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Nore.~The following pages were all in type at the time of the death
of my late brother, and, with the exception of three or four articles at
the end of the book, had all been corrected by him for the press.

I have received communications from several friends, kindly express-
ing their desire to add a preface and a memoir to this volume. I have
declined these proposals, for the reason that I wished it to be presented
to the public exactly as it would have been presented by my brother
himself, Fortunately, I found the preface here printed (in Kls hand-
writing) only a few days ago. As it bears date 1 May, it must have
been written but a very little while befare he died. »

Ilook forward, at a future time when I may feel equal to the task
am very far from feeling equal to it now), to write some little memoir
of my brother. Meanwhile, I trust it may not be considered out of
glace if T here offer my heartfelt thanks to the very ma.n}yl' unknown

iends who have expressed deep sympathy with me and those others
who were dearest to him,
ARTHUB SMITH.

August, 1860.



PREFACE

—_—

FoRr the last ten years I have been so little before the
world in my literary capacity, that it is just possible the
taste of the light-reading public may have altered—no less
from the inevitable change of opinion which that lapse of
time exerts over everything, than from the overworking of
a style holding out such great facilities for imitation that
the mere reputation of a “comic writer” has become the
last that a literary man at present would wish to possess.

And, therefore, it is with some diffidence that I send this
volume before the public. All I myself can say in its
favour is, that several of the sketches, commencing in 1840,
were received with a degree of popularity that gradually:
led me to more important work. They were my earliest
attempts at magazine writing when I was quite a young
man, with very little trouble and very great spirits,—when
I never had to “think” of a subject, or to hammer it out
when once conceived. And I do not believe that I upset

T 432



iv PREFACE.

many conventional notions, or created many angry thoughts
by their publication.

They have remained undisturbed in their different repo-
sitories for years. Some of them are altogether out of
print—others have turned up as new to me upon revising
them for this edition as I have no doubt they will be to
many of my readers. No attempt to redress great wrongs,
alter existing institutions, advance progress, or provide “in- -
tellectual food for the masses,” will be found in them.
There are many great minds—compared to my own as
the Coliseum at Rome to a percussion-cap—who take
these matters under their own charge. But believing
that of every dozen people who take up a book, eleven
do so for amusement, I “doubtingly” offer this to the
majority.

ALBERT SMITH.

NorTH END LoDGE, WALHAM GREEN,
May, 1860,
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IV.
A REAL COUNTRY GHOST STORY.

% Graut Liebchen auch? Der Mond scheint hell !
Hurrah! die Todten reiten schnell !
Graut Liebchen auch vor Todten ?”
# Ach nein !—Doch lags die Todten.”
.BURGER'S * LEXORE.”

Ir the following narrative were nothing more than a mere
invention, it would have very little in it to recommend it
to the notice of the reader; but detailing, as closely as pos-
sible may be, some circumstances which actually occurred, and
which were never accounted for—no case of spectres found to
be finger-posts or pollards in the morning, nor dim flickering
lights seen in churchyards at mijdnight, afterwards proved to
have been carried by resurrection-men or worm-catchers—it
may form a fitting addition to the foregoing repertoire of unac~
countable romances, which, taken from the pages of Glanvil
and Aubrey, are narrated at this fireside period always in time
to induce a dread of going to rest, and a yearning for double-
bedded rooms and modern apartments.

For our own part, we believe in ghosts. We do not mean the
vulgar ghosts of every-day life, nor those of the Richardson
drama, who rise amidst the fumes of Bengal light burned in a
fire-shovel, nor the spring-heeled apparitions who every now and
then amuse themselves by terrifying the natives of suburban
localities out of their wits. To be satisfactory, a ghost must be
the semblance of some departed human form, but indistinet and
vague, like the image of a magic-lantern before you have got
the right focus. It must emit a phosphorescent light —a
gleaming atmosphere like that surrounding fish whose earthly
sojourn has been unpleasantly prolonged; and it should be as
transparent and slippery, throwing out as much cold about it,
too, as a block of sherry-cobbler ice. We would go a great
way upon the chance of meeting a ghost like this, and should
hold such a one in great reverence, especially if it came in the

’



MR. STRAGGLES HAS A DAY WITH THE HARRIERS., 335

heavy, what of that P—they’ll steady you, you know, when you're
once up, with their weight on each side.”

