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In compliance with current copy-

—f———right-faw-the-tuiveraiiy-of-

Minnesota bi -4 r; srsduced this
facsimile o »” 1:.szent-durahle
paper to rov -¢. “he irreparably
deterioriated orizinal volume
owned by the University Library,

“Centuries roll by; the Scasons come and go; fickle For-
tune bids her children smile—to make them weep; bids them
weep—to make them smlle; the steps of age ascend and de-
scend. Nothing endures but change; nothing s certaln hut
death Every pulsation of the henrt inflicts o wound, and life
would be a continual bleedlng, were it not for the Poetic Art,
Poetry grants us what Nature denles: a golden time that
never rusts; a Spring that blooms forever; cloudless joy and
everlastlng youth. The Poet, when empowered by Heaven,
when God has impressed his seal upon his brow, and when
he does not bring the Heavenly message as an offering to
Mammon, s, indeed, the comforter of mankind.”—From the
German of L. Barne. (Fn his address on Jean Poul Rickter.)
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"PREFACE.

Tug idea of presenting yet another translation of this
renowned, and in some respects remarkable ballad, to the
public; a ballad written a hundred years ago, read by every
student of literature, by every lover of ‘““the poetic senti-
ment,” in nearly every langnage; oune which bas found
noble and able champions to reader it into our own tongue,
not only in the United States and England, but also in
Scotland and Ireland, may appear egotistical, not to say
presumptuous; I therefore make a few prefutory remarks
in explanation.

There are many, very many versions of this poem in the
English language. whereof a number are of acknowledged
merit ; among the best, perhaps, are those of Taylor, Spencer,
Scott, Baskerville, and the uafortunate author of ‘ Twenty
Golden Years Ago,” and the * Nameless Oune,” a poet so de-
serving, and yet so often slighted. )

Strange though it may appear, after a diligent and careful
seqrch among the authorities, I have been unable to find any
translation in the original metre; and, with but few excep-
tdons, all are so free, that were Biirger able to read them, he
would have some difficulty in recognizing his Lenore, being
imitations or paraphrases: as suck, however, some of them
are really beautiful. Lenore’s great popularity in Germany,
is probably owing, first, to the idea itself, secondly, to the
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metre, and thirdly, to the peculiar descriptive expressions
and repetitions,

As—
, Und Burre, Burre. Pey bey bop!
Glagd fert in faufentem Galopp.”

» Und das @efineel, bufd buld dufs.” u.f w.

And—

,/"l;b‘e idea of the poem certainly is grand; the weird, awe-in-

spiring and horrible, whichb Biirger has conjured to bis muse,
is truly wonderful, a striking example of German imagination;
and I doubt if there can be found in the poetic literature of

" any country, & subject more thrilling and dramatic. The me-

tre iz somewbat peculiar, but effective, the force thereof lying
in the female or double rhymes, so approprintely introduced.
"The peculiar descriptive expressions, the fantastical pertion
of the garb ju which the idea is clothed, though never 20
artistically introduced, add nothing to the poem. They are
antagonistic to the very spirit of Poesy. which alone rec-
ognizes the Beautiful. These expressions, to say the least,
are decidedly prosaic, unworthy of a great and true poet,
and for the use of them Biirger was justly condemned by
his brilliant contemporaries. Lenore’s populnrity in those
countries where the English language is spoken, must be
owing entirely to the idea or subject; to my countrymen the
weird and appalling, possessing & new and peculiar fuscina-
tion, since no legends* haunt our Fatherland, the great
American Union, no ruined castles line our noble Hadson,
and our poets dwell but little npon the horrible and fantas-
tic. It cannot be for the metre, for that is seldom, if ever,
retained, and tbe descriptive expressions scarcely admit of

*I except the Indiane, being another perple, and their traditions, as far as
wo know, being few aud illy authenticated.
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Preface.

translation, as will be seen by referring to the great Irish
poet, Mangan :

“And defly, swiftly hoff, hof, ho]l
Away went Lorse and rider off

And—
“Whereon the carcase drush, ush, us
With whirr as when lhmngh hmlbu-h ’*
Baskerville—
 Whoop, whoop ! ko, ho! the spirits flee."
Again—
“And tramp, framp, tramp, thoy flew anon
In furious galiop on, on, on.”

Taylor—
“Tramp, framp across the Iand they speed,
%lalh, splashi acrons tue soa;
lurrah ! the dend can ride apacel
Dust fear to ride with me?”’

