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PREFACE: TO THE ‘SECOND EDITION.

A nEw'edition of this work having been called for, owing
to the ﬁrst edition h:mng been for some time out of
print, T have taken advantage of the opportpnity to add
translations of a remarkable collection of Poerhs by Hbine,
mublished for the first time’sirfbe the appearsnce of my
work th 1859. They consist of as many, 8 twolve hundred
lines, described pffigly %a « Early Poems,” which will be
found at the beginning®of the v8lume, and partly us
« Pdsthumous Poems,” which are .placed at the end. The
metres of the ongma.l have been again retained through-
out.

Various ertors discovered by me in the first edition
have now been corrocted ; and it only remains for ofe to
express my thinks for the, kind manner in which the
Jcritical and the general pubhc, bothein England and abroad,
ha,ve received the® work, and for the indulgence extended
by them to its many imperfectjons.

EeA. B.






"PREFACE.

I‘I‘ mby I perhups ‘ba tho&ht that T exhibit some!hmg of the
brgzen-ficedness of a hardened offender ,in venturing
once more (bm. I hope, for the last time) to present m}self to
t.he publip in the,guise of & jranslator,—and, what ir, mgre,
lator of o great poet. The favourable reception, how-
ever t my previous translations ofsthe Poems ofSchiller
and Goethe have mgt witheat fhe hands of the public, may
"hongibly be agmitted as someeexcuse fpwsthis new attempt to
make hat public acquainted with thegworks of a third great
German mingt®l§ Eomparatively little known ahd little
appreciated in England, the name of Heine is in Ge.rmany
iliar as ashousehold word; and while, on the ope hand,
many of his charming minor poems have become dear to the
hearts of thousands and tens of thousands of his fellow-
oountrymen, artd are sung alike in the palace and the cottage,
in the cauplry and the fown, on the other his sterner works
have done muoh to influcnce the polifical and gehgxous
tendencies of the modern Germamschool.

Having prefixed to this Folume a brief memoir of Heine,
acoompa.n;ed by a few observations on his various works and
their di ishing charactetistics, I will here confine myself
to stating that I have adhered with the ntmost strictness to
the pnno1ples.la1d down by wme for my guidance®in ¢he case
of the previous translations attempted by me,—those prin-
eiples ‘bemg (1) As close and liferal an adhffence to the
original as is consistent with good Hnglish and with poetry,
and (2) the preservation throughout the work of the original
metres, of which Heine prepents af almost ‘nnprecedented
JYpriety. bitive, on the occasion of my former publicatiens,
fully explained my relsofts for sdopting this coutse, and will

not weary the reader with' repeating them, I have. sufficiewt]
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evidenoe before me of, the approval of -the public in this
respect to ‘induce me. to” ﬁame;my fmnslahon of Heine’s
Pooms en the same model

Tn addition to thus preservmg both the lunguage snd the

metm f thé original, I have in ofe othqr respect endeavoyyred

nce my anthor precisely gs I found biin, and that &
in the important particular of conpleteness. There are doubt-
less many poems written by Hgine that' one %ould Wish had
never been Written, and ‘that one woulﬁ’wmmgly refratn from
translatin®. But the omission of % uwopld hide from ghe
reader some%of Heine’s chief pecul itics, t‘nd would t8nd to
give hipn an incompleto if not incorrect notion of what,the
poet was. A translator no more assumes the yasponsibility of
his aushor’s words than a faithful Editoy (i‘iqpa, ang he goes
beyond his province if he omits whatever does not ap%en to
agree with his own notions. .

In clainnng for the present wprk:(rx{ending over more than
20,000 verses) the shsignet merits of literalness, gompletengsss
and rigid adherence % the metrical peculmrltles of .he
original, it 1swery far from my intentiod tg c‘ioq,m any credit
for the mdnner in which Fhave exeauted that difficult ta.sk
or to pretend that I have been successful ir if That s
question for the reader aiome to decide. 'The credit of con-

' seientiousness and close application in the maiter xg all that I
wowld venture to assert for myself. All bevond iz left
-exclugively.to the candid, and, I would fain hopg, generous,
appreciation of those whom I now voluutaridy constitute my

judges.



HEINRICH HEINE.

ALTﬁOUGH litYle ‘moxf than three yoars heve elapsed
sinpo Heinri®h Heine was first numbered smongst the
dead, his name shas long been enrolled in the lists of fune.
Even during his Yfctime he had the good fortuane,—and, m. a
poet, the 1ost unusua.l good fortune,—of beng generally
accepted as & Ropresentative Man, and of passing a8 the
Jational Bard of Toung “Gerinany. Although perhaps
scardely éntitled to rank with Goethe*and Schiller in the
very hifhest orde;, of poets, the name o1 Heine will assuredly
always occupy's promin)nt place amongst the minstrels not
on'y of Germuny, but of the world. -

Yt is only recently that his works have been for the first
{ime published in an absolutoly complete form, the poetry
cxtonding dver ahore than fwo of the six volumes of which
they consigt,, » Universally known and read in his native land,
and highly popular in France, which was for so many-years
hi# adopted country, the works of Heine are to the generullty
of Enghshmen (as stated in tho Preface) almost entirely
unknown. As the present volum: is, as far as I am aware,
the cmly:,gempg that has beén mado to bring the far-famed
poems of Heine in their integrity before the English reader,*
it seems desirakle to preface it*by a briePsketch of His life, s0
that in seeing what Heine is a3 a poot we may be able to form
gome idba 8s to who he was a8 & man. One who has boen
compared in turns to Aristophanes? Rabelais, Burns, Cer-
vantes, Sterge, Jean Paul, Voltaire,'Swift, Byrap, and Béranger

[

4 I believe,tiat a translation of one of Heine’s worké—his * Book
ﬂongd"—-wu publishedl in this country s few years*ago, but T
have not met with it. An American vomcm of the *Pictureg nL
Travel ” also appeared in 1855,
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(and to all these has Lo been likemed), can be of no
common sta.mp The discrepanciés both as to facts and dates
that octur between the,various biographies of Heine are, how-
ever, go nujuerous, that it has begn no easy task to avdid error
in theXollowing brief sketch of his life* * . L]

Heinrich (or Henry) Heine was born in the Bolkerstrasss,
at Dusseldorf, on the 12th of December1799; b gularly
enough, the exact da® of Lis birth wa.s, until gecently,
unknowneto his biographers, whlo, tn the uuthomty of a
saying of his own, aseigned it toﬁe‘l‘?t lof January, 1800,
which he bogsted made him “the first *adn of tho contury.”
Tn reply, however, to a specific inquiry n-!dre?ed to Wim by
a friend on this subject a few years hefore eath, he stated
that hé 'was really born on the day first mentmmetf and that
tho dats of 1800 usually given by his biographers ws the
rgsult of an orror volunta.nl;gcommltmq by his family in his
favour at ihe tif¥e pf the Prussin invasiop, m ordg te
exempt him from tho Aervice of the kmg of

By birth ke was a Jew, both of Javing been of
that pexsuasion. He was%he eldest f four children, and his
two brothers are (or were recently) still alive, the one beinSa
physician in Russia, and th8 other an officer in the Austrian
service. The famous Solomon Heine, the bagkor of Hamburg,
whose wealth was only equalled by his philanthropy, was his
uncle. His father, however, was far from benfg in opulent
circunibtances. When quite a child, he® took delight in
reading Don Quixote, and “used to cry with amger at seeing
how ill the heroism of thaj valignt knight was requited. He
says somowhere, speaking of kis boyish days, ‘*apple-tarts
“were then my passion. Now it is love, trdth, #€edom, and

“crabgoup.” He meived his earliest educat.wn at tho
Francisean convent in his native town, and while there had
the migforfine to be tho inmocent canse of the death by
drownidg of a sehioolfellow, an incident recorded in one of the
poems in his “ Romancerp.” He mentions the great effect
P upon him b}thesomwﬂﬂfweufa&rgewooden
Chyist Which was constantly before his eyes it# #he Conv
fiven af that early age the germis &t what has been cal
¥<his faptastic sensibilipy, th, food fpr infinite irony,” seem to
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have been developing themselves. A, visit of the Empemt
Napoleon to Dusseldorf when he was a boy affected’ him in a.
singular mammer, and had probably much to do with the
formatio:y of those imperialist tendencies which are often to
be noticed in his character and writings, He' wa# next
placed in the Lyceum of Dysseldorf, and in 1816 was 'sent to
Hamburg {0 study cammerce, being intended for mercantile
pursuits, 1h 1819 he was removed to the University at Bonn
which had been founded ia the previous year, and, there he
had” the dvaatags ru & pdying under Augustq,g Schlegel.
He seems, howeve., to huve remained there only six months,
and tc have then gone to the University of Gotlingen, #here,
as he tells us, “he was rultxcated goon after matriculation.
He next wook up his abode 'at Berlin, whete he sppliéd
himsgif to the study qf philosophy, upder the direstion of
the great Hegel, whose influence, combined with that of the

w~aorks of Spinosa, undoubtedly had much to do with the
formation of Heine’s mind, and also ﬁletermmed his future
career. From thk, tiag we hear no more of his turning
merchant ; and it is fror. the date of his residence at Berlin
that we may date the rise of that spirit of universal indiffer-
ence and reckless daring that so strongly characterizes the
writings of Heme‘ Amongst his associates at this period may
be mentloned in addition to Hegel, Cbamisso, Varnhagen von
Ense and Ji's well-known wife Rachel, Bopp the philalégist,
and Grabbe, the eccentricitics of whose works were only
equalled by the eccentricities of his life.

Heine’s first volume of poetry, entitled ¢ Gediclite” or
Poems, wag published in 1822, the poems being those which,
under the=ame of “ Youthful Sorrows,” now form the open-
ing of his “Book of Sonmgs.” Notwithstanding $he extra-
ordinary success afterwards obtained by this latter work his
first pyplication was very ocoldly yeceived. Spme of tho
Poems in it Were written as far back sg 1817,* and originally

* One of the finest in the collection, * The Grenadiers,” which is
thoroughly imbued with the spirif of Bérariger, was writton as eatly
&815 , whey Heine was not sixieen years old, and before Béranger

writlen his analogousspoems ** Le Vieux Drapeau,” " Lo Viewy
Bergent,” &o.