And to prove the truth of this assertion by a model, Mr.
Tollit stuck two forks in a cork, which he afterwards elevated
on a pin, and then made the entire apparatus revolve and
oscillate on the foot of an inverted wine-glass.

“ There, don’t you see ?”” he went on, “you can’t knock it
over; youwre the cork, you know, and the forks are your legs
and boots. They’ll be regular ballast to you; yow'll never get
lopsided if you wear them.”

The night that Mr. Straggles passed, after the hour of bed-
time arrived, was indeed a fearful one. Half dozing, he was
haunted by vivid pictures of all the equestrian mischances that
had ever occurred. John Gilpin kept flying round his bed, as
he had seen him pictured, wigless and scared, with the two
broken bottles hanging against his hips. The unfortunate Mr.
Button, whose feartul ride to Brentford was only equalled by
that of Biirger's Leonora in horror, appeared going through
all those rapid acts of horsemanship that have become matters
of history, riding now on the neek, and now on the extreme
verge of the crupper, with his face to the tail, or across the
horse like a sack, with all the other remarkable positions which
that devoted tailor was made to assume. Then he called to
mind the story of the nobleman, who, staying at a friend’s
house, after a day with the hounds, upon being called to go to
cover the next morning, cried, with an air of haggard mistrust,
“ What! do people go hunting twice ?’ And, lastly, he recol-
lected an uncomfortable book upon the Epping Huut, with
pictures of dilemmas more perilous than any one man could
bave been supposed to have survived; as well as a set of
coloured prints of some great steeple-chase, where, from the
atart to the come in, the view had always been taken just as a
gentleman rider had been pitched upon his head, or been left
behind a ¢ double,” or plumped into a brook, or gone over al-
together with his horse, as if upon an invisible centrifugal rail-
way. And these desperate scenes merging into his sleepin,
vigions, kept him starting from his slumbers all night, with the
impression that he was falling from the roof of a house, fashioned
like a saddle on a mighty horse.

Bright Chanticleer proclaimed the day at last, according to
his custom on hunting mornings. And Mr. Straggles awoke
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LENORA

(FROM BURGER.)

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
a8 possible. But for this intention many of the verses might
have been considerably improved.



Lenore

I
Lenore fubr umd Rosgenroth
Gmpor aud {biwcren Traumen :
» Bift untren, Wilbelm, oder todt ?
Wic lange willfE du faumen P/—
€r war mit Kdnig Frichridy’s Made
Gepogen in dic Prager Selad,
Und batie nidt gefdrichen,
Db er gefund gebliehen.

II.
Der Kinig und die Kaiferinn,
Des langen Haders mitde,
Crrvcidten ibren barten Sinn,
Und madyten endlidy Friede ;
Und jedes Heer, mit Gh;g und ®at}%,
Mit Pautenfdlag und Kling und Klang,
Gefchmidt mit grinen Reifern,
B8og beim 3u feinen Haufern.



LENORA

I.

LENORA at the blush of day,
From heavy slumbers started,
“ Art dead, or faithless, Wilkelm ? say,
How long must we be paried
He was with Frederiek’s armed might,
At Prague, and there engaged ip fight,
Had sent no word or token,
To prove his health unhroken.

H.

The Empress and the Prussian King,
‘Weary of constant striving,
Their stubborn natures sofiening,
Saw peace at lagt arriving.
And sll the troops rejefced and sang,
‘With kettle-drums and martial clamg,
Their arms witk green boughs twinimg,
Towards their homes fncliming.
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IIL

Und tberall, all dberall,
Yuf Wegen und auf Stegen,
. %og ATt und Jung dem Tubelfdall
er Sommenden entgegen.
, ®ottlob 1/ rief Kind und Gattinnlaut,
, Willtommen !/ mandye frobe DBraut.
Ady! aber flir Lenoren
War Gruf und Kuf Herloren.