And Scott, in his imitation, # William and Helen,” in making
use of the above stanza of Taylor, giving him credit there-
for, and which he pleases to call ¢‘the remarkable chorus.”
“the impressive stanza,” &c., thus—

“Tramp, tramp, Along the Iand they rode,

Splash, lplalh almy( 8 fen;

The scourge is red, the spur dlops blood,

The fiashiong pebbluﬂu, etc., ete.

The best poets of Germany, as I have already hinted, and
some of its ablest critics, have bitterly attacked Biirger's
Lenore, and his other porular ballads ; Schiller, for the very
reason probably that Lie recognized and admired his talents,
wrote & scathing review of his works, so severe, that the
wound thereby inflicted never healed,—some writers even
asserting that it belped to hasten poor Biirger's death
Schlegel, though less severe, was far from favorably inclined.
In all of Biirger's conceptions, the delight we at first ex-
perieuce is turned into disappointment, when the almost en-
tire absence of the ideal is revealed to us; and if we must

7




Preface.

view his works from a purely eesthetical point, his laurels
fade. It cannot be denied, however, that his ballads, par-
ticularly that of Lenore, from their first appearance to the
present time, have been cxceedingly popular among the
people, and for them he seems to have written; he i3 what
the Germans call the People’s Poet, (Volksdichter).

Schiller, unlike his great rival, Gothe, also wrote for the
people. Tbey liked him because they uaderstood him. Gothe
wrote for the profoundiy learned, who to this day quibble
over his obscarities; every professor at the German Univer-
sities having a theory of bis own, of what Githe really
meéant, this being especially the case with his second book
of Faust. : .

INlaving already wandered somewhat from my subject in
speaking of Schiller and Gothe, I would here add that
Gothe is only greater than Schiller, as Beethcven is greater
than Mozart, or Raphael than Holbein—chacun a son gout—
and reader, should your taste be for Schiller over Géthe,
Mozart over Beethoven, or Holbein over Raphael, be not
afrnid so to express it, although they, who agssume to know
. precisely where the niche of every great man is, in the
Temple of Fame, may hold up their hands in horror, and
raise their voices in heralding your scepticism as,—ignorance.

Though Schiller wrote for the people, he differs from Biir-
ger, in that he educafed them, drew them up to Aém, as it were,
whereas Blirger lowered himself to a level with (hem.

According to my ideas, the short Iyrics of Schiller, Githe,
Riickert, Uhland, Kerner, William Miiller, Lenau, Heine,
Geibel, Chamisso, Schiwab, Prutz, Hebbel, Vogl, Seidl, Griin,
Eichendorff, Freiligrath, Siebel, Stolle, Mund, Triiger. Hart-
mann, Liwe, Bittger, Sallet, Bauernfeld, and a host of others




Preface.

~—such exquisite effusions as #The Youth by the Brook,” «The
Violet,” * Consolation in Tears,” ¢ Who never ate his Bread
in Tears,” “The Hunter of the Alps,” *The Wanderer in the
Sawmill,” ¢ Withered Flowers,”  Refuge,” % Gaze into the
Stream,” ¢ Thou'rt like the fairest Flower,” **The Dead Sol-
dier,” ¢ The Echo,” “The Child,” ** The Leaf in the Book,”
#The Tenrs of Man,” *“Love’s Duration,” ¢ Certain Words,”
“The Alpine Rose,” ¢ The Lapse of Years,” « Spring's Greet-
ings,” *The Motherbeart,” ¢ liome,” ¢ The Rose,” ¢ The
Recognition,” “The Forest Child,” «The Little Death Gown,”
#The Ol1d, Old Story” (*“Wie es geht”—Geibel), and a hund-
red others equally pathetic,—are far more poctical than
lengthy poems. whether called Lyrics, Ballads, Epics, Ro-
maozas, or by any other name.

To me, there is & sweetness in a beautiful sentiment ex-
pressed in a few stanzas, which no poem of thirty or more
stanzas admits of ; and yet how muny poems there are in all
languages, the Forget-me-Nots and tbe Violets of Poetry,
which, as Poe expresses it, ‘tare kept out of the popular
view,” simply because they are little.

Riickert expresses himself charmingly upon this subject
in his
Un tie Meinen Lieter,

O fdhlagt nidt nieder .

€0 {deu tie Yuaen, tretet vor,

Qe Heinen Plever,

€ingt mit in Heinee [iglein Chor!

Die Ueinite Plume,

$Hat afles, mae die gréfre bat,

Bum Leiligtbume

Geweidt ter Ciebe, Keldy und Blawe.”
And Heine singa:

#Hus meinen grofen Edmeryen

WNod' id tie tleinen Rieder;

Die beben the Ningend Gefieter

Unv flattern nedy ihrem Hergen.”