-
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sppeared in the Hamburg periodical “Der Wachter” or
“Watchmén.” Offended ‘at this. result, he left Berlin and
returmed to Gottingen in 1823, whege he took to studying
law, and received 'the degree of Doctor in*1825. » He was
bapti¥ed into thér Lutheran Church -in the same yeag, at
Heiligdnstadt, near that place. He afterwards said jocularly
that he fook this course to prevent M. gJe Rothschjld treating
him too fo-wnillionairely. It is to bo feared, Rowe¥er, from the
tone of g]l his works, that his nomins’].religiouﬁ opinions sat
very lightlg upon him through lifigs P write8 as follpw® on
this anbject in 1852: *“ My ancestors befomw\i to the Jewish
« veliion, byt I was never proud of this descent ; neither did 1
“gver set store mpon my quality of Luthéfan, although I
«Delohg to the evangelical confession qufitd as mfich as the
“greatest devotees agnongst my Berlin enemies, who &}ways
“reproach me with a want of religion. I rather felt humiliated
“at pasging for a purely humgn creatur$,—I whor the Bhilas
“ sophy of Hegel led #y suppose that T was a g6d. oy proud
‘“1 then was of my divinity! W] tﬁaqheg, I had of my
' # grandeur! Alas! that eharming tAne has long passed away,
#gnd I cannot think of it without sadness, gow that I%m
“lying stretched on my buck, whilst my disease is making
“ terrible progress.” “ .o
Previous to this date, and whilst living at Berlin, Heine
published (in 1823) his only two plays, “ Atmanzor” and
“ Ratdliff,” which were equally unsuccessfif on the stage and
in print, and which are dertainly the least werthy of all his
works. Between these two plays he inserted a collection of
poetry entitled “ Lyrical “Inteplude,” which attyacted little
pttention at the time. In the year 1827y howeer, he re-
publighed this collegtion at Hymburg, in conjunction with his
* Youthful Sorrows,” giving to the whole the title of the
“Book of“engs.” In «proportion to the indifferepce with
" which his pobm:: had heen received on their first appearance,
was the enthhsiasm which they now excited. They were read
with avidity, in evely directjon, especially in the various
universities, jwhere their influence upon thes pinds of the
studénts ‘wag very great. Tn tho Wear 1852. this work
s reached the fenth edition

&
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Heine’s next great work, his “ Reisgbilder,” or Pictures of
Travel, written partly in poetry *and partly in prose, was
published at Hamburg at, various’ mt.ervals from 1826 to
1831, ang, as its name 1mphes, is descnpims of his travels in
diffgrent countries, especialiy in England’.and Italy.’ The
poetical partion of the “ Reisebilder,” the whole of vhich is
{ranslated in this volume, i8 divided into three parts,—“ The
Return Hohe,” the ' Hartz-Journey,” snd * The Baltic,”
" written ‘Detween 1823 dnd 1826 This work agein met with
an qlmosf unp -.zteﬂ ;success, and from the tate of its
publication and of “the “Book of Songs,” may be
reckored the commencement of a new era in Gm'mm Jitera-
ture. Thess rumarkable poems exhibit the whole nature of
Heine, fres from: 'l disguise.* The striking eriginality, ihe
exubezance of fancy, a.nd above all, the singular beanty and
feehng of the versification tha.t charactérize nearly the whole

«nf them, stand out in as yef unheard-of conirast to the
int®hse and biiter irony that pervades , them,—an irony that
spared?xobody, 2 o sparcd nothing, not even the most sacred
subjects being exempt -from the poet’s mocking sarcasm.
Tkis characteristic of Heine only increased as years passed
ofi. In the later years of his life, which were one long
continued agony, his bodily sufferings offer some excuse, it
may be, for whai'would otherwise have been incxcusable ‘ih
the writingg-of a great poet. There was doubtless much
affectation in the want of all religious and political faith that
iy so sigoally Apparent in the works of Heine, and yet they
botray a real “bitterness of feoling that cannot be mistaken.
At every page may be tmoed the maljcious pleasure felt by
him in exgijing the sympathy ‘and admiration of the reader to
the highest pitch, and then with a few words ,—with the' last
line or the lasé verse of a long poom, it may be,~rudely
msultmg them, and dashing them tq the ground. , No better
parody of this favourite amusement of Heine can be gwey‘
than by citing two well-known verses 8f Dr. Johnson:

¢ Hermit old in mosgy cell,
o ¥ Wearing out life’s evening gray,
"% Btrike thyopensive breast, and tell
¢ Where is bliss. and which the wav#” ,
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Thus I spake, and frequent sigh'd,
v Soarce represi’d the falling tear,
When the hoory sage replied :
“Com, !hy 1ad, and driulf some beer P

Tho extiberance of Heine's heget, 88 bas been well eaid,
was oftly equalled by the dryn@ss‘ of his spirit; a real
enthusiasm was blended with an unquepchable love of satire;
“his exquisite dilettanteism made hjm adbre e gods and
goddesseg of Groece at the expénse oven of® Christianity.”
In short, gualities, scarcely ever Qund‘m‘ corhbinetign, Were
combined in him; in one woeak, suffering body two distinct
and Spposito natures, cach equally mighty, were wnited.
Perhaps the best name ever applied to LJ is that of the
“Julifn of poetry.” o
The eFrench Revolgition in 1830 determmed Heine's®pture
life. He was then living at Berlin aqmn after hving resided
at Hamburg ande unxch He now ﬁxrned. politician_a=1
newspaper writer. Essay on Nobility was wntte:; af this
time, He presently (in May 183 'Weﬂ?“tq live in Pamns,
where he resided until®his deathy with the exception of
making one or two short visits to his native land. Tho?‘gh
the fact is not exactly stated, thore can be no doubt that he
goﬂived some very broad hints from the auéthorities of
russia to leave that country, From thiat time, France
becamo his adopted fatherland, and he himselfr was thence~
forwafl more of a Frenchman than a Germ@n. The Germans
have indeed always reprlached him as being frivolous and
h; he has often been caMed the Voltaire of Germany;

but perhaps described Jhim the most accyrately when
hé ' of him g8 being “the wittiest +Frendiman since
‘,Vdﬁau'a s He wrotg French g8 flucntly as German; and the
ong of his various works that weve published in
. Pokig i1 the Revie des dewr Mondes and the Bifliothéque
gine, OF 83 foparate works, were either written by
$hy hispersoml friends under his own immediate

N —‘_;.v- om ﬁnpm’hnf prose works were written soon
g' up. his sbode in Parik. He wrote, in 18bis s
& sarios ea for the Augsiurg Gazette on the State of
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o France, which he subsequently collected and published both
in French and German. In 1833 appearod his wel-known
“History of Modern Litgrature in Germany,” republished
afterwards wnder the title of  The Romantic School,” and in
French under that of “ L’Allethagne.” This may b4 looked
pca as his most remarkable proge work, and as the.one,that
most exhibits, his* charagferistic peculiarities. The following
lively descriptﬂm of® it is from the pen of, an eminenj French
critic : “ Accordihg to M."’Ieile, The whole of the intellectual
“movamgnt of @ermarny singe Lessing and Kant h%f been a
“ death-struggle agmst Deism. 'This strugkle he describes
* with passion, and it may be said that he heads it in peyson.
* He ranges his admy in order of battle, he gives the signals,
“ and marches the Titass against hbaven,—Kant, Fichte, Hegel»
¢ all thgwe formidable spirits whose every thought is a victory,
“ whose every formula is a cosn}ogonic boultversement. Around
“4lagm, in front or bubind, are gfouped a cppwd of writers,
“ theolhgiars and® poets, romance Writers rnd savans. If one
“of the combatant#gtops short, like Schelling, the author
“ overwhelms him with invéctives. If ¢ timid and poetic band
* of ‘&reamers, gpch as Tieck, Novalis, Brentano, and Arnim, .
“try to bring back this feverish Gegmany to the fresh poetry
“ of the middle ages, he throws himself upon them and dis-
“ perses them, like Those Cobolds in the ‘Book of Songs’ who
“ overthrew $y# angels of paradise. And when the philoso-
“phical conflict is ower, he predicts its consequences with g,sort
“of savage delirjnm . . . . He compares Kant to the blopd-
~ thirsty dictators of *98, and pmoclaims the gospel of pantheism.
“His theory of the intellectual history,of the Germans is
* altogetherdglse, and should only be consulted as an-illustra-
“ tion—alas, oo positive!—of the fever at once mystical.and
“ gensual of & certain period of ohr age.” %his book produced
& perfect gtorm of fury in Germany. * Denounced by Menzél
“and the pietists as an emissary of Modern Babylon, cursed by
“ the austere tewfomaniacs a8 a representative of Parisian cor: .
® ruption, Heine was not the less suspectsd by tho democrats,
“who accused pim of treason. ® To this was added: official
“ pastecution.” )

Proceeding to his next work, the publication of his * Salon,”
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consisting of an interesting series of cssays, &c., commenced
at Hamburg in 1834, its fourth and last volume uot appear-
ing 4ill 1840. A long essay on the Women of Shakespeare
appeared in 1839, and in 1840 a violent persona: attack on
his old ‘friend, the republican poot Bérne, then only regently
deady—a work which, with all jts talent, did great injurs to
his reputation. His remaining grept prose work, entitled
“ Lutezia,” or Paris, gonsists of a collection of vﬂluable articles
on French politics, arts, and mannetgs, writtén by him as the
correspdpdent of the dugsbury Ugzutie bptween 1810 nw 1844,
The only other wrmngh of his in pros® tuat need be specified,
entipled rdspectively “ Confessions,” *“!)r. Faust,” cand the
« GGods in Exile,” were written a few years Before his death.

- After the publication of the “ Reidlflder,” Heine’s next
poetigal production was the charmjng poem of ¢ Attk, Troll,”
which appeared in 1841, writtgn in a simple trochaic metre,
—“four-footed &olen tn;wélees," ak fo himself expresges it
This pocm has befjp described as the wolk of a dg;'mun
Ariosto, combining gaiety and poetf.y, ¥ony and nnag,mauon
in perfect proportionss Much wocldly wisdom is to be learnt
from the instructive history of AttaTroll, the dancing bBegr of
the Pyrences. The striking interlude in it of the vision of Hero-
dias amongst the spirit huatsmen should not be overlooked.

The marriage of Heine scems to have thken place at about
this period. His wife, who is often spoken of ie Jis poems in
terms of decp affection, and whose name was Mathilde, was
& Frenchwoman and a Rbman Catholic, and they were married
according to the rites of that-church. With all his love for
Madame Heine, however, he geems to have been very jealous
of .her, and it is rccorded that on onc occasion Jas took it into
his heag that she had run away from him. e was reassured
by hearing the voice of her favourite parrot*“ Cocotte,” which
led him t2 say, that she would ncver have gone off without
taking * Cocotte” with her. In spite of the bitterness of

~ gpirit that pervades all his writings, it is clear that he pos-
sessed doeep naturd. aﬂ'ectlon&z His mother survived him;
and though almost entirely separated fromeher for the last
twentyﬁve years of his life, he oftéa introduces her name in
his works with expressions * filial reverence. His Jast “visit
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. {o Germany in the winter of 1843 seqms+to have been for the
special prrpose of visiting her ut Hamburg, where shé resided.
His fricnds fancied that the ¢ old woman, at the Dammthor *
(one of thd gates of Hamburg,), of whom he used to speak,
was aemyth, but sho Wwas no othor than his mother. Nothing .
earl bo more charming than.the manner in which he speaks
of both her. d‘hi.s wie in the beautiful little poem called
“ Night Theughts.” (Scqpage 179.)

In 1844 he published 2 fresh collection of poems under the
title & 4 Netv Phomd” fo wihich was added.as an gppendix
“ Germany, a Winter Tale.” The former of these was sub-
sequently added by him to his “ Book of Songs,” and will be
found in its place accordingly in the present volume, as .well'
as his “ Now Spring.,” Swhich formed a part of the same work.
The « éermnmy ” is one ©f his most remarkable works, and
contains an account of his journey to Hamburg the previous
wiithey, to see his ;nothef that has just becy referred to. None
of his praductions gre more thoroughly? impregnated with
the spirit of sative. & Everv stage of his journey, from its
commencement at the Prus¥ian frontick, to its termination at
HagBurg, giveseoccasion for the display of his wit and sar-
castic raillery. It will be seen thaf many of the passages in
the poem werg strugk out of the original cdition by the official
Censors. Perhaps the most amusing portions are the episode
of the anthor} adventures in the Cavern of Kyffhauser with
the famous Emperof Barbarossa (not omitting their little ‘con-
versation respectitg the guillotine), and the rencontre with the
Goddess Hammonia in the strects of Hamburg, and his sub-
sequent téte-a-téte with her. «The oxtravagance (slightly
cvarse it mul¥be confessed) of the latter scene is quite worthy
of Rabelais, though the poet takes care o tcll us tlmbait is
intended to imitate Aristophanes. The remonstrances to the
King of Prussia, with which the poem concludes, siould also
not be passed over. .