IV.

&ie frug den Sug wobl auf und ab,
Und frug nad allen Namen;

Dod Keincr war, der Kundfdaft gab,
Von Ullen, fo da tamen.

AL nun der Jug doritber war,
Berraufte fic ibr Rabenbaar,

Und warf fid bin jur Crde

Mit outhiger Geberde.

V.

Die Mutter licf wol bin ju ibr :—

» Ud, dag fidy GOott erbarme!

Dy trautes Kind, wag ift mit dir 29—
Und {dlof fic in die Urme.—

o D Mutter, Mutter ! bin if bin!
Run fahre Welt und Alles hin!

Bei Sott ift tein Crbarmen.

O teh, o eh mir Uemen Ve/i—

YI.
L Dilf, Gott, Bilf! Sich ung gnadig an!
Kind, bet’ cin BVaterunfer!
Mas Gott thut, das ift woblgethan.
Gott, Gott erbarmt fidy unfer!/—
oD Mutter, Mutter! Citler Wabn'!
®ott bat an mir nidt wohlgethan!
MBag balf, wag balf mein Deten P
Run ift’s nidt mehr sonndthen.s’ —



LENORA.

III.

And everywhere—all, all around,

From roads and pathways meeting,
Both old and young, with joyous 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.

Iv.

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 flinging,
Her hands in frenzy wringing.

V.

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.
* Oh, 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!”

VL

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

Pray to Him to befriend us.
‘What is His will, is for the beat,

God! God! some comfort send us !”
 Oh, mother, mother! foolish plea!
Grod has done nothing well for me !
My prayers unhelped, unheeded,

Shall never more be needed!”

345
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VIL

U, @ott, bilf! TBer den Bater tennt,
Der weif, er bilft den Kindern.

Das bodgelobte Satrament

BWird beinen Fammer lindern."—

nn® Mutter, Mutter! was mid bremnt,
Das lindert mir tein Satrament!

Kein Satrament mag Leben

Den Todten wicder geben./ v/

VIIL

1O Kind! Wie wenn der falfdhe Mann
3m fernen Ungerfande,
Gid) feines Glaubens abgethon
gum neuen Ehebande?
af fabren, Kind, fin Hery dahin!
€r bat e2 nimmermebr Geminn !
Wann Seel’ und Leib fidy trennen,
Bird ihn fein Meineid brennen.”

X

8 Mutter, Mutter ! Hin ift hin!
Berloren ift verloren!

Der Tod, Der Tod if acin Gewing !

O war’ id nic gebosen!

Lifd aus, mein Lidt, auf avig aus!
Stirb bin, flirh bin in Racdt und Srous!
Bei Gott ift tein Crbarmen !

O web, o web mir Wensen V'’ v—

X.
1 Dilf, Soft, bilf! G’ nidys ing Sreridyé
Mit deinem armen Kinbet
Gic weif nidt, was dic Sunge fPridd.
Behall ibr nidyt dic Gimde ' —
Ud ! Kind, vergift bein irdifd Leid.
Und dent an Gott nnd Secligheis
So wird dody Deiner Geclen
Der Brautigam nidt feben.
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VIL.

“Help, God! the True Believers know
Their gloom His aid can brighten :

The hallowed sacramental vow,
Thy misery shall lighten.”

“ Oh, mother, this eonsuming rage,

No sacrament can e’er assuage;

No sacrament ¢’er taken,

Has power the dead to waken.™

VIII.

“List, child. Perchanee thy lover now,
In distant lands united, )
In falsehood has rencunced 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 body sever,
His pangs shall last for ever.™

IX.

% 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 quenehed my light—be quenched for aye,
In night and horror die away.
God hath no kindness dene me,
Obh woe! oh woe upon me!"

X.

« Help, God! nor irfo judgment go,

On this poor ehild’s expressions ;
‘What her tongue says, she does nat kmow :

Record not her transgressioms.
Forget all earthly woe, ke this,
Think but on God and heavenly blise ;'
Then to thy spirits panting,
No bridegroom shall be wanting.”
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XI

g 118D Mutter! Was ift Seligleit ?