9




Preface.

To the little flowers turning for consolation and sympa-

thy: Wlint wiiften’s tie Dinmen, tie Hetnen,
Viie ttef vermuntet mein Hery, -
€Ele wiirten mit mir weinen, :
Bu betlen meines Edmery.

Biirger's Lenore is not unlike Poe’s Lenore, (The Raven),
in that there is much io its construction. What would a
transiation of Poe’s Raven into the German be, in another
metre? Could the foreigner really understand and appreciate
the nicities of the poem? T contend that in Biirger's Lenore
and in Poe’s Raven, there is.as much brilliancy in- the metre
as merit in the subject, and if we take the one from the
other, the loss will necessarily be fatal.*®

There are poems, less drumatic, where the metre may be
changed withoant deterioration. -I refer more particularly to
the substitution of male rhymes for female; but where the
metre helps to give the poem its character, it ought not to
be done, though the task be never so difficult.

Of this whole poem, Lenore, I consider the first four lines
of the 20th and 27th stanzas, not only the finest in this
comiposition, but really in themselves very beautiful; and
for vividness I have seldom, if ever, seen them sarpassed:

20TRH, :

w3ur rediten unt jur linfen Hand,
Lortel vor ibren Bliden,

Ote Rogen Anger $ord und Land!
Rie oanerten die Briden,”

*Atlthough ever an admirer of Poe’s poetry, yet the more closely I examine
such favorites as “The Raven,” “Eulalime” and “The Bells,” the stronger
is my conrictlon that my admiration for them, atises from tbe skill of the
author in hanging his pictures in ro fuvorable 8 Jight. and in enclosivg them
in frames of auch peculiar and elegant workmanship: as fn listening to the
great Operas, the sublimity of the music often makes us oblivivus to the gross
end glaring defects of thé libretto, 8o in Poe's poeris of the atiove clngs.—
the bril iancy of the construction at first blinds us to the comparative tame-
ness of the theme,

10




Preface.

ZiTH.
Mie flog was runk der Mend deldien,
bl: flog o6 i bie Jerne!
9012 flogen oben itber bin
Der Himmel und tie Sterne!”

It will be seen by the foregoing, that my object in present-
ing a translation of this popular ballad to the public, is not
because I think it a chef-d'auvre of German poetry, all things
considered, but simply because it i popular; and finding no
translation of it in the original metre, I have endeavored to
present one, not entering the field another Don Qnixote, a
rival to nobler and abler translators, nor claiming any par-
ticular merit.

H. D. W,

Philadelphia, May 10th, 1§70,
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ADDENDUM.

»

It is but meet that T should inform my readers, that, since
the first publication of my tranalation of Lenore, I have as-
certained, through the kindness of Charles J. Lukens, Esq.,
the aathor of ¢The Bnllads of Biirger” (unpublished), that,
among the fifty or more English versions of Biirger's Lenore,
there are several in the rbytbm and rhyme of the original,
including a second version by James Clarence Mangan, “Dub-
lin University Magazine,” vol. 28, No. 168, 1846, and one by
Mr. Lukens himselt (anpublishea).

Altbough this after-discovery does not in the least affect
the reasons I give for having undertaken the translation of
Lenore; yet, had | known of the existence of Mangan’s secoud
version, I should not have directed my mind to the prepara-
tion of the little volume, now ready to be launched upon the
sea of public opinion.

Having bLeen called to account for my strictures upon
Gothe, more particularly for ignoring his claims to pre-
eminence as a Lyrist cr Songwriter, (Liederdichter) I will
here add: Even granting that

o @tr nie fein Brod in Tbrénen af,
er nte bie tummervolen Nadie

Wni feinem Bette wetnend fap
Ter fenns eudy nide, ibr bimm‘timm Midte.” u. f. w

Who never ato in tears his bread,

Who never through the nights of woe

8at weeping, moauning on his bed-—

Ye Heav’'niy pow’rs, he cannot know.—Ete.
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Addendum.

Who naver ate in tears his bread,

Who never through night’s painfal hours

Sat weeping, moaning on his bed-—

Heo kaows ye not, ye Heav'nly powers.—Etc.

Gothe’s most affecting song,~—one of those sweet, melancholy
lays, sung by the old minstrel in his (Gdthe’s) “Wilhelm
Meister,” would alone suffice to prove conclusively, that his
Lyre produces more touching melodies and harmony nearer
perfection than that of Schiller, {tny comparison is only
between Gothe and Schiller) ; this would not alter the po-
sition taken by me in my Prefatory; for, crystalline clearness
and dazzling brilliancy in one branch of an art or science,
cannot throw such a halo, ag to relieve obscurity in another,
and since Schiller is never obscure, the inference is obvious.