In the year 1848, after a premonjtory‘attack in 1847 that
passed away, that terrible discase which eventually destroyed
Heing's life, firgtfassailed him in an aggravated form. Com-
menging with a pamlysis' of the left eyelid, it extcnded pre-
sently to both eyes aand finglly terminated in paralysis and
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atrophy of the legs. » The last timo he ever left his house was
in May, 1848. For eight longyears ho was confined to his
coudh, to use his owy expression, in a stite of “ death with-
“out itg repose, and without the privileg_.,es of thd dead, who
“have no need to spend money, and no letters or boﬂkq to
“ write.” But despite his bodidy sufferings, his good spmtm
never scemed to leavo him, his love of rzulleryrhd but in-
crease, afd little didethat pu.hhc wlwse intergst he continued
to excije by the wonderful product% of his g,emws know of
his distrdssing state. AN { ‘.

In the years 1850 and 1851, in ﬂ ¢ midst of his fearful
malady, IJ eme composed his last grea. pogt;( al work” entitled
‘¢ Ronmn( ero.” This singular vouune 'H ivided into threc
Books, called respectivcly * Histories, I,umenmtlons and
“ Hebrew Melodies.” The first of thiese contains & largs num-
ber of romantic ballads and joenws of the most dissimilar
characier, but ali Learing the starp o) the author’s pgeafiar
genius ; the secoud vopens with z:cvcral mlqm,]lunemw T 10CeK,
including somo literary satirs, gu cducludes with twenty
picces bearing the lively titl. of “ Lazarus,” and cumpxghmg,
as some one has observed, the journal of hisdinipressionseis a
sickman. The “ Hebrew Melodies * are subdivided into three,
entitled by Heino “ Prineess Sabbath,” ¢ Jghudssben Halevy,”
a poem itself in threc parts, and ])lsputation‘" The Jewish
descent and Jewish sympathics of the poct ale plainly dis-
cernible in these Mclodieg, the most ]Tlfb!'(-‘htmg of which, and
probably the best of the whole colleetion tontaingd in the
“ Romancero,” is that wigch sels forth the life of Jehuda ben
Halevy, the great Hobrew jmet of the middle ages. Some
critics rank this poem amongst Heine’s very besﬁroducta‘ons
The ecoficluding piece, “ Disputation,” is ig Heine'’s wildest
style, and seems written for the express purpose of destroying
the pleastre cxcited by the one that precedes it. ™ none of
his works is his mocking spirit more plainly discernible. “Tt
“is the most Voltairian &cene cver imagined by the seeptical
“ demon of his mind.” No eu¢ can read this polemical poem
without geeing how little Ticine himself cared for any reeeived
form of religion,—for the (hristian faith as professed by him,
or the Jewish faith into w.i.ch Ye was born. The piece ter-

'« -
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mmates in Heine’s favourite manuer, namely, with an unex-
pectod joke in the last line. . )

The collection cntitled “ Latest Poems” was written three
years afterdards. Its name shows that the end was now not
far off, The hand of a waster is still visible in all these
poes, the most interesting of which is perhaps the “§lave
Ship,” one of the most powcrful productions of Heine's pen.
In the year "1355, ue pubhshed a Frengh translation of his
“New qprmg in the Levue c'es deux Mundf s And now the
end reglly arvived. .

On the 17th Febraary, ]806 Henry Heine was at Iength
released from his sufferings in his house in the Av.mue
Matiguon, No. 3, 48 appears from the obituary notice. The
swallness o the aitcadance at his funeral would scera to
show that therc was some truth in the saying that he had
many admirers but few friends. The only names of note
theg@re recorded as ha ing becn present on the occasion arce
Mignet, Gautier, and Dumas. And thif was the man who
was recognized as - stccessor of Gocthe in the throne of
poctry in Germany, and wkose songs were already household
words in all prts of that country! His humour did not
leuve him till the very last. A fiw days before his death
Hector Berlioz called on him just as a tircsome German pro-
fussor was leaving the room after wearying him with his
uninteresting conversation. “I am afraid you will find me
‘“very stupid, my Cear fellow! The fact is, I have just been
“exchanginy thoyghts with Dr.——"" was his remark. Only a
day or two before he expired, 2ie sent back to the printer the
last proofs of a new edition of the “Reisebilder.”

Heine lethws, singular will behind him, in which he begged
that all religious solemnities should be dispensed with at his
funeral, and that; although he called himself o Luthemn, no
Tutheran minister should officiate on the occasion. , He added
that this was not a mero freak of a freethinker, for that he
had for the last four years dismissed all ‘the pride with which
philosophy had filled him, and felt once” more the power of
religious trut}u Ho also begged for forgiveness for any
uﬂ'eﬁce Wluch in his igncrance, ho might have giveu to good
manners and morals.
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When the private papers of Loms Philippe fell into the
hands of the populace at the, sack of the Tuileries in Fe- *
bruary, 1848, it was discovered that Heine had for many years
enjoyed a pension f some 2007. 2 year on the Civil List.

This discovery gave an opening to the mpuhhc.ms for giolent
attacks on him; but there does not appear *to have been amys:
thing in the circumstances of the cage to make this transac-
tion dlsqc-dlml)le tg cither the glvu or* th( "tecuvu of the
peunsion. *

Hem\ is described as ha,vmgtmd ngthe 9im]ﬂcst'nmuner,
occupying three’ small rooms on the"tHird floor, the, ménage
consprising, in addition to his wife ard himself, noecne but
an old negress as a rervant, and ‘¢ ‘ocoi#,” who has been

~alrcady alluded to. *

Hgme is beyond question the greatest poct thatehas ap-
peared in Germa.ny since the @mth ol Goethe. Enough has
been said in the course of tfns briet” sRetch of his life to ghow
the singular, the u‘)rcoedented vhmnc’rcr df his gemm-x, and
to illustrate that combination in hes pnzson of two separate
natures that we haveestated to dxist. "What more touching
trait of character was cver heard of, than the,simple fac. thut
although the last eight years of his life were spent in a state
of intolerable agony, he left his mother in 1gnomnce of his
sufferings to the very last! Yes, when“tricken with total
blindness, and when dying literally Ly inches,eyll his letters
to the “old woman at the Dammthor ” were written in the
most cheerful, happy tont, and he made her, believe that his
only reason for employing an umanucnsis instead of writing
with his own hand was inat he had a slight affection in his
_eyes, which wonld be cured with a little care! .

The _following appror.mhon of the character of Heine,
wrltfen while he W&“S still u.hve, but when the shades of dark-
ness and death were slowly gathering round him, may serve
as a fitting termination to these few pages:—*“ It may be said
“that H-ine bears Within hins all the misery of a mighty
“ literature that has falfen from his ideal. Let this be his
“excuse. But now his‘eyes are closing omy this perishable
* world, whose contradictions and wretchednes provoke® his
“ painful gaiety ; another w-+1d is opening on his mind. THere,

? o e
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“no nore misery, no more irritating contfasts, no moxy. revolt
“ing dlsenoha.ntmeuts there, all problems are resolved, all
“struggles gease. it irowsy, in the caserof a capricious and
“ardent intelligence, could bo ¢he faithful mirror of things
“bgloW, there is mo room save for confidence and respect in
* that spiritual world that his soul’s looks are fust discovering.
“ 1o sought <oy serqnfy m that light raillery which enveloped
“tho whole universe, and plgyed his part in it wifh grace;
“but this sercnity wag inlomplete and false, and often ,‘suﬂ'cred
“hisi ed sorrows te) break forth, True serenity is'a higher
“ thmg ! it is to be found in the intelligence and adoratigpn of
“that ideal whiclj nothing can afiect, thai truth which no
“shadow cap obscyre,’  Anud so.with these words of kipdly e
!ympatl‘v, Heinrich I-Ieine,-— farewell !






EARLY POEMS.

SoNGS OF LOVE.

v 1..L@VE S SALUTATION

ARLING maiden, who cag be
Ever fmmd tose n.l thee ?
To thy seyice joyfull
Bhall niy Liff be pledgud by mg.
Thy swect &yed gleam t(.nderly,
Like soft moonbeams o’emthe sea ;
Lightg of rosy harmony
O’er thy red checks wander freo.

Fr thy small mouth, full of glee,
ws ¢ pearls peep clm.rm.mgly ;
Buj ¢hy bosom’s drapery
eils thy fairest jowelry.
Pure lqve only could it b8
That so sweetly thrill’d through me,
When I whilome gazed o theg,
Darling maid, so fdir to see.

s 2. LOVE'S LAMENT®

ON night’s socrecy relying,
Silently I breathe my woes ;

From the haunts of mortals fying,
‘Where the cup of pleastire flows,

v:Flny chocks run %ears all burning,

tly, unceasingly ;

But my bosow’s fiery yearning
Quench’d by tewrs can ngver be.
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When a laitthing urchin, gaily
Many a merry gamo I play’d;

In life’'seunshine buslsing daily,
Knowing nought of grief or shade.

For a garden of enjoyment
‘Was tho world 1 thon lived jn,

Tending flowers 1y 8ol cuployment,
Roses, violets, jessaraine, o o

By the brook’s side, or. theqmendovg,
Strectly mused T in those days;

Now I sco a pale thin shadow,
When upon the brook L gage..

Pale and thin my grief he+hemade mo,
Since mine eyes upon her foll ;

Seeret dorrows now pervade me,
Wonderful aad hard to tell.

«
Deep within my heart I exerish’d
Angcl forms of peace anglove,
Which haye fled their shoft jofs perish'd,
To their starry home above.

-
Ghastly shaudews rise unbidden,
Black night round mino eyes is thrown ;
In my trombling breast is hiftden
A sad whisp'ring voice unkuowg.

Unknown sorrows, unknown®nguish
Toss me wildly to and fro, o
And 1 pine away amd languish,
Tortuped ks an unknown glow.
L]

But the cause why T am lying
Rack’d by fiery, torments now,—
‘Why from very grief I'm dying,—
Love, behold I-The cause art thou ]

4. YEARNING,

TH sweetheart on arm, all my comrades with joy
¢ Beneath the linden tress move ; ©
Bat I, alas, poor dusclate boy,
+In utter solitude rove o
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t Mino eye grows dim, my heart is oppress'd,
When happy lovers I see; *

For a sweotheart by mo ig also possossd,
But, alos, far distant is she.

1 ave borue it for years, with a heart fit to break,
But no longer,can boar with the paix ;

So pack up g biydle,'my pilgrim’s stuff tako,
And staré on wy truvels n.ga.in.

L]
And dgard T gb {fos ypndrfds of mile
Till I come to a city renown’d ;
A noble, river benoat: it smiles, .
With three stately towers ’tis crown’d.

And now my late dorfows no longer annoy,
Mad happy at last is gy love;

For there, with my swoothearf op arm, 1 with joy
(}% beneath the swyetlinden trees rove.

»

4 THE WHITE FLOWER.

IN father’s garden there silently grows
A fow'rat mournful and pale;

The spring-timo returns, the winter’s frost goes,
Palolow’rgt remainoth us pale.

The poor pale flower looks still

Like a young bride tha.izs ill.

Pale flow'ret gently saith to me—
“ Dear brother, pluck the, I pray!”

I answer pale flow’ret—** That must not be,
“ 1 never, will tako thee away.

“ I seek with auxious care

* A purple flow’ret fair.”

Pale flow’ret saith—¢ Seek hero, *scek there,
¢ Scek e’en till the day of thy dgath,
* But still that purple flow’ret fair
“ Thow'lt seck in vain,” she saith.
. “ But, prythee, pluck me now,
“1 am as ill as thon,”_
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_Thus whispers pale flow’ret, besecching me sore
I tremblingly pluck her, and lo!
I find my heart suddenly, blecding no jpore,
. Mine inward eye brightly doth glow.
Mute angel-rapture blest :
Now fills my wounded breast.

