ Or with him what were hell ?”

XXII.
Wild fhe arraigns th’ eternal doom,
Upbraids each facred pow’r,
Till fpent, fhe fought her filent room

All in the lonely tower,

XXIII.
She beat her breaft, the wrung her hands,
Till fun and day were o’er,
And through the glimm’ring lattice thone

The twinkling of the far.
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WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XXIV.
Then crafth ! the heavy draw-bridge fell,
That o’er the moat was hung;
And clatter! clatter ! on its boards

The hoof of courfer rung.

XXV,
The clank of echoing fteel was heard
As off the rider bounded ;
And flowly on the winding ftair
A heavy footftep founded.

XXVI.

And hark ! and hark ! a knock—Tap ! tap!

A ruftling ftifled noife ;—
Door latch and tinkling ftaples ring ;—

At length a whifp’ring voice.

27



28 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XXVIIL,
“ Awake, awake, arife my love !
“ How, Helen, doft thou fare?
“ Wak'ft thou, or fleep’ft ? laugh’ft thou, or weep’ft?

“ Haft thought on me my fair ¥

XXVIIIL
“ My love! my love !—fo late by night !—
“ I wak’d, I wept for thee;

“ Much have I borne fince dawn of morn j—

“ Where, William, could’ft thou be ?”

XXIX.

“ We faddled late—From Hungary
“ I rode fince darknefs fell ;
“ And to its bourne we both return

« Before the matin bell.”
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- XXX.
¢ O reft this night within my arms,
- ¢ And warm thee ir; their fold !
¢ Chill howls through hawthorn bufh the wind ;—

“ My love is deadly cold.”

XXXI.

#¢ Let the wind howl through hawthorn bufh'!
¢ This night we muft away ;

“ The fteed is wight, the {pur is bright ;
“ I cannot ftay till day.

 XXXIL

“ Bufk, bufk, and boune! Thou mount’ft behind
“ Upon my black barb fteed:
« O’er ftock and ftile, a hundred miles,

¢“ We hafte to bridal bed.”
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XXXIII.
“ To-night—to-night a hundred miles !~
“ O deareft William, ftay!
“ The bell firikes twelve—dark, difmal hour!

“ O wait, my love, till day I”

XXXIV.
« Look hete, look here—the moon thines clear—— |
“ Full faft I ween we ride;

“ Mount and away ! for ere the day

“ We reach our bridal bed.

XXXV.
¢ The black barb fnorts, the bridle rings;
« Hafte, bufk, and boune, and feat thee !
% The feaft is made, the chamber fpread,
“ The bridal guefts await thee.”
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XXXVL

Strong love prevail’d : She bufks, the bounes,
She mounts the barb behind,
And round her darling William’s waift

* Her lily arms fhe twin’d.

XXXVIL
And hurry ! hurry ! off they rode,
As faft as faft might be;

Spurn’d from the courfer’s thundering heels

The flathing pebbles flee,

XXXVIII

And on the right, and on the left,
Ere they could fnatch a view,
Faft, faft each mountain, mead and plain,

And cot and caftle flew.
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XXXIX.
“ Sit faft—doft fear >—_The moon fhines clear—
“ Fleet rides my barb~—keep hold !
“ Fear'ft thou?” “ O no!” fhe faintly faid ;
« But why fo ftern and cold ?

XL.

“ \Vhat yonder rings ? what yonder fings?
“ Why fhrieks the owlet gray

“ *Tis death bells clang, ’tis funeral fong,
“ The body to the clay.

XLL

“ With fong and clang, at morrow’s dawn, ’
“ Ye may inter the dead:

“ To-night I ride, with my young bride,
“ To deck our bridal bed,



WILLIAM AND HELEN.

XLII.

% Come with thy choir, thou coffin’d guett,
“ To fwell our nuptial fong !
“ Come prieft, to blefs our marriage fealt !

“ Come all, come all along!”

XLIII.

Ceas’d clang and fong ; down funk the bier;
The throuded corpfe arofe :

And hurry, hurry! all the train
The thund’ring fteed purfues.