H,. D, W.
Philadelphis, July 18th, 1870.
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Lenore.

Lenore fubr um’s Norgenroth 2
Gmpor aud fdweren Triumen: 2

»Bift untreu, Wilbelm, over tovt?
Wie lange willf vu {Gumen 27—

Cr war mit Kdnig Jrievrid’s Madt ~

- Gegogen in vie Prager Shladt, <

Unb batte nidyt gefdyrichen, .~
b er gefunv geblieben.

‘Der Konig und vie Kaijevin,

Des langen Havers miive,
Crweidhten ihren harten Sinn,

~ Ump machten envlich Fricve;
- Unt jeved Heer mit Sing unv Sang,
- Mit Paufenfdlag und Kling une Klang,

Gefdmidt mit griinen Reifern,

3og beim 3u feinen Hiufern,
. 16
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LENORE.

LENORE, at glow of morning red,
From dreams oppressive started :
“ Art faithless, William! or art dead?
How long must we be parted?”
At Prague, with Fred'rick’s proud array,
He bravely dashed into the fray,—

Since then no word to gladden

_The heart, suspense doth sadden.

The king and empress weary grew
Of feud and War's disaster,
They curbed their wills,swore friendship true,
And Peace again was master;
Each host came home, with sing and song,
With trumipet blast, and ding and dong,
Bedecked with wreaths of laurel,

O’erjoyed, healed was the quarrel.
I
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Lenore.

tn diberall, all iberall
Huf Wegen unv auf 3}_@9}1,
303 QIItPu; Jung vem Jubelidhall
Der Kommenten cntgegeﬁ.
@ott[oﬁ! rief Sind une Gattin laut,
FWiltfommen !’mand)e_ frobe Braut.

Acdy! aber fiir Lenoren

- War Gruf und Kuf verloren.

€ie frug rch% wobl auf unv ab,
nd frug nacy allen Namen;

Lody Keiner war, ver Kunvidaft gab,
Lon Allen, fo va famen.

Al3 nun vad Heer voriiber war,

Berraufte fie ihpr RNalLenbaar,

Und warf fidh hin jur Crde,

Mit wiithiger Geberve.
18
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Lenoré.

And everywhere, in lane_and street,

With fear and hope and yearning,
The old and young went forth to meet

The shouting troops returning.
*Thank God!” the son and mother cried;
And * Welcome ! many a happy bride.
Sad for Lenore this meeting,

Lost every kiss and greeting.

| She asked them all if aught they knew
Of William, but not any

Could give to her the slightest clue,
Not one, of all the many:

When all were passed, and /e not there,

She wildly tore her raven hair,

To earth herself prostrated,

Lenore, the poor ill-fated!
1
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Lenore.
Die NMutter lief wohl bin 3u ibr:—-
LAd), vag fid Gott erbarme!
Du trautcé' Sinr, was ift mit dir?’'—
Und {dhlof fie in vie Arme.
,© Mutter, Nutter! hin ift hin!
Run fabre Welt unt Alled bin!
Bei Gott ift tein Crbarmen.

O web, 0 weh mir Nrmen }—

DIl Gott, bilf! Sich’ uns gndvig an!
Kinv, bet' ein Baterunjer!

Was Gott thut, vag ift wobl gethan.
Gott, Gott erbarmt fidy unfer!’—

A Nutter, Mutter! Eitler Wabn!

Gott bat an mir nidt wohl gethan!

Was half, wad half mein Beten?

Nun ijt's nidyt mebr vonndthen.—
2




Lenore.

Then quickly came her mother mild,
Imploring Heaven’s blessing,
And to her heart she drew her child,
With kisses her caressing.
“ My heart now, mother,’s turned to stone,
World, a// farcwéll, since hope hath flown;
"Gainst me closed Heaven’s portal,

Woe, woe is me, poor mortal !”

“ Help Z7won, in this our greatest need;
Child, ask God's benediction,

What God decrees, is tocl/ deqrecd,
Will help us in affliction!”

* These vag’rics, mother, do dispel,

For God to me hath »of done well :

My prayers were unheeded,

And now they are not needed!”

21




Lenore.

#Dilf Gott, bilf! Wer ven BVater fennt,
Der weif, er bilft ven Kindern,

Dad bod;gel;)bte Caframent

- Bire veinen Jammer linvern.”—

O Mutter, Mutter! wad midy brennt,

Dag linvert mir fein Saframent!