¢ 5. PRESI«.JN'LWENE‘

*
YON DER, wherk tl.o Stars
We shall find those poys smile brightly
Which on ecarth secem far sway.
Only in Death’s cold emlracey
Life grows warm, and light roplaces,
Night's dark gloom at dku,wn of day.

WnEN I al with m&veéthe&rt kia,
A happy youtlr a ; ‘

So great the werlth within® my*mind.
I the whole world could buy.

But when her swanlike arms I quit,
In that rad hour of pain, e

Away my boasted wealth doth flit,
And I am poor again.

7. .
I WOULD the songs I'm singing
Had little low’rets been ;
T'd send them to my sweetheart -
Fo~ her to gmell, I ween.

I would the songs I'm singing
‘Were kisses afl unseen ; ‘
I’d send thom all in secret
Upon her cheeks to glean.

I would the sungs I'm singing
Were littl: peas sp green; ¢

I’'d make somne capital pea-soup
All in a soup-tureen !
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8. .
F peage, and happigess, and heart,
Thou, loved one, long fime hast bereft me

And of the gifts'that thou hast left me
o Not one of these doth form a part.

For peace, Woart,happiness, hast thou
To mesa lifg-long serrow given, ¢
With bitter, words eom: pingled oven,—
O te these bick, 'mz' lovéd one, now,

9.

]'3 EMEMBERST thou those fiery glances
» In which his trust the noviee plac’d ?
Tfat long-denied firdt kiss of passion

The ardent lover stoleinhaste ?

[ 4
‘B glances, Yo egficyionced fish-hooks,
On which thidisle is captive brought!
O kigs, thou charming rod of hopey,
- With wllich the bird is limed and caught !

10.

. »
HOU spak’st and gav’st a lock to me
Qfhy dear silken huir;
“ Wear this, #nd I for ever theo
% Within, my heart will wedr.”

Full oft havo heart and hair been call'd

To act this loving parh ¢
Now say": is not thy head yet bald ?
And full.thy little heagt ?
. 11.

0T, loved one, assured me so strongly,
T wellnigh fancied it trae;
That you geserted it was v,
Was ne sign of fglly in you.
But that I almost believed it,
"Tis this that I so rye.
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12.

I’VE seen. full many a fragedy play'd,

. Extracting my tears like magic;

But ‘mongst them all, that touching scene
Had an end by far the most trigic,

Wherein thou tookedst the ringipalypart.
N While I 4t thy fact wasepunting, -— o

How well thou acteds§ thesinnocent one.
\  Thoy actress most chetuxtifig ! *

13. ‘
SK not what T have, my#oved onej—
Ask me rather what I am;
For but liftle wealth T hdust of,
But I'm gentle hs % laab
-

Do not ask me how T'u livink,
But for what, that ask of 1a0’;

For I live inswant and loncly,
Yet I livo alone for thee.

r

Do not ask me df my pleasures,
Ask not of my bitter smart ; _

Pleasure over flies his presenco
‘Who doth own a broken heart.

o —
.

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.

GERMANY. 1815.

(]
ET me sing Germania ' glory !
. Hearken to my nobiest strains !
While my spirit tolls the otory,
Thrilling bliss runs 1 ugh my veins

Time's book is bvfore me lying,e
<" All things that haveghappened hore,
Good with Ev.l ever vying—
All bofore ay guce stands clear.
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From the Frenchman’s distaut mation
Hell approach’d, with impious band,
Bringing shame and desecration,
Oa our much-loved German land,
« All our faith and virtue soiling,
All our heavenly yearnings fled,
All we deemed of worth, despoiling,—
G}'viﬁg sitt and pein instead. ,
German ghame tg gild réfusing,
Dark the Quygnan $un soon grew,
nd & mournful*voice accusing
, Pierced the Gierman oak trees througl
Now the sun once more is glancing,
And the yak trecs roar with joy ;
$he avengers are advancing,
? Shame and sortvw to destroy. *
And deceit’s proud altirshateful
% Totter,lfall fith hidcons sound; ¢
Every Germe#{ heart is gratcful,
Free is Gemhaa holy ground.
Sec’st the glare yon mount illiming ?
Say, what can that wild flamo be ?
Yes! that fire proclaims th8 blooming
Imgge puye of Grermany.
From the night of sin emerging
Geysfhny uninjured stands ;
Wildly is tite spot still surging,
Where,that fair form burdt her bands
On the 0ld oak’s stems*in splendour
Glorious blogsoms fast usfold ;
Foreign blossoms fall, and tendor
Breczes greet us as of old.
All that'sevirtuous is refurning,
All thet’s good appears once more,
And the German, foudly yearning,
Is exulting as of yore.
Ancient manners, ancient German
Virtueg, and heroic deeds !
Valianily each soy of Hermann*
Waves his sword and proudly bleeds.
* The Arminigs of Taci:uu.
.
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Heroes never doves engender,
Lionlike is Hermanu’s race ;

Yet may Jove’s roligion tender
Well near valour take its pla,ce.

Germans t]nough their sorrowg lonely
Learnt Christ’s gentle word to prize;

Their land ’genders bretkren only‘
And lmm-uuty 18 mbe

Once again returns ;hc glonous
Noble love of milstc le Sougy

Well becoming the vietofious
Breasts of German beraes strong

As they to the war are going *°
#Vith the Frank to cros:# the sword,
To tuke signal vengeance glowing
For their pu;ﬁdlv abharr'd,
And, at home, no labout' byeding,
Wokn plltb her gentleVgan
Tends the sacréd vounds wdl bleedmg
In defenge of {herland.”

In hor black dress robed, entranging
Looks the keautcous German daine,
Deck'd withe flow'rs and jewels glancing,

Dismond givded, too, her frame,*

But a nobler, prouder feeling 4
Through we at Ler vision ¢hrills,

‘When, Doside the sick-hed knocling,
Acts of mer cy she fultils.

Heavenly anguls sho resembles
When the last ranght she supplics
To the wounded man, who trembles,
Smilo€ his grateful thanks, apd dies.

He to whom to dic 'tis given
t  On tho battle-ficlL, is blost; "

But a forataste 'ti of heaven,
Dying on 2 wonan’s breast.

Poor, poor sons of France! Fatg ever
Unto you unkind hagboen; ¢

On the Seine’s hanks, beauty never
Bave in search of gold is wcen,
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German women ! German womegn !
‘What a charm the words convey !

German women ! German women !
Flourish ou for" many & dayl”

All our do.ugfnfnrs likeo Loulsa.,
All our sons like Frederick be !

Hear pe'in the grave, Liouisa !
Eyer flodrish Gerraany !

k
LR

DKEAM. 1816.

SON of folly, dream thou ever,
‘When thy thoughts within thee burn H
Buf'in life th¥ visions never

& To reality will turn. .

Once in happier days*chance bore me
To a high piount on the Rhme 3 e

Smiling fay gfie land before mo,
Gloriquslysh¢ sun did* shino.

Far below, the waves were sihging
Wild and magic melodies ;

In my inmost heart were ringing
Blyssful strains in wondrous wise.

Now, yhen gazing from that station
Od® tho land—-how sad its doom1
I but sec a'pigmy nation
Crawkng on a giant’s totab.

So-call’d men wear silken raiment,

Deem themselves the*fation’s flower ;
Honours now are gain’d by payment,

Rogue.s possess both, wealthasnd power. o

Of descent they boast, not merit,
*'Tig their dress that makes them men »
Old coats now alone the spirit,
Of old times bring back .a,ga.i% H

When rgspect and virtee holy
Modestly weng hand in hand ;

‘When the youth with deference lowly
By the aged took_his stand ;
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When a hgndeshake was more valid
. Than an oath or written sheet ;
‘When men, iron-clad, forth sa.lllul
And a heart mblde theig beat.

Our fair garden borders novrish
Many a thousand flow'rots fair;
In the fostering soil they flourisle,

\  Wiilo {he sun smiles on th®n tlﬁ

But the flower most "mr,most goldon

. In our gardens netr :s krbwn)— e

That one which, in days nbw olden,
On each rocky helbht was grown;

‘Which, in cold hill-fortress dwt‘llmg,
Men endued with iron frene

Deem’d the flower all flowers excellmg,
Hospitality 1ts name.”

Weary wanderer, never clagmber
To the mountain’s fort-erwn’d brow ;
’Stead of warin #nd friendly thalaber,
Cold, hard walls reccive thee dow.

From the watoh tower blow no wgrders,
Not a drawbypidgoe is let fall ;

For the castle’s lord and wn.rd(rs
In the cold tomb slumber add. ¢

In dark coffins, too, are sloeping =,
Those dear maids bards sang of 0ld ;
Shrines like these within them kceplng

Greater wonlth thgn poearls and gold.

Strange soft wkispers there are blended,
Like swoet minffesinger’s lays ;
To those dark vaults has descended

The fa¥%*love of wlden days.

True, I also prize onr ladies,

o For they blossom like the May *

And delightful, ton. their trade is, -
"T'is to_danep, stitch, paint all day.

And they sing, i whymos. dehc.w‘qs,
Of old love and loya.ltv,

Feeling all the time susptclous
What.har suzh t}nngs e’er could be.

P

4
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In their simple minds, our mpthera
Used to thiuk in days of yore,

That the gem above all othess
“Fair, man i his bgsom bore.

Very different from this is
What their daughters wisdom call ;
In tie prgsont day our misses
*Love the jewels most of all?

. Lies, deccit, pnd sdperstition
Rule,—lif¢!s charms are throwt. aside,

. 'Whilst Rome's sordid base ambition
Jordgn’s pearls has fulsified.

To your fdavk domain Yeturn you,
Visions of far happicr days;

O’cr a time which thus doth spurn you,
Vain laments no fortger raise!

. TIiE CONSECRATION.

LONELY in the forest chapel,
= At the image of the Virgin,
Lay a gentle, pallid stripling,
Bent in Jumble adoration.

O onna ! Let mo ever

Oh the threshold here be kneeling 3
Thou wilt never drive mg from thee,
To thd world so cold and sinful.

O Mddonna ! Sunny radiance

Round thy hoad's bright locks is gleaming,

And a mild sweet smile is playing
Round thy fair mouth’s holProucs.

.O Madonna ! Thine eyes’ lustre
Lightens me like stars in heaven;
‘While life’s bark doth drift at random,
Stars lead on for ever surely.,

O M®lonna! Witholt wayering

T bive borne shy test of sorrow, ‘
On kind lovoe relying blindly,

In thy glow.alono c’er glgwing,

11
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O Madonna ! This day hoar me,
*Full of mercy, rich in wonders !
Grant me then a sign of favour,

_ Just one little sign of fuvour.

Then presently kappen’d a marvellous wonder
he forest and chapoel were parted insunder ;

’ﬁ{:‘oy understood not the mitaclg strange,

Fortall around umn did, su:ldonly change.

In a brilliant hall thore sal th.; Mudonua, .
Her rays wére gone, as he gazed upon her;
«8he bore the form of a lovely muid,
Around her lips a childlike smzle play’d,

And see! from her fair and flowirg ¢resses *
She steals a lock, as she thus addresses

In a heavenly tone, the rpptuied boy :

The sweetest reward ofi earth enjoy !

What attests this conscerati S? ‘
Saw’st thou not th. raisxbog® shedding
Its sublime ilnmivation, - *  °
O’er the wide horizon spreading ?
-

Angels up and down are raoving,
Loudly do their pinions fluttor ;

Breathing music strange and 13Ving,
Sweet the melodios they utter. o

Well the stripling knows the ybarning
Through his ¥rame that nosedosh quiver;
To that land his footfieps turning,
Where the my.e,;{,_l‘g bloowms for ever.