XLIV.
And forward ! forward ! on they go;
High f.nO!‘tS the ftraining fteed;
Thick pants the rider’s labouring breath,

As headlong on they fpeed.

33
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XLV,
% O William, why this favage hafte?
“ And where thy bridal bed ?”
“ 'Tis diftant far,” ¢ Still thort z;nd ftern ™

¢ *Tis narrow, truftlefs maid.”

XLVL

¢ No room for me}” % Enough for both ;—
“ Speed, fpeed, my Barb, thy courfe.”

O’er thund'ring bridge, through boiling furge,
He drove the furious horfe,

XLVIIL
Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they rode;
Splath ! {plath ! along the fea;
The fteed is wight, the {pur is bright,
The flathing pebbles flce,
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XLVIII.

Fled paft on right and left how faft
Each foreft, grove and bowet ;
On right and left fled paft how faft

Each city, town and tower.

XLIX,
% Doft fear ? doft fear ¢—The moon fhines clear 3=
“ Doft fear to ride with me ?—
¢ Hurrah ! hurrah ! The dead can ride!”
« O William let them be!

L.
“ Sec there, fee there ! What yonder fwings
“ And creaks 'mid whiftling rain
f Gibbet and fteel, th’ accurfed wheel

“ A murd'rer in his chain,



86 WILLIAM AND HELEN.

LI
¢ Hollo! thou felon, follow here:
¢ To bridal bed we ridev;
¢ And thou fhalt prance a fetter dance

¢ Before me and my bride.”

LII,
And hurry, hurry ! clafh, clafh, clath }
The wafted form defcends;
And fleet as wind through hazel bufh

{
The wild career attends,

LIII.
Tramp ! tramp ! along the land théy rode,
Splath ! fplath ! along the fea;
The fcourge is red, the fpur drops bload,
The flathing pebbles fee,
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LIV,
.2 v fled what moonfhine faintly fhow'd!
How fled what darknefs hid !
How fled the earth beneath their feet,

The heav’n aboye their head!

LV.
¢ Doft fear ? doft fear ? The moon fhines clear,
¢ And well the dead can ride;;
“ Dc.>es faithful Helen fear for them ?”

% O leave in peace the dead !”

LVI.
¢ Barb! Barb! methinks I hear the cock;
% The fand will foon be run:
¢ Barb! Barb! I {mell the morning air;

¢ The race is well nigil done,”
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LVII.
Tramp ! tramp ! along the land they rode;
Splafh ! fplath ! along the fea;
The fcourge is red, the fpur drops blood,
The flathing pebbles flee.

LvIIL
« Hurrah ! hurrah ! well ride the dead ;
¢ The bride, the bride is come!
¢ And foon we reach the bridal bed,

“ For, Helen, here’s my home.”

—

LIX.

Relu@ant on its rufty hinge
Revolv’d an iron door,
And by the pale moon’s fetting beam

‘Were feen a church and tow'r.
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LX.-

With many a thriek and cry whiz round
The birds of midnight, fcared ;
And ruftling like autumnal leaves

Unbhallow’d ghofts were heard.

LXI.
O_’er many a tomb and tomb-ftone pale
| He fpurr’d the fiery horfe,
Till fudden"at an open grave

He check’d the wond’rous courfe,

LXIL,
The falling gauntlet quits the rein,
Down drops the cafque of fteel,
‘The cuirafs leaves his fhrinking fide,
The fpur his gory heel.
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LXIII.
The eyes defert the naked fkull,
The mould’ring fleth the bone,
Till Helen’s lily arms entwine

A ghaftly fkeleton.

LXI1V.

The furious Barb {norts fire and foam
And with a fearful bound
Diffolves at once in empty air,

And leaves her on the groung.

LXV.

Half feen by fits, by fits half .hcard,
Pale fpeQres fleet along
Wheel round the maid in difmal dance,

And how! the fun’ral fong:
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LXVL

¥ E'en when the heart’s with anguifh cleft,
“ Revere the doom of Heav’n.
 Her foul is from her body reft ;

¢ Her {pirit be forgiv'n!”

4t