Kein Saframent mag Leben

Den Totten wictergeben.”

9B, Kink! wie, wenn ver falige Mann,
Jm fernen Ungarlante,

- &id) feined Glaubend abgethan,

‘ Bum neuen Chebante?

Laf fabren, Kine, fein Hery vabin!

' ~ Cr bat es nimmermehr Gewinn!

Wann Seel’ unv Leib fidy trennen,

© TBird ibn fein Meineiv brennen.”—
z




Lenore.

“ Help Thou, oh, Lord! Thou'rt just and mik},
Oh, heed my supplication ;

The holy sacrament, my child,
Will give thee consolation!”

*“Oh, sacraments are all in vain,

Bring they the dead to life aéain?

No sacraments, my mother,

The fire in me can smother.”

“ Child, what if fa/sc thy lover be,
Have broken his afﬁa_nce,
And far away in Hungary
Have formed a zew alliance ?.
Forget the cruel, heartless man,
Now hangs o'er him a dreadful ban:
When soul and body sever,

His heart will burn forever.”

2




Cenore.

: ',,D DMutter, Mutter! Hin ijt hin!

Berloren ift verloven!
LTer Tor, ver Tod ijt mein Geninn!
D wiir id) nie geboren!

Lijdy aus, mein Lidt, auf ewiy aus!

-&tirh bin, ftird hin in Nadyt une Graus!

Bei Gott ijt fein Crbarmen.

O web, 0 weh miv Armen !t —

#Oilf Gott, hilf! Geby’ nidyt in’s Geridyt
Mit veinem armen Kinve!

Sic weif nidt, wad vie Junge fpridt;
Bebalt' ihr nidyt vie Stinve!

Ady, Kinv, verygif vein irvijih Leiv,

e vent' an Gott une Seligleit!

Eo witd vody veiner Seclen

Ter Briutigam nidyt feplen.’—

24
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Lenore.

“Oh, mother, mother! gone is gone,
And lost is lost forever!

Death, death is my rcward aloﬁc ;
Born, would that I were, never!

Out, out, forever out my light!

Die 'mid these horrors black as night!

"Gainst me closed Heaven’s portal,

Woe, woe is me, poor mortal !”

“God, pass not judgment on the child

Of her before thee praying,

Too great her grief, Oh, God! be mild,

She knows not what she’s saying.

- Away, with earthly woes away,

Of God, salvation think, I pray—
No bridegroom then will tarry,

Thy soul, my child, to marry.”

B4
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fenore.

2 Dutter! read ift Seligfeit?

© Nutter! was ift Hille?
Bei ihm, bel ihm ift -@cligfeit,

Und ohne Wilbhelm Hille!—
Lijd aus, mein Lidyt, auf ewig aus!
Ctirb bhin, ftird hin in Nadyt und Graus!
£’ ihn mag id auf‘(?rben,

May vort nid)t‘ felig werven.”— —

o wilthete Vevgweifeluny
Shr in Gehirn und Avern,
Sie fubr mit @vtteﬁ_%orfebuﬁg
Bermefien fort Ju havewn;
3erfdhlug ven Bufen, und gerrang
Die Hanv, bis Evnueuuntergdfig[
Bis. auf am HimmelSbogen

Tie golv'nen Stexne gogen.
20




Lenore,

*Oh, mother, what is bliss, what hell ?
Dispel thy vain illusion,

Salvation’s where my Love doth dwell,
Without him all’s confusion?

Out. out, forever out my light!

Die 'mid these horrors black as night!

Without him &/iss were baneful .

On earth—in Heav’'n disdainful !’

Thus in her brain, in every vein,
Did rage wild desperation,
She rashly railed, with cries profane,

’Gainst God without cessation;

She wrung her hands and beat her breast

Till sank the sun far in the west,
Till golden stars above her

Night's azure vault did cover.

%
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Lenove.

lnb aufen, bordy! ging's trap trap trap

Alg wie von Rofeshufen;
Und flirvend ftieg ein Reiter ab |
An ved Gelinters Stufen;
Unv hordy; und hordy! ven Pfortenring
®any loje, leife, Ei_ngli_n-g(i@! -
Dann famen turdy vie Piorte

DBernehmlich viefe Worte:

#Oolla, Holla! ThHu' auf, mcixi Kinv!
CSdlafft, Licbdyen, over wadft vu?
Wie bift vu gegen midy gefinnt?
Unt weineft over ladft tu?”

#Ad, Wilhelm, vu?.. So fpdt bei Nadit?..

Geweinet hal’ i) unv gewadt;
Ay, grofies Leiv erlitten!