THRMMOOR'R SFRENADE .

TO my sleeping dear Zuleima’s
Bosom rum, ye tears all burning! °
Then will Ler sweet heart for Abdul
’Gin to beat with tender yearning.

Round my sleeping*dear Zuleima’se
« Bar disport, y¢ tears of anguishl®
Then will her fi:> head in vision

Sweet for Abilul’s lqve straight languish



EARLY POEMS. 13
-
Q’er my sleeping dear Zuleima's
Soft hand stroam, my heart’s blood gubhmg !
Then will her sweet hand begr on if
* Abdul’s hearf’s blood, erimson flushing,

Sorrow.ds, a.las born voweless,
In its mouth no tongue is growing,
It hgth o f]ly"benrs and sighing,
eAnd, blood from the heart’s wounds ﬂd\mu{,

J
DI»;EAM AND LIFE. =

T]IE day was glowing, my heart, too, glow’d,
In silence I bore my sorrow’s load;

‘When night arrived, I hastened then

To tke blossoming roso in the silent glen

1 &ftly approach’d, and wmtc,as the grave,
Wile tears my checks did sccretly lave, ..

I peep'd in th€ cwy’ of the rose so fair,

And lo! a bright lighé was glilmmering there.

By the rose 1 joyfully fell asleep, .

WMn a swaet mocking dream did over me crecp;
The form of a rosy maid was reveal’d ;

A rosy bogice hcr bosom conceal’d.

She gave mc soon a rich golden storo,

To a golden” cottage the prizo 1 bore;
Strange goings-ch in the cottage I found,—
. Small elves aro deicing in  grace 'l round.

Twelve dancers are d.a.ncmg, and taking no rest,
And closely their hands togettier aro press'd ;

And soon ai a dance has come to a close,

Another begins, and each merrily g®s. )

And the music they dance to thus sounds in my ear:
“The Mappiest of hours will ne’er rcappear, ¢
“The whole of thy life was only a dream,

“ And this hour of pleasure a dream wjjthin dream.”

The dream isover, the sun i8 up,
1 eagerly peep in the gosc’s cup.

Adas! in the place of the glimmering light,
A nasty insect mects my gight.
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~ THE LESSON.
)\ "OTHER tells little bee,
- Yonder wax taper floe ;
Buat for his mother's prayers
Little bee little cares.
Round the light hovers he,”
Huwuming all merrily, .
Mother’s cry hears not hoy ¢
Little beo! Isittle béo! ¢
Youthful onc! PFooli<h wnet
Pbor little simpleton k
Tn the flame rasheth he,
Littlo bee! Little bee! .
Now tho flame flickers Ligh,
In the flume he must dic :
t Wase of the muideas. then,
Sons of mend Sons o men!

® TO FRANCIS V. Zy:—. «
I’M drawn to the North by a goldga star ;
Farewell, brother ! forget me nbt when I am far :
To poetry ever faith¥ul alude,
And never desert that charming bride.
As a priceless treasurce® proserve i thy breast
The German language o fair and blest;
And shouldst thou c’er come to tho Northern strand
O listen awhile at that Northern strand; o,
Ard list till thou hearest a ringing rexiote
That over the silent waters doth flont.
When this thou hearcst. oxpect ore long *
The sound of the well-gnown minstrel’s song.
Then strike thou ‘in turn*tkine echoing chord,
And give mo news that may plonsure afford ;
Howematters with#theo, dear minstrel, go,
And with the others whom I loved so; *
And boy it fares with the lovely girl
"Whg set 80 many young hearts in a whirl,
-And filted so many with ycarnings divine—
T'he blossoming $ose on th blossoming Rhine.
An& give me nows of my ftherland too,
If gfill iis tho land of alti-ction {rue;
If sfill the old God in (icrmany lives,
. And none to the Evil (ng-hqmage now gives.
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And when thy sweet song thus lovin;?y rings,
And joyous stories with it thus bring

Far over the waves to tho distant strqnd,

The bard will rejoice in*the fur North land.

A PROLOGUE TO THE HARTZ-JOURNEY.

A_LL I saw ansl hewrd when travelling, /
- .Aﬂ that soul wud heart foupd pleasing,
All that gdve me fHod g covilling,
c“All Jhatr tedbgs was or teasing ;
Solomn jostlings, wild excitement,

«Jloth of simpletons and sages,—
All shall swell the long indictment

Ofwny trayely in these pages.

ve not travels lifc twicu over ?

When at home orie liyeg once obly;
Wonldst thou nobler cuds*discover,

Thou mwst leave thy closet lonely, *
On the world’s gvidv stage, tach player

Is a mithic o a puppet, .
&ides his hobby his own way, or
¢ . Bids fhe others clamber up it.

1f we'ro laughed at by our neighbour,
Riditg in this curious fashion,

Let us hjpn in turn belabour,
Jeorihg hip without compassion.

Read thesg travels in the marner

And the'senso in whjch I'm writing ;
Each one has his fav’rito bunner

Under which he fanciesAighting.

DEFENDeNOT.

L ]
EFEND it not, defend it not,
This wretched world below ;
Defend its gaping people not,
Who care for nought but pomp and show}
The todious ones, defead them not,
Whe cause us_such ennui ;
The'learued ones, defend them not,
In their o’erpow’ring pedantry.

15
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The women, too, defend them not,
Though good oncs muy be there ;
The best pmongst them scorneth not,
The man she loves fiot, to ensnare.
And then my friends—defend them not ¢
Count not thysolf one now ;°
For thou those friends resemblest not,—
No! firm, and good, and tauc a¥t thou
[ 3 [} *
APARODY.
INDEED they have weariad® me ‘grestly, .
And made me exceeditigly sad,
Ono half with their prose so vretched,
The other with poetry bad.
Their terrible discord has seriter'd ¢
‘What little senses I had,
One half with their grone‘ s0 wretched,
The other with ‘poetry bad.
But “hongst the whole armygof seribble
They most have stivr'd aip oy bile,
Who write in neither prosaic*
Nor true poctical style,
WALKING FLOWERS AT BERLIN.
ES! under the lindens, my dear friend,
Thy yearmings may suti8iicd bo;
The fairest of womunukind here. friengd,
All walking together, thowlt goe.
How charming shey look, how delicious,
In gay silken garmgnts all dresd'd!
A certain poet jndicious
“ Walkifig flows ” has named them in jest.
How very charming each bonnet!
Bach Tuish shawl, how it glgla.ms!
Each check, what a bright glow upon it !
 Each neck, how swanlike it seems! ¢

EVENING 8CNGS,

. 1.
WITHOUT amy aim, forth Igallied,
. And rowrn'd by the pond otwr the lea;
The charming i+ wers look’d pallid,’ ;
And svectre ke cazed noon ma.
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Upon me thoy gazed, and to chatter
And tell my dull tale I began ;
They ask'd e, what was the guattor
With me, poor hml-lgoking man,

The truth, I‘valiantly said it;
No lové in the world can I find ;
And as ¥ havo dost all my credit,
Vgiﬂt want of.cash 'tis combip’d.
. . “& Y
’ L o
AND over the pond are sailing «
Two swans all white a8 snow ;
Sweet voices mystoriously wailing
I:ierce through me as onward they go.
oThoy sail dlohg, and & ringing
e Sweet mclody sises on hngh, «
And when the swans egin singing,
They I:rosently must die. .

’l. » 3. .
“7 HEN in forrow, they dare not show s,
However mournful their mood,
Ror the ®wan, like the soul of the poet,
By the dull world is ill understood.

And in*their 4eath-hour they waken
Tho aiy, and break into song ;
And, ufless my ears are mistaken,
They sing how, while sailing along,
°

4y
HE cloudlots a.rcxy:.';ﬂy sgiling
O’er the blue Atlantic sea;

And mid the twilight there hovers
A shadowy figureo’cr me.

Full deop in my soul it gazes,
With old-time-recalling eye,

Like a glimpse of joys long buried,
And happiness long gone by.

Familiar the vision dppeareth,
Methinks I know it full well ;

*T'is the much-loved shadow of Mary,
Who on carth o longer doth dwell.

17
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She Leekons in friendly silence,
And*clasps me with gentle despair ;
But I scize hold of my glassos,
To have a better stare !

SONWETS.
‘1. TO AUGUSTUS WILLIAM YVON SCHLEGEL.

YPHE worst of worms : the dagger thoughts of doubt—
The worst of poisons : to mistrust one’s power—
These struggled my life’s marrew-to devour;
T wus a shoot, whose props were rooted out.
' Thou pitiedst the poor shodt in that sad hour,
And bad’st it climb thy kindly words about;
To thee, gfoat Master,rowe I thanks dsvout,
Should the weak shnot ¢'er hlossom into flower.
O still watch o’er it, as it grows ay.ace,
That as a tree the"gardcu it may grace
Of that fair fay, whosce favourite child “hou wert.
My nurse used of that garden to assert
That a strange ringing, wondrous swect, there dwells,
Each flower cun speak, each tree with music swells.
*

2. TO THE SBAME.

CONTENTED not with thine own property,
The Rhine’s fuir Nibelung-treasure thou didst steal,
The wondrows gifts™s¢ Thames’ far banks conceal,—
The Tagus’ flowors were boldy pluck’d by thee,
« Thou mad'st t}s0 Tiber, many a gem reveal,
The Seine paid tribute to thine industry,
Thou pierced’st e’en to Brama’s sanctuary,
. feaﬁs from the Ganges taking in thy zesl.
‘Thou greedy mun, I pray thee be content _
With that which seldom unto man is lent;
Instead of adding mo: ., to spend prepare!
Add with the treasurcs which ghou with guch ease,
Frpm North and Seuth acoustom’d wert to seize,
. fEurich the schaler «nd the joyful heir!
R PR ‘
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8. TO COUNCILLOR GEORGE, 8——, OF GOTTINGEN

THOUGH the demeanour be imperious, proud
Yet rqund the lips may gontlencss play stiﬁ;
Though the oyo gleam and cyery muscle thrill, ,
ot ay the voice with calmness heendow’d.
TLus art thou in the rostrum, when aloud
Thou speak’st ,of governments and of the skill
Of cabinets,%und of the people’s will,
Of Grermuny®s lofg strif@ ansl ends avow’d,
No'er Qe thine imagoyblottedfrom my mind !
In times of barbarody self-love like thesc!
How doth an image of such greatness please!
What thou, in fashion fatherly and kind,
Spalk’st to my heart, while hows flow swiftly by,
Deep ‘in foy heart Iestill bear faithfully.

- *

.
4. TO J. B. ROUSSEAU,

THY friendly grectings open wide my breast,
And the durk chamers of my heart unbar ;

Home visions gwot?'mc like somo radiant star,
And magic pinions fan mo into rest. °
Onecg fore theaRhine flows by me, on its crest

Of waters mount and castle mirrér’a are;

On vine-clgd hills gold clusters gleam afar,
Vine-dressers climb,while shoot the flow’rets blest.
Could I but sgpethee, truest friend of all,

‘Who still dost ling thyself to me, as clings
The ivy green around a crumbling wall!

Could I but be with thee, and to thy song

In silence listen, while the redbreast sings,

And the Rhine’s waters softly fiuit” along™

A TORTURE-CHAMBER was the world to me,
Where I suspended by the feet did hang;
Hot pincers gave my body many a pang,

A vice of iron crush’d mo fearfully. ’

T'wildly cried in pameless agonyy
From mouth gnd eyes the blood in torrents sprang,—
A maid passed by, who a gold hammer swang,

Aud presently the coup-de-grace gave ghe.
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My quivering Limbs she acans with cager oye,

My dongue protiuding, as death’s hour draws nigh,

. Trom out my bleeding mouth,—a ghastly sight,
My hoart’s wild pantings lears she withs delight ;

My last death-ratile music is the while .