© Mutter! Was ift HHle ?

Bei ibm, bel ihm it Seligheit,

Und sbne Wilhelm Hdlle!—

gifd) aus, mein Lidyt, auf etvig aus!

©tirb bin, ftirh bin in Nadt und Graus!
Obn’ ibn mag id auf Erden,

Mag bort nidt felig werden.r V—

XII. .

@9 touthete Beryweiflung

Kbr in Sebirn und Udern.

Gic fubr mit Goties Borfebung

Bermeffen fort ju badern,

%erfd)lug den Bufen und jerrang
i¢ Hand bis Sonnenuntergang,

Big auf am Himmeldbogen

Die goldnen Sterne jogen.

XIII.

Und aufen, hordy! ging’s trap, trap, trap,
AULE wie von Roffes Hufen ;

Und Hirrend flieg cin Reiter ab

An des Selanders Stufen;

Und bord !—und hordy! der Pfortenring
®any lofe, Ieige, tinglingling :

Dann tamen durdy die Pforte
Bernehpmlid diefe Worte:

XIV,

o Dolls, holla! Thu' auf, mein Kind!
©dlafit, Licbden, oder wadft du ?

Wie bift nod gegm midy gefinnt P

Und feineft oder lacbft du P/—

o1 1/ U, Wilbelm, du P—So fpat bei Radyt 7—
Gercinet bab’ idh und gewadst ;

Udy, grofes Leid erlitten !—

Wo tommit du her geritten v /—



LENORA.

XI.

“ Oh, mother ! what is hell—or bliss—
That thus you speak about it ?

I knew but heaven in Wilhelm’s kiss,
And all is hell without it.

. Be quenched my light—be quenched for aye,
In night and horror die away ;

On earth without my lover,

All happiness is over.”

" XII

- Thus her despair o’er every sense

And through each vein was raging,
And war agamnst 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 heaven’s arch beaming,
The golden stars were gleaming.

XIII.

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, distinetly mort:fl:

XIV.

“Holla! open the door, my pet;
‘Watchest thou, love ? or sleepest ?

How art thou mooded towards me yet ?
And laughest 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 ?*

‘349
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XV.

1 BWir fatteln nur um Mitternadt ;
Weit ritt idy ber bon Ddhmen. ,
Sd habe fgat midy aufgemadt,
Und will didy mit mir nehmen."—
i 1 Ud, Wilbelm, erft herein gefdmwiab !
Den Dagedorn durdyfout der Wind.
&gmin, in meinen Wrmen,

erplicbiter, ju crmarmen ¥/ 11—

XVI.

,2af faufen durd den Hageborn!

gaf faufen, Kind, laf faufen !

Der Rappe {daret, e8 Hiret der Sporn ;
S darf allbier nidt haufen.

Komm’, fburye, fpring’ und (dbmwinge did
Yuf meinen Rappen hinter mid !

Muf heut nod bundert Meilen

SRit dir ing Brautbett cilen./—

XVII.

o Ad ! wollteft bundert Meilen nod

Mid) beut ind Brautbett tragen P

Und bordy ! ¢8 brummt dic Slode nod,

Die elf fdon angefdHlagen./’ /—

» ©ieb bin, fieh ber! Der Mond (Deint hell.
Wir und dic Tobten reiten fhnell.

Sd bringe did, jur Wette,

Rody beut’ ind HDodyyeitbette. !’ —

XVIIT.

1 ©0g an, e ift dein Kammerlein ?

o ? wic dein Hodyycitbettdyen piv 1

Wit weit von hier!. . S, Tl und flin! . .
Gedys Bretter und jiwei Brettden 1/—

e Dot’s Raum fisr mich) P/ “—,, Fiir did) und midy!
Komm’, {diirye, fpring’ und {dwinge did!

Die Hodyeitgafte hoffen;

Die Kammer fteht uns offen.”
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XV,

“We saddle at midmight ;

From far Bohemia, hither,
I rous’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.” ~

XVI.