Wo fommit du hergeritten 2

-




Lenore.

Now clatter, clatter, click and clang, -~ -
Were sounds on night air swelling ;
From reeking steed a rider sprang
And stood before her dwelling ;
Hark! Hark! how clear resounds his ring
Impatiently he mutters;

These words distinctly utters:

“Hallo! my child, quick ope the door!

Art thou awake, or sleeping ?
Art true to me, my own Lenore?

Art laughing, or art weeping?" .
“What, William, William, can it be>
Have watched and wept so long for thee—
Till flown I thought my reason:

Whence comest at this season?”

-




/

"—>

Lenore.

»3ir fatteln nur um Mitternadyt,
Weit vitt idy ber von Bihmen,
3y habe fpit mich aufgemadyt,
nt will vid) mit miv nehmen.”—
»Ad), Wilhelm, erft herein gejdhmwind!
Den Hagevorn durdyjanft ver Wino,
Herein, in meinen Armen,

Herylicbfter, ju ermarmen!”—

~La§ faufen vurdy ven Hagetorn,
@;{“" Kinv, la§ faufen!

Der Rappe fcf)arrt, e3 flirrt ver Sporn,
S barf allfier nidyt banfen.

Komm, {dyfirge, fpring’ und f_djl”j“_ﬂi vidy

NAuf meinen Rappen hinter midy!

Muf heut’ nody bunrcrlt Deilen

Mit tir in's Brautbett cilen."—
30




Lenore.

* At night we only saddle, late!
Rode from Bohemia hither!
I started late, long cannot wait,
And thou must with me thither.”
“Dear William, first come in to me:
Cold rush the winds through hawthorn tree;
And warm ’tis under cover,

Warm in my arms, my lover!”

“(Oh, let it whistle, howl around,
My love, w'hy heed the weather?
My charger snorts and paws the ground,
Away we must together.
Quick, tie thy dress, to horsc;, away!
Thee hundred leagues, ere break of day,
To nuptial couch must carry,— .

} ”
No longer dare we tarry.
a1




Lenore.

] »Ady! wollteft hunvert Meilen nody

Micy Heut' in’ Brautbett tragen?

Und hordy! e8 brummt vie Glode nod),
Die elf {hon angefdhlagen.“— N

,,Q::_t'ggg_ﬂb_in, fich ber! ver Mond »[d;eint. bell;

/QBir und vfe Iobteﬁ veiten fcynell.

3d bn’ﬁge bid), jur Wette,

Nod) beut’ in's Hodyeitsbette.—

15 ~Sag an, wo ift vein Kimmerlein?
Wo? wie vein Hodgeitsbetthent—
~Beit, yoeit von bier!.. Still, 1EHI und flein!..
Ced)d Bretter und gwei Brettdhen!”—
,Hat's Raum fiiv midy2”—,, Fiir vich und midy!
Komm, fdhlirze, fpring’ unv fdhmwinge vidy!
/L‘ie Hodygeitdgife hoffen;

K Tie Kammer fieht ung offen.”—
N
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Lenore.

“A hundred leagues with me away,
Ere stars do wane from Heaven?
Oh, list! the clock is striking, stay!
It tolls the hour eleven!”
“See here, see there, thé moon shines clear,
We and the dead ride quiékly, dear;
Shalt be, ere this night’s closing,

On bridal bed rcposing.”

*Thy chamber, where? thy couch ?—explain!”
“Far from thy home and mother!

But eight rough boards doth couch contain,
Small, still and chill’s the other!”

“Is room for me?” “For me and thee'

Quick, swing and spring, sit back of me.

The gues'ts are congregated, \

\
With longing we're awaited.” ‘
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Lenore.
Edydn Lickdyen {dytirste, \'m unp fd)_mg
Sidy auf vad Rof behenve; .
Wobl um ven trauten Reiter fdlang .
Cie ipre Lilienfinbe; |
Unv burre, hurre, hop hop bop!.
®ing’s fort in faufenvem Galopp,
Tag Nof und NReiter {dynoben,
Und Kied une Fuufen ftoben.

Sur redyten und jur linfen .bdnb,
Borlel vor ibren Bliden,
Wie flogen Anger, Heid’ und Lant!

BWie vonnerten die Brilden!—

~ #Oraut Liebden audy?.. Der Mond feyeint hell!

- Hurrah! die Todten veiten fdynell!

Graut Lichdien audy vor Todten 2—

- U nein!.. Tod lag vie Todten! " —

8




Lenore.