To her, who stands with cold and mocking emile. «

. .
6. THE NIGHT WA'I\)HGON: THE DRACHENFELS.
TO FRITZ VON B——, - «

,’T WAS midnight as we sealed the mountain height,
The wood pile ‘neath the walls the flames devourd,
And as my joyous comrades round‘it cower’d,
‘They sang of Gormany’s renown 4. fight.
Her health wo drank from Rhine wine beakors*hright,
The castle-spirit ontbo summit tower'd,
Dark forms of srmdd kniglis around us lower’d,
And womén's misty shapcs appear’d # sight.
And from the ruins there aross lpw mouns,
Owls hooted, rattling sunuds werd'heard, and groans ;
A furious north wind bluster’d fitfully. .
Such was tho night, my friend, that I did pass — *
On the high Drachehfels,—but T, alas,
A wretched cold and cough took home avith me!

s 7. IN FRITZ STEINMANN'S ALBUM.

VHE bad victorious arve tho good lie‘fow ;
The myrtles are replaced by poplars dry,
Through wirich th¥*eveniug breozes loudly sigh,
Bright flashes take the place of silent glow.—
Ix, vain Parnassss’ heights you'll plough and sow,
Tmage on image, flower on flower pile high,
In vain youll struggle till you're likt to die,
* Unleds, before the epg is luid, you know
" Hpw to cluck-cluck ; and, bulls’ horns putting on,
- Ligarn to write sage critiques, both pro and con,
. tAnd your own tramjxst blow with decent pride.
3&&@ for the mob, not for.pogterity, '
£ blustering noise your:pooms’ lever be,~
[You'll then be by the pyblic deified,
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8. TO HER, -

FIVHE flow'rets rod and yhite that I &old here,
Whichl blossom’d erst fropn out the heart’s dey s
=~ wound, '
+~Into a lovely nosegay I have bound,
And offer unto sheo, mty mistress dear.
By its acceftanco bo thy bard’s love grown'd!
1 cannot from this cartl]’s s#ené disappear,
Till Iohave left % sign, of love sinccre.
Remember me whensI my death have fotind.
Yet ne’er, O mistress. shalt thou pity me;
My Iife of grief was enviable ¢’en,—
For in myheart I boro thee lovingly.
And greator bliss ghail soon be mine, when I
Shall, as thy guardian gpirit, watch yoseen,
Thy heart with peaceful greetizgs satisfy.

.
9. GOETHE'S MUNUMENT AT FRANKFORT-ON-THE
SMAIN. 1821

*
00D German men, maids, matrons, pray give ear
*Colloctysubscribers with the utmost speod,
The worthy folk of Frankfort have agrecd
To build & onument to Goethe here.
* At fair time " (thInk they) < this will make it clear
¢ To foreige traders that we're of his breed,
¢ That *twas oug soil that nurtured such fair secd,
* And then in trade they’ll trust uws without fear.”
O touch tho bard’s bright wreath of laurel never,
And keep your money in your pockets too ;
"Tis Goethe’s, his own monumngent to rase.
He dwelt amongst you in his infant days,
But half a world now severg him fsgm you,
Whom a stream*doth from Bachsenhausen* sever !

10. DRESDEN POETRY.

A"I' Dresden on the Elbe, that handsqgme city,
‘Where s?a.w hats, verses, and cigars are made,
They'vo bujl (1it well may make us feel afraid}
{

A nusic-club and music®warehouse pretty.

* A suburb of Frankforl, on &he furthg side of the Main.
* i
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There meot the gentlemen and ladies witty ,

Berr Kuhn,* g&lse Nostitz*—adepts at the trade,—
- Spout verses, sulling action to their aid. ,
How grand! Avaunt, ye critics l—more’s<tho pity !
Nest day the paper tolls us a1l th facts,

Bright'st brightness flies, Llnld sT (,hlldlshncss s

childliko,

Tho critic’s supplement is mea.n ¥ob \\'xldhke
Arnoldi* takes the casls, ) 2y salésman aéts ;

.. Then Bottiger* uppears, with naiso snfer al—,

"Tis a true oracle, that Eveniflg Journal !

. 11, BREADLESS A"

& .
I_ OW soon my poverty would endaed b
Could Ithe pengil usé, and paint away, ©
The walls of custles proud ‘and churches gay
Adorning *with my pictures merrily !
How soon would wealth replaye my pcumv,
Could I the fiddle, flute, :mH pPheno play.
Aud with snele LlU'ﬂ.ll(‘f‘ perform ench day,
That lords and ludics all o pp]audod mo},
But ah! in Mammoa's siniles I ne’er had part,
For T Lave follow’d thee alone, alas !
Thoe, Poctry, most thankicss, brediless art!
W]lon others (how I'm b]wslnng, now Twvpe said it !)
Drink their champagne {1om outga bnmnung glass,
‘I noeds must go without, or drink on cm.ht!

* German Lifteratenrs of more or less note.
t+ In the origipal, flell wnd Kind, well-known writers, It is
neceseary to translate the ndmes for {he sake of the pun.



23

BOOK, OF SONGHS.

" *PREFACE.

H1IS is the olden fairy wood !
The linden blossows smell swectly,
The stringe mystarious light of the moon
EXchauts my senscs completely.

I onward weut, and as I woilf,
A voice above me was ringing ;—

"Tis swrely the nightingale’s notes that I hear,
Of love angd lovg's dorrows €he’s singing.

She sings of love and love's sorrows as well,

o 3he sings of smiling and aching,

She sadly exults, she joyfully sobs,
Forgotfen visions awaking.

1 onward went, and as I went,
I saw before me lying,
On open ground, a castle vast,
With gables in loftiness vying.
L

The windows were closed, and all things appear’d
To stillnoss and sadness converted :

It seem’d s though silent doath had his home
Within those walls desexrfed. “

L]
A sphinx was lying before the door,
Part*comical, part not human ;
Its body and paws a lion’s were,
With tho brensts and head of a wogan.

A woman faig! her white eyts spoke
Of yearnings wild Rt tender ;

Her lips, all mute, were closely arch'd,
And smiled o silent sugrender.
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The nightingale so sweetly sang,
B fonnd it inVain to resist it—
< I kiss'd the besuteous face, aud, sh!
Was ruined as soon as [ issed it.
The marble figuro with life was fill'd,
The stone began sighing and grofining ;
She drank 1y kisses’ tremulons glows _
With thirsty and eager mox:ni.ug’ .
She well nigh drank 1y {reath away,
And thop, with sensual ardow *
Embraced me, while her lion’s®pusrs press'd
My body harder and harder.
" O blissful torment and rapturous v o !
¢ The pain, like the pleasure, nabeunded ™
For while the mouth’s kisses filled me with j
* The paws most fearfally Wounded.
The nightingale saug: O beanteous sphing
0 loved one, expliin the reason ®
“Why all thy raptures with paigs of death
“ Are mingled, in erncd weason ?
« O beautcous sphing! ¢aplain to me
¢« The riddle so full of wonder!
“1 over it many a thousand years
“ Have never ceased to ponder.™

YOUTHFUL,SORROWS.
1817-21.

.

L VISIONS.
«1,

OF love's wild glow ¥ dreamt in former days,
Qf mignonetto, fair locks, und myrtle twinir g,
Of Tips so swect, with bitter words combining,

Of mouraful melodies of mournful lays.

Those,dreams have long been seattor’d far and banish'd,
My dearost vision fled for evermore,
And, save the burning ¢low I used to pour

Into my tender numbers, 111 is vanish'd,
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Thou ling’rost still, deserted song! Now go,
And seck that long-lost vision ; shoyldst thou mest t,
On my behalf in Joving fashion greqt it,—

An airy breath to that dimi shade 1 blow.

' A_DRFAM l)ot}f strange and sad to sce
©nce startled. and, dolighted ‘me ;
The dismal, vision haunis me still,
Ahd in 'y heart-doth wildly thrill,

There was a gardon wondrous fair,—
I fain would wander gladly thero ;
The beautcous flowers upon, mo gazed,
Angl Ligh I fotinéi my rapture raised.

The birds were twitliring ghove °
Their joyous melodies of love;

The sun was red with rays ef gold,
The flowers all lovely to behpld.

Swect fragrance all the herbs exhale,
Amd swectly, softly blows the gale;

® And all Things glisten, all things smile,
And show their loveliness the while.

L]
Amid that bright and flowery land
A marblg fountain was at hand,
And théro I saw a maiden fair
‘Washing a garment white with care.

Her cheeks were sweet, her oyes were mild,
Fair hair'd and saintly logk’d tho child,
And as I.gazed, she seem’d to be

So strange, yet so well klzown to me.

The beautedus girl, who made all speed,
A pong was humming, strange indeed :
¢ Water, water, quickly run,

“ Let the washing soon be done,”

I went and stood then in ber way,

And whisper'd gently : “ Prythee say,
J¢Thou maiden swee!ya.ml -vondrous fair,

“ For whom dost thou this dress prepare ?”
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Thon spake she quickly: ¢ Ready be!
» ¢ I'm wash#pg thine own shroud for thee!”
bcnrco had Jor lips these words let fall,
Like foam the vision vartish’'d all. -

" And still cutranced, ere long’I stood
Within o desert, gloomy wood : €
To reach the skies the bramches seught
I stood amazed, and thoun‘ht ad thgught.

And hark ! v what hblllw celmmrr soundd
Like axc-strokes fills the aiy tr ouf)d .
Through waste and wood I%p+:d apace.
Until I reach an open place.

In the green plain before me rprend

A mighty oak trec vear’d its dicyd ;

And lo! the maiden, strange to see,
Was felling with ap axe the treo.

With blow on blow a song sue sings
Unceasing. as the*axe she ~Wingd®:
“Iron glittering,sivon by xght,

¢“ How the oakcn chest aright®’

I went and stood then in her way,

And whisper'd gently : ¢ Prythee say,

¢ Thou sweet and wondrous maiden mine,
¢ For whom dost Lhew the onkom shrin® 2™

Then spake she quickly : ¢ Time is chult
¢ To hew thy coffin is my sporty!”™-

Scarce had her dips these words lot fall,
Like foam the vision vanish'd all. ©

Bleak, diin was all above, beneath,

Around was barrcn, barren hLoath :

I felt in strange mysterious mood,
« And shuddering inwardly I stood.

And as I roam’d on silently,

A whitish streak soon caught mine eye; *
T basten’d tow’rd it, and when there,
Beinold, I found the muiden fair !

On wide heath stood thic snowy maid,
Djgging the ground with gexton’s spacde;
Bearce dared I gaze - hef ar ight,

8o fair yot fearful = s the sight.
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The beauteous girl, who nmde all speed,
A song was humming, strange ipleed :
< Spage, O spade, so sharp and §ried,
“ Dig a pit both devp and wide.”

»I went, and stood then in her way,
And whisper®d gently : ¢ Prythee say,
“Thou myiden sweet and wondrous fair,
“What theano the pit that's lying there ¥’
Then spake she quickl? : * Silent be !
& A cold, dold*'grave I dig for thee.”
And when the fafr maid thus replied;
Its snouth the pit straight openced wide.
And when the pit was full in view,
A cHilling shudder picreed me through,
And in the grave so dark and deep
Headlong 1 fell, unfl—wqke fromesleep.

. 3 .
IN midnight vision I mysclf huve spied,
As for somue feshival, in ruflles dress’d,
In a black gala~coat and silken vest ; —
My #weet agd trusting love with scorn L cyed ;
And bow’d low down, and said “,Art thou a bride #”
“1 wish thec joy, dcar Madam, I protest!”
And yot my lips reluctantly express'd
The words ge cold and tauntingly apydied.
Aud bitter tears jhen suddenly *gan falling
From hor dear eyes, und in a spu of weeping
Wellnigh dissdlvad hor image so enthralling.
O lovely eycs, ye stars of ove so kindly,
What though ye, whoen awajke, and cen when sleeping
Deceived mo oft, I trust yo still as blindly !