“ Let the wind whistle through the haws,
Child—let it whistle stronger?!

Now clinks my spur; the black-horse paws ;
I dare not tarry longer.

Come-—ecome : truss up thy dress, and swing

On my black horse—behind me spring—

To reach our couch to-day, love,

One hundred miles away, love.”

XVII

* And must I ride one hundred miles
To our bride-bed to-day, love ?

And hark! the church clock tolls measnwhiles,
Eleven! doth it say, love ?”

¢ 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.”

XVIIIL.

“ Yet say—where is thy bridal 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.”
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XIX.

©ddn Licbden {diryte, fprang und {hwang
Gidy auf das Rof behende;

BWobl um den trauten Reiter {dhlang

Sie ihre Lilienhande ;

Und burre, buree, bop, bo&, bop!

®ing’s fort in faufendem Salopy,

Daf Rof und Reiter fHnoben,

Und Kies und Funten foben.

XX.

Qur redyten und jur linten Hand

Borbei vor ibren Bliden,

Wic flogen Wnger, Haid’ und Land!

SRic donnerten die Driden !

., ®raut Liebdhen aud ?....Der Mond (deint hell!
Hurrah ! die Todten reiten {dnell!

Graut Licbdhen aud vor Todfen P/'—

1B nein 1—Dody laf dic Todien 1/

XXI.

as tlang dort fiir Gefang und Klang ?
TBas flatterten die Raben ?..

Hord @Iod‘cntlang! bordy Todtenfang :
,,Zaft uns Den Leib begraben

Und naber jog cin Leidenjug,

Der Garg und Todtenbabre trug.

Das Lied war ju vergleiden

Dem Unl’cnru% in Xcidyen.

XXII.

, Rady Mitternadyt begrabt den Leib

aRit Klang und GSang und Klage!

et fiihe’ id heim mein junges Weib,

Mit mir gxm Brautgelage!

Komm’, Kiifter, bier ! Komm’ mit dem Chor,
Unbd gurgle mir dag Brautlied por!

Komnt’, Pfaff, und fprid den Segen,

Cbh’ wir ju Dett uns legen !’
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XIX.

The fair girl quickly dressed, and sprung

TUpon %I:;‘ Eorse ehind 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 !

XX

And right and left—on either hand,
Before their eyes quick sunder’d,

How flew the lawns, and heaths, and lgnd !
And how the bridges thundes'd !

% Dearest, dost fear ? The moon is hight

Hurra ! the dead can swiftly fiy4

Dost fear the dead, my .own love?*

“ Nay—leave the dead alone, love.”

XX1.
‘What sound is that of clang and knell ?

W]?F do the ravens flutter?

Hark ! the death-song: and tolls the hel] !
s “—:3] the corpse,” they yiter!

A funeral train was coming near;

They bore the coffin aad the bier:

The hymn, the croak pesembled
Of frogs, in ponds assembled.

XXII,
“ After midnight inter the dead,
‘With knell and lamentation 1
Now, my young wife I homeward lasd,
‘With bridal celebration.
Come, sexton, with thy choral throng,
And drawl us oyt thy bridal seng!
Come, gabble, priest, thy blessing,
Ere towards the couch we’re preesing !I”’
2a
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XXIII.

Gtill Klang und Sang. ... Die Bahre {dwand..
®chorfom feinem Rufen

Kan’s burre, hurre! nad gerannt,]

Dart binter's Rappen Hufen.

Und immer weiter, bop, bop, hop!

®ing’$ fort in faufendem Salopy,

Dafi Rof und Reiter fdhnoben,

Und RKies und Funten fioben.

XXIV.

Wie flogen retdhs, wie flogen lintd
Gcbirge, Daum’ und Heden!
Wie flogen lints und redts und lints
Die Ddrfer, Stadt’ und Fleden !—
., ®raut Licbden audy? ... Der Mond {deint ell!
gurrab! die Todten reiten (dnell!
raut Liebdyen audy sor Todten 2/
1 Ady! Raf fie rubn dic Todten s 1/

. XXV.