She ticd her dress and swung and sprung
Upon the steed beside her;
Her lily arms she fondly swung
Around the faithful rider;
And hurry, hurry, click, click, click,
They fly, e’en like the whirlwind quick,
And as théy onward clatter, '

The sparks and pebbles scatter.

On right and left like lightning flashed
Past meadow, land and heather!
The bridges thundcred as they dashed

On to their goal together!

“The moon shines clear; Love dost thou dread?

Hurrah! how quickly ride the dead!
The dead, my darling, fearest?”

“QOh, let them slumber, dearest!”

3
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Lenore.

Was flang vort fiir Gefang und Klang?
Wag flatterten vie Ralben?..

Hordy, @Iodenf@! bord), ‘Iobtmm :
,Rakt und ben Leib begraben !

Und niber 3og ein Leichenzuy,

Der Sarg und Tovtenbabre trug. .

Tas Lied war ju vergleichen

Tem Unfoenvuf in Teiden.

8 V- »Nad) Mitternadyt begrabt ten Leib,
~

Mit Klang und Sang unv Kiage!
Sept fiibr' idy 'I)eim 1@1{:13«3 Weil.
~ Mit, mit yum Brautgelage!
Komnt’ Rﬁfter, bier! Komm' mit vem Chor,
nb gurgle mir tad Brautlicd vor!
SKomm’ Pfaff’, und fpricy ven Segen,

Gb' wir 3u BVett unsd legen ! —
85




Lenore.

What did yon song and clang foretell, .
The hideous ravens whirring ?

Hark, tolling bell! Hark, funeral knell!
“The body we're interring!”

) The mourning train with hearse and bier

And lamentations, now drew near.

Like croaking frogs the singing,

From bogs and marshes ringing.

* At midnight dust to dust confide,
~ With sing and song, bewailment!
Now I lead home my youthful bride—
Come, come to the regalement!
Come, sexton, bring the choir and sing,
And let the song right merry ring;
Pronounce the blessing, Friar,

Ere we to bed retire!”
7
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fenote.

Etill flang und Sang... Tie Bahre fdywant ...

Gebhorfam feincm Rufen,
Kam's, burre, burre! nadyyerannt,
-ba_rt binter'ds Rappen Hufen,

Unv immer weiter, bop hop bop!
Ging's foft in faufentem Galopyp,
Zaf Rof unv Reiter {dhnoben,
liny .ﬁ‘ieé unt Funfen ftobm.v

Wie flogen rc'd;t@, wie flogen linf¢
Gebirge, EBﬁum'i unt Heden!
Fie flogen lintd, unv vechtd, unv linfs
Die Dirfer, Stivt’ unt Fleden!—
»Oraut Riebdyen audy?.. Ter Dond {dyeint hell!
Hurrah! vie Tovten veiten {dhnell!
®raut Lickden audy vor Todbten ?"—

LAd! Laf fie rub'n, vie Tovten!”
’ n




Lenore.

Hushed song and clang—gone bier and pall,
Pell-mell they now dashed after,
The corpse and all, obeyed his call,

With shrieks and hideous laughter ;

. In furious gallop on they fly,

Like fiery meteors through the sky,
With click and clang and clatter,

And sparks and pebbles scatter. !

On right and left h.ow swiftly flew

Trees, mountains, hedges, flowers!
On right and left flew swiftly too-

Towns, hamlets, cots and towers.

“The moon shines clear, Love dost thou dread?

Hurrah! hurrah! fleet ride the dead!
The dead, beloved, fearest?”

* Oh, let them slumber, dearest!”
3y




Lenore.
Eich’ val fieh’ va! Am Hodyyeridyt
Tangt um ve3 RNaved Spindel,
Hald fidgtdarlidy bei Monveslidht,
Cin luftiged Gefinvel.—
#Zaffa! Gefinvel hier! Komm’ Hier?
Gcfindel, fomm’ und folge mir!

Tany' ung ten Hodyzeitdreigen,

- Wann wir gu Bette feigen!”’—

b tad Gefinve, buidy buidy hufeh,

Kam hinten nadygeprafyelt,
ie Wirbelpiny'din Hafelbufd.
Zurd) vhirre Blitter rafclt,
lind weiter, meiter,.'_})’gp {)3)_ bop!
®ing's fort in faufenvem Galopp, ‘
Taf Rof unv Neiter fdynoben, ‘

Unt Kie3 und Junten foben.
%




Lenore.

“See there, see there, around the wheel
The spirits flit like vapors,

Moon doth :eveal, their phantom reel,
Their hideous, grotesque capers.

Soho! ye rout, come, follow here,

Come, follow us, come, follow near.

With dancing and with singing.

To nuptial couch us bringing.