IN %ium I saw a tiny manikin,
o went on stilts, with steps a yard apart -
White was his linen, and his dress was smart,
But he was coarse and most unclean wjthin,
Yes, worthlesg inwardly, andsfull of sin;
Worthy tp scem outside was his great art,
.Of courage he discolirsed, as from his heart,
Defiant, stubborn, 'neath a veil but thin.
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« And Bhow’st thou who he is? Come here and sec !”
Bo sprke thé dreat-god, slily showing me
Within a mirror's frame this vision “then. .
The 1manikin before an altar sthod,
My 1ove beside him, both said Yc-p, they won]d
And thousand laughing devils eried “ Amen!”

'\ HY stirs and éhates rdy madden’d blood *
‘Why burns my heart in fufions mood ?

My blood fast hoils, and foams nd fumes,

And passion ficrco my heart consumes.

My mad blood buils in foaming stream,
Because I've dreamt an ovil dream : .
Night's gloomy son appear’d oue day,
And bore me 1n his grms away.
To a bright house goon broughi he me,
Wheroe wounded harp and revelry, «

And torches glemn’d and tepors ‘shone—
The hall T entored then alone.’

I saw a merry wedding feast,

The glad guests rovnd the table pressd;
And when the bridal pair T spicd,

O woe! my mistress was the bride,

There was my love, aud strange to Sag,
A stranger clair’d her hand to-duy.
Then close behind her chair of Lonour
I silent stood and gazed npon her. ¢

The music sounded-—still I stood ;

Their joy but swell’demy mournful mood ;
The bride she look'd so highly blest,

Her hand the whilo the bridegroom press'd.

, The bridegroom next fill’d full his cup,
And from it drank, then gave it up B
DUnto the bride ; she smilcd a thank ;

O woe ! my rod blood ’twas she drank.
he bride a rosy apple took,
d gave it him witl bmllmg look ; A
He took his knife, 'u«l cut a part ;
O woe! it was ind- 4 my heart.
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Thoy lovingly each other eyed

The bridegroom boldly chn.sp’d{the bride
And %kissed Her on per checks 80 red ;

O wod8! cold death kiss’d me instcad.

" Like lead my tongue within me lay,
Vainly I gtrove vne word to say ;
A noiseswas heard,—the dance bogan,
The eridal pair were m the van.”

Whilst I &tood pooted to the ground,,

The dancers ninfbly whirl'd around ;

The bridegroom spoke a whisper’d word,—
She blush’'d, well pleased with what she heard,

, 6.

N blissful dream, in silent night,
Therg eae to me, with magic méght,
With magic might, my own sweet love,
Into my Iittle wbom above.

1 gazed upon the darling child,

gazcd;, aud she all-gently smiled,
And smiled until my heart dwell’d high,
‘Whenetormlilke daring words breath’d I :

“ Tuke, $ake thon overything that’s mine,
“My An will I to thee resign,

“If I may be thy paramour -

¢ From midnight till the morning hour.”

Then on me gazod the beauteous yaid,
‘With looks that inward %trifo betray’d,
So sweet, g0 sad, while thus she said :

* Give me, thy hope of hvaven instead!”

e 1y lifo so sweet, my youthful blood,
“ Il give with checrtul joyous mood,

“ For thee, O maidcen angel-fair,—

“ But hope of heaveu hercafior—mnser !”
My daring speech flow’d 'readily,

Yet eves fairer blomsom’d she,

And still the beauteous maiden said

“ Give me thy ho‘pe ofeheavonginstead §”
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These words fell on me heavily,

Phen rush'd,flike some fierco flowing sea,
Down to my épirit’s depth most doep,~—s
I scarce had power mpy brbath to keop. *

There came a band of angels white,
Graced with a golden halo brjght,
But wildly follow'd in their track
A grisly trata of gollins black. —

They wrestled with the angely *hit
And drote away those angels brigh
And then the gloomy sqnadron tho
Melted like morning mist from v.ov

Fain had 1 dicd of Fapture theee,
My arms upheld wy waiden fuir;
e . L
She nestled near medike a ror,
But alro wept with*bitter o,
[}

L] ¢
Sweet maiden wept 5 well know 1 why,
Her rosy mouth to peac laseVv T:.
«“Q gtill, sweob love, that tearful flood,
“ Burrender to my loving mood ! .

¢ Surrender to my loving mood !” —
When sudden froze io ice my blood; *
The carth beneath me groaw’d and sigh'd,
A yawning chesm opend wide. ,

And from the chasn’s gloomy veil

Rose the black troop,—sweet Tove turn’'d pal
My arms were of swoct love bureft,

And T in sotitude was leff.

The gloomy troop around me danced

* In wondrous circle, then advanced, ¢
And seized and bore me to the ground,
While scornful laughter vose around.

And still the circle nartowor grew,

And ever hitram’d tho ‘carfal crew:

“ Thy hopo of heaver was pledg’d by thee,
¢ Phou’rt ours for al’ eternty |” ¢



BOOK OF SONGS. 31

7.

THOU naw hast $he money,—why ﬁfmger delay ? -
Thou dark scowling®*felloyw, why lingering stay ?

Twbinin my chamber, 'and patiently wait,

And midnight is nvar, but the bride is still late.

From the churghyand tfm shuddering breezes arise ;—
Ye breczes, O say, hus wy bgidg mct yomr eyes ?
Pale demons conie roundrme, and hard on me press,
Mako @utsics with ghaning, and nod their O yes !

Quick, tell me the message you're coming about,
Black villain, in livry of fue trick’d out!

My mistresgs sends® word that she soon will be here ;
In a cagdrawn by draggous sho’ll shortly appear.

Dear groy little man. say,*what would’st thou to-day '*
Dead master of mine. what's thy business, pray ?
He gazes upon mg with mute moyrnful micny
Shakes bis head, turns away, and no longer is seen.
kd

His tail wags the shadey old dog, and he whines ;
Al brightly the eye of the black tom-tat shincs ;
Thewwomen are howling with long flowing bair,—
‘Why sings my old nurse my old cradle-song there ?

Old nurse stfhs at hsmo, to her song to attend,
The eiapopcia §s long at an end ;

To-day 1 anekooping my gay wedding feast ;
Only wateh the arrival of each gallant guest!

Only watch them ! Good sirs, how polite is your band ;

Yo earry your heads, ‘stead of hats, in your hand ;

With your clattering bones, and like gallows-birds
dress’d,

Why arrive here so late, when dhe wind is at rest ?

The old witch on her broomstick comes galloping on:
Al, bless tme, good mother, I’'m really thy son. e
The mouth in her pale fuce beginning to twitch,

* For ovor, amen,” soon replies the old witch.

Twelve wither'demusicians com@ erecping along,
The limping Wind fiddley is seen in the throng;
Jaclpudding dress'd cut in his motley array,

.()n the gravedigger’s buck is grimacing away.
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With dancing twelve nuns from the convent advanoo,
The lecring old Yrocuress londing tho dance ;

Pwelve merry ydung priests follow close i thelr train,
And sing their lowd sopgs itf a church-going strain.

Till you're black in the face, good old clothesman, (‘(m'j
yell

Your far-cont will nothing avafl you hehcll ;

’Tis heatod forenought pll the Fear with odd things,—

"Stead of wood, with the bores of dead boggars and
kings. . . .

The girls with the flowers seem’d hunchback'd and hent,
Tumbling head over heels in the » ¢ n us theyv®went ;
With your fuces liko owls, and & gratshoppygr's leg,
‘That rattling of hunes discontine, § Heg. ps

The squadrons of hell gl appear iu their shroflls,
And busile and hnstle 11 fast-aw e Hung crowds ;

The waltz of damnatign resours in ghe car,—

Haush, hush! my sweet love « at length drawing nca:,

L]
Now, rabble, be \}ui(-t, or g 1 youtawa$ !
I scarcely can héur ¢’en one word that T say:
Hark! Is't not the sound of o chariot at M d 5 @
Quick, open the door: Why thus loitering stand ?

Thou art wcleome, mny dorling! héw goc 4‘1t, my swoet ?
You're welcomo, goad pare ! stand np, I ontreat!
Good parson. with hoof of & horse gnd with tail,

‘I'm your dutiful scrvant, and wish you all hail !

Dear bride, wherefore stand’st thoa so pale and so
dumb?

The parson to join us tdgether has come

Full dear, dear as blood, is the feo 1 must pay,

%nd yet to possess theetis merely chilld's play.

Knecl down, my sweot bride, by my side prythee kneol
She bicels and sbe sinks,- ) what rapture 1 feel !—
She siuks on my heart, on my fast-heaving breast;
With shuddexing pleasure | hold her close press'd.

Like billows her goldeh locks circle the pair,

*Gainst my heart beats ')io hasrt of the faaiden so fuir
They beat with a union of sorrow und love,

Argd soar to the ;qgio > of hc&Yen above
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‘While our hearts are thus floating in rapture s wide seq,
In God's holy realms, all untrammellfd and frec,

On our heads, as a scrrible sign and at brand,

Has Lell in derision jmpobed her grim hand.

In'proprid. persond, the dark son of night

As parson bestows thogpricst’s blessing to-night ;
From a bloody Book breathes Le the formula terse,
Each prayer oxocm’bion,.cm‘l‘ blessing @ curso.

A craghing and hissing tnd howling is heard,

Liko rolling of thunddg, like waves wildly stirr'd ;
‘When sudden a bluish-tinged light brightly flamcs,
“ For ever, amen |” the old mother exclaims.

8

I CA¥E from the house of nyy mistirexs dear,

And wander'd, half frenzied, in miduight fear,
And when o'er the churchyard T, mournfullys trod,
In soleum silenee the graves scem’d fo nod.

"Tho musician’s sld t&mbstone seem’d uodding to be ;
Tis the flickering light of the moon that I see.
Therc® whisper “ Dear brother, T soon shall Le here!”
Then a misty pale form from the somb doth appear.

The musiciam it wug who arose in the gloom,
And pereb’d bimscelf high on the top of the tomb;
The chords 1@?’ his Iute he struck with good will,
And sang with a v8ico right hollow and shrill :

« Ah, know ye still the olden sony,

¢ That thrill’d tho breast with passion strong,
“Yo chords so dull pgnd unmowing ?

“The angcls they call it the joys of heaven,

“The devils they cait it hell’s torments oven,
“ Andsmortuls they ¢all it— loving 17

The last grord’s sonnd had scarcely died,
When all the graves their mouths open’d wide; ¢
Maony airy figures step forward, and cach
"The musician draws near, while in chor® they screech .
“ Laovg, O love, thy wondrous might
“Broupht us to this dreary plight,
“Closed our cyes in endless night,—

“To disturb us.why slclightg”
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Thus howl they confusedly, hissing and groaning,
With roaring andj sighing and crashing and moaning ;
The mad troop tho musician sunuun(l as bofore,

And, the chords the musjeian Strikes wildlf ouce more:

o«
“ Bravo! bravo! TIow absurd:
“Welcome to ye !
“Plainly knew ye
“ That T spake the Wagh wordﬂ

** Ascwe pass the livelon: e ycu.x
< Still as mice in prison drear,
¢ Let’s to-day be full of cheer!
“ First, though, plvau- .
¢ Soee that no oire olse is 1);1? ;

“ Fools were we as long as *wmp;
“TPo lovie's m.uld;‘{ungpq\xmn giving
© ATl onr mudden’d «nergics.