Gich da! fich da! Um Hodgeridt
Tanyt” um deg Rades Spindel,
Halb fidtabelid bei Mondenlidt
Gin luftiges Gefindel.—

. ©afa! Gcfindel, bicr, tomm’ bier!
Gcfindel, tomm’ und folge mir!
Tany uns den Hodjcitreigen,
Wann wir ju Bette freigen!”

XXVI.

Und dag Sefindel, bufdy, bufd, bufd!
Kam binten nad geprafjelt,

Wie Wirbelwind am Hafelbufd
Durd) diirre Blatter vafjelt;

Und teiter, weiter, Hop, bop, bop!
®ing’s fort in (aufendem Galopy,
Daf Rof und Reiter fhnoben,

Und RKied und Funlen ftoben.
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XXIIL
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 !

XXIV.

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 !”

XXV.

See there! about the gallows’ height
Round the wheel’s axle 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 I”

XXVI.

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 !

h
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XXVIX,
ie flog, tad sund ber Mond befbien,

Wie flog es in die Ferne!

Wie flogen oben wber bin

Der Himmel und dic Sterne!

,,/®raut Lichden aud P... Der WMond (deint hell!
Hurrah ! die Tobten veifen gdmcux

Graut Licbden aud) s9r Todten P

0 web! Laf rubn dle Todten 14 v/

XXVILL,
o Rapy’! Rapp’ ! Widy danle, ber Habn fHow vuft ..
Dald wird der @and perrinnen.

Rapp’! Rapp’t Iy toittre Morgenluftw
Rapp’ ! tummle did) von binnen!
Bolbradt, ollbradt ift unfer Lauf!

Das Hochjeitbette thut fid auf!

Dic Todten reifen fdynele!

Wir find, fwir {ind yur Stelle 1

XXIX.

Rafd auf cin cifern Sitterthor
®ing’$ mit perbangtem Zugel.

Mit {dhwanter GSert’ cin Sdlag davor
Berfprengte ©Shlof und Riegel.

Diec Flugel flogen Hirrend auf,
Und 1iber Graber ging der Lanf.

@4 blintfen Leidenficine

Rund um im Mondenfdeine.

. XXX.
ab fieh! Dab fieh! im Wugendlid,
%ubu, ¢in graflidy Wunder!
¢8 Reiters Koller, Gt fiir S,
icl ab, foie mirber Sunder.
um ©dadel, un obne Zopf und Sdopf,
um nodren Sdabdel mard fein Kopf,
@cin Kbrper jum Seripye,
Mit Stundenglas und Hippe.
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XXIVIL

How flew 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 flyt

Dost fear the dead, my own love P”’

* Oh, leave the dead alone, love!”

XXVIIL.

“ My steed ! methinks the coek 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 !’

XXIX.

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 tombstones round them gleaming,
On which the moon is beaming.

XXX,

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!
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XXXI

Hod) baumte fid), wild "cbnob der Rapy’,
Und fpribte Feuerfunten;

Und bui! war’s unter ibr hinab
Berfdwunden und verfunten.

Geheul! Geheul aug hober Luft,
Gemwinfel tam aus ticfer Sruft.
Lenorens Hery, mit Beben,

Rang jwifden Tod und Leben.

XXXII.

Run tanyten wohl bei Mondenglan;,

Rund um berum im Keeife,

Die Gcifter cinen Kettentany,

Und heulten diefe Bdeife :

1 Geduld ! Seduld! wenn’s Hery aud bride !
Mit Gott im Himmel hadre nidt!

Des Leibes bift du Icﬁg ;

®ott fei der Secle gnadig !
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XXXI.

The black horse wildly snorts and rears,
And breathes forth sparks; and shrinking
From underneath them, disappears,
Quick vanishing and sinking.
‘Wild howling fills the welkin round,
And groans from the deep grave resound.
Lenora’s heart, just shivering,
*Twixt life and death is quivering.

XXXIT.

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! though breaks the heart,

’Gainst God in Heaven take no part!

Now from thy body sever,—

God save thy soul for ever!”

THE END.



C. WHITING, BEAUFORT HQUSE, BTRAND.