And quick, quick, quick, so close behind
The rabble rout did bustle,

As when young Winter’s whirling wind
Through Autumn leaves doth rustle.

And fast and faster on they fly,

Like fiery meteors through the sky, .

With click, and clang, and clatter,

And sparks and pebbles scatter.

41




fenore.

(’-,f’ 1 wie flog, was rune ter Mont befdyien,

Wie flog e in vie Ferne!
Wie flogen oben fiber hin
Der Himmel und vie Sterne!—
~Graut Licbhen aud) 2. Der Mont fedyeint hell!
Hurrah! vie Tovten reiten fdnell!
®raut Liebdyen audy vor Tovten“— 2
#O web! Lag rub'n vie Tovten!”

»Fapp’! Rapp’! Mid) vinft ver Habn fon ruft...
Balb wird ver Sand verrinnen. .

Rapp'! Rapp’! Jdy wittre Dorgentuit..

. Rapp'! Tummle vid) von hinnen!—

Bollbradyt, vollbradht ift unfer Lauf!

Tas @o.d)geitl\ctie thut fidy auf.

Die Tovten veiten fchnelle!

Wir fint, wir find jur Stelle.— — '
2




Lenore.

Quick did the moon’s r.'ound shadow fly,
As on the steed was bounding,
And swiftly aye, the starlit sky,
| The earth, and all surrounding.
“ The moon shines bright, Love dost thou dread ?
Fast do we ride, we and the dead! .
The dead, beloved, fearest?”

“Oh let them slumber, dearest!”

“ Stcéd, steed, the sand is well nigh spent,
Methinks the cock is crowing,

E’cn now the morning air I scent,—
Must quick from hence be going.

Wide openeth now the bridal bed,

Our course is run—fast ride the dead,

They ride with desperation—

We're at our destination!”

43
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Lenove.
Rajdy auf ein cijfern Gitterthor
(Bing’é mit verhingtem Jiigel.
Mit jhwanter Gert’ ein Edjlag vaver
Seriprengte Edhlof unv Riegel. /
Die 8lﬁgel'flvgtu fliveent auf,
1Ind fiber Griber ging ver Lauf.
€3 blinften Leichenfteine

Rund um im DNonvenjdyeine.

Ha fieh! Ha fich! im Augenblid,

Hubu, ein griplid) Wunver!
Ted Reiterd Koller, Etiid fiir Stiid,
Giel ab, wie milrber Junder,
Sum Edydvel, obue Jopf und Sdyopy,
| Qop)
Jum nadten Sdyivel ward fein Kopf;
Cein Korper jum Gerippe,

Mit Stunvenglad unov Hippe.

4+




Lenore. .

On to a gate with loosened fein,

The foaming steed did thunder,
A single blow, a loud refrain,

And locks were burst asunder;
The doors swung open with a crash,
And over graves they then did dash.
By moon’s pale, silv’ry shimmer,

How weird the tombs did glimmer.

Behold a sight to freeze the heart,
S6 ghastly and appalling ;
The rider’s jerkin lo! apart
Now piéce for piece was falling.
His head, a naked skull, alas!
A skeleton.—An hour glass
One fleshlcss hand was grasping,

A scythe the other clasping.

+




_Lenove.

Z [ Body biumte fich, wil> hnob ver Rapy’,

Unb fpriibte Feuerfunten;
Und Hui! war's unter ihr hinab
LBerdhymwunben und verfunfen,
Gcheul! Gebeul ausd hober Luft,
Oervinfel fam aug tiefer Gruft,
Lenoren's Hery mit Beben,

fﬁang' swifden Tod unv Leben.

7 Run tangten wobl bei Montenglan,

i

Rund um herum im Kreije,
Dic Geifter einen Kettentan;,

Unt beulten tiefe Weife:

#Getuld! Gedulo! Renn'd Hery audy bridyt! -

Mit Gott im Himmel havre nidyt!
Lo Leibed bift tu levig;

Gott fei der Seele gnivig!”
16




Lenore.

The courser snorted, plunged and reared,
Distended nostrils flaming, ’

Earth quaked and yawned, horse disappeared,
The earth her own reclaiming.

.And shriek on shriek did rend the air,

Above, below, aye, everywhere.

Lenore for Life contended,

O’er brink of Death suspended.

In giddy dance, by moonlight pale,
The spirits round were whirling,
And at Lenore, with shriek and wail,

Thus retribution hurling : .
“Though break thy heart—be still, be still,
Rail not 'gainst God, Oh, speak not ill,

Thou diest now, 'mid terrors,

May God forgive th); errors.”
7