“TLit, by way of veerention, o
¢ Each one give a troc gurration
“ Of his former bistoley,—
“ Mow ('IoVMu"d
“ low o’crpuwer’d -
“ In love's fruutic chase was bo.”

Then as light as the air from the esrcle thére broke
A wizen'd thin being, who hunmingly gpoke :
L
L]

“ A tailor was 1 by professioh
“ With neddle and with b}lt‘lu, ;
¢ None made a better impression
*“ With ncedle and with shears.
.

¢ Then came my mastor’s duughter
“ With ncedle gnd with shears,
* And picreed my sorrowing bdkom
¢ With needle and with shears.”

In right merry chorus the spivits then laughed ;
It solcn silerce o sceond stepp’d aft :

« Groat Rinaldo Lipeldini,

¢ Sehinderhano, Oandini,

« And Charlee Moor especially,
“ Were nyy pu::cans made by me.
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« Like those mighty herocs, I
« Fell in Jove, I'11 not denyf
“ dnd thesfairest woman 111(§4t.
“ Ifaunted me like any ghost.
¢ Sighing, cooing like a dove,
“1 was drivep mad with love,
“ Ang Iny fingers, by ill-luck,
“Tu my ricighhourg gocket ek
« Dut Wre ¢onstable abused me,
« Xnd most guclly ill-used me, »
¢ And I sought to hide my grief
» “In my neighbour's handkerchicef.
< Then their arns policemen placed
“ Quictlyy mabuud my waist,
“ And the bridegvell then andethere
“Took mo "neath itsbonder care.

“ Therg, with thonghts of love quik full,
“Long tiwe saf I, spinning wool,
“Till Linudlo’s ghost éne day
¢ Came and took my soul avay.”
In wigif™nersy chorus the spirits then Taughed ;
A third, all-berouged and bedizen'd, stepp’d aft :
« Asemonarch I ruled on the stage,
“The part of the lover played T,
« Oft, dtllowed ¢ Yo Gods,” in a rage,
¢ Breath’t many a heart-rending sigh.
«T play’d Mortimer’s part best, mothinks.
“ Marin was always so fair ;
“ But despite the most patural winks,
“She never gave heed to my praycr.
“Once when I, with dgrperato look,
« ¢ Matia, thou holy one! eried,
“The dagger I hastily took,
% And plunged it too deep in my side.s
In right merry chorus the spirits then laugh’d ;
A fourth in a white flowing garment ste)fp'd aft :
S o,
“ Ba cathedrd k8pt prating the learncd professor,
“ He prated and T wett to slecp all the while
* Y& my pleasure had certainly not been the lesser,
“ Iad T rovell'd instead inshis davghtcr’s sweet smile
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“ From the window she oft to me tenderly heckon’d,
“That flower &f flowers, my life’s only light ;

“ Yet that flower Of flowers was pluek’d in @ sceond
“DBy a stupid old blogkhead, an,opuleni®wight.

¢ Then cursed I all womon and rogues of high station,
* And mingled some poisouow® herbs in my wine,
* And beld with old Death u jollifigution,
*“While he siid : ¢ Yous goodd health! from this

moment you're mine !’ ¢ o

In right metry chorus the spirii':then laugl’d ;
A fifth, with a rope round his neck, next stepp’d aft :

' There boasted and bragg’il i count,rover his wine,

+ Of his daughter so fair, and hisgewels o nne.

*What care I, Sir Count, for thy jewels so fine’

* far rather would 1 that thy*daughter werc mine!
hd

*'Pis truc.under bar, }m:k, and key they both lay,
* And the Count many servanis retain’d in his pay
« What cared I for sefvante, for kar, lock, or koy r
“ Up the rungs of the ludaer I mounted with glee.

* To my mistress’s window T climb'd with*yooil chevr,
“ Where curses beneith me suluted my car.

< ¢ Stop, stop, wy fin: fellow ! I tap must Oe there,
“¢ I'm likewise in love with the jewels 80 fair.

“ Thus jested the Count, while he grappled me tight,
* His sorvants came round me with shonts of delight.
“ ¢ Pooly, nonsense, you rascals ! No xébber um 1,
¢ ¢ T hut came for my mistress—’tis really no lie.)

“ In vain was my talking, in vain what I said,

« They got ready the rope, threw it over my head,

¢*ind the sun, when he rose, with amazement extreme

¢ Found me haunging, alas, from the gallows’ high
beam!” ¢

In right merry chorus the spirits then laugh’d ;
A sixtlk, with kis head in Lus hand, next stepp’'d aft;

« Love’s torments mado me scelk the chace ;

< Rifle in hand, I rown’d wpace. ¢

¢ Down from the trce, with hollow scoff, '
# The raven cyicd: head off! head off!’
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« Q, could I only sec a dove,

¢ I'd tako it home for my sweet dove!

“ Thyg thouglp I, and midst budh and tree
“ Withwsportsian’s eye sought &arcfully.

. “ What billing’k that? What gentle cooing
« Jt sounds lko turtle doves’ soft wooing.
« T gtole up slily} cock’d my gun,
* And, 18, my own swoet love was, onc !

« It was mdc,od my do¥e,%my brxde H
‘e A stvangtr c¢lagp’'d her waist with pnde.
“ Old gun, now let thy aim be good 1%~
« Thb stranger welter'd in his blood.

“"Soon thrqugh the wood 1 had to puss,
“ Wath hnngmon by my xide, alas !
~wI)own front tife tree, with bittor scofl,
“ The raven eried 1o hegd-off'! head-off !
In right merry chorus the sparits then langhod ;
At length the enusician in person stepp’deuft :
“ I’'ve suug my 9wn song, friends, demurely,
“ That charnting rong’s at an end;
“ When the heart 1s once broken, why surely
e =T song may homceward aveud {7
£fhen began the wild laughter still louder to sound,
And the pake spectral troop in a circle swept round.
From the neighbouring church-tow'r the stroke of
% Qne ¥ fell,
Aud gho spirits rudl’d back to their graves with a yeld

137

I WAS aslecp, and calmly slept,
All pain and gne,f dllay’d;
A wondrous vision 0’er mo uept
There cpme a lovely maid.
As pale as marble was her face,
And, O, so passing fair !
Her eyos they swam with pearl-like grace,
And strangely waved her hair.
And softly, softly moved her foot
The pgle-as-marble maid ;
And on my heart hrsclf sho put,
Tho pale-as-marble maid.
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How shook and throbb’d, half sad, half blcst.
My hearty which hotly burn’d!
But ncither%hook nor throbb’d her breast,
‘Which into ice secm’d turn'd M

« It ncither slmlxcq nor thmbs, my broast,
“ And it is icy cold;

“ And yet I know love's yearning blcst,
“ Love's mighty ppw'r of oll.,

¢ No colour’s on my lips' and check,,
“ N6 blood my veins dotll svell ;

‘“ But start not, thus to hear mc speak
¢« 1 lovo thcc, love theoe well 7”

And wilder still canbraced she nus,
Aund I was sorc afraid; ° *

Thon crowd the oyk, —trai ght vanish'd she,
The pale- as-marlfle mail.

. 10. ¢ .
® .
OFT havo pale spe -ires Leforo now
Conjured, with mugical might;
Thoy rcfusc to return any morc now
To their former dwelling of mg,ht.

The word that commands thoir smbvnsmnn
I forgot in my terror and fear; *«
My own spirits now seck my [Icnhnon,

Within their prison-house drear;

Nark demons, approach not a fingor !
Away, sor to torpient give birth!
Full many a joy still may lingcr
In the roseato light of this earth,

I noeds must be evermore striviné
To reach the flower so fair ;

(’, what were the use of iy living
+ Af T may cherish her r'er ?

To my glowing heart f:in would § press her,

o Would clasp her for onee to my preast,

Qn hor lips and hor :‘hecks once caress her,
Wlth swoetest of wlxuents be blest.

l
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If once trom her mouth T could hear it,
Could hear one fond whisper pestow'd,

I would follow thee, beckoning Ppirit,
Yed, e’en to' tay darksome abdde.

The ﬁpn‘ltﬁ havé heard, and draw nigh me,
Aud nod v:ith t(,rur,lc glec :

Swecet love, witn“wn answer supply me,--
Sweet ®ve. J lover: thoun °

®
¢ 2. SONGS.

?VERY morning rise I, erying :
Comes m).love to—d'\.y ¢
Wmn sink down at evening, s1ghmg
®She is stillaway 1* o

Sleepless and oppress’d with SOTTOW,
All night long I lie

Dreaming, half gslébp ; the morrow
Sadly wander 1. R

T M driven hithor and thither along !
But yef a few Yours, I shall see her again,
Herself, the most fair of the fair maiden-$rain ;-
True heart,.%hat means thy throbbing so strong?

The hours aro only a slothful race!
Lazily they move each day,
And with yawning go their way ;—
Hasten on, ye slothful race! e

Wild-raging cagerness thrills me indced ;
Nover in love have the houts delighted
So, in & crucl bond strangely united,

Slily derMe they the lovers’ wild speed.

8.
BY nougkt bus sorrow ntten(’lod,
I wander’d under the trees;
That oldén vision d%sconded,
And stolo to my hoeart by degrees.

30
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2 L] i
Who taught you the word ye are singing,
Ye birds ip the branches on high?
D hush! whan my heart hears it ringing,
It makes i§more mougnfully sigh. ,

“ A fair young maiden *twus tdught it,
‘¢ Who camo here, and sang l¥ke a bird ;
¢ And ro we birds casily cafight it,
¢ That pretty, golden word.’s
No more shall this Stcty dficcive me,
Ye birds, so wondrously sl ¢
Of my sbrrow ye fain woulde bereave me,
On your friendship I caunot raly.

. 4

WEET love, lay thy hand on 1'uy' Loart, and 01
If thou herest tho knocks in ihat narrow cell
There dwells there a cowpenter, cuuning is he,
And slily lae’s hewing g coffin tin me.

He hammers and knocks by dus apd by night,
My slumber already has ban:sh’d Sutright ;
Oh, Master Carpefiter, prythice make haste,
That I somo slumber at length may taste. *-

P

EAUTEOUS cratlc of my sorrawv,
Beauteous grave of all my‘pcacc‘,-
Beauteous town,.we part to-morrow,
Fare thec well, our ties must ceake !l

TFare theo well, thou threshold holy,
‘Where nty loved ome sets her foet §
Fare theo woll. thou spot so holy,
‘*Where wo chanced, at first to megt!

‘Would that we had been for over

, Btrangers, queen of hearis so fair}
Thon it would have happen’d never

,'L'hat I driven to despair.
Nc'er to stir thy bosem thought I,

‘ For thy love I never pray'd;

ntly to live but soughfI
" Whera thv breath iis balm eonvev'd.
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Yet thott spurn’st me in my sadness,
Bittor words thy mouth doth spea.k,
In my,senses riots madness,
And my heart is faint and wedk

And my limbs, i m wandermgs dreary,
Sadly drag I, fyll of gloom,

Till T lay ry heads all weary
Ina chmv msta.nt tor'pb;

~

I) ATIENCE, surl pllot shortly
To the port I ﬁ follow you;

From two maidens I'm departing,
Fr'bm my lovesand Europe too.

Bl;)od-sprmg, from mine eyes ’gin runni
Blood-spring, from my*body flow,

So that T then, with my hot blood,
May write’ down my talo of woe.

Ah, my body, wharefore shudder

Thus to-day my blood to see? -
Maag years before thee standing

Pale, heart-bleeding, saw’st thou me!

Know’sf, thou still tho oldeh story
Of the snake 1n Paradise,
‘Who, a guersed apple giving,
Causéd our parents endless sighs ?
Apples bronght all evils on us,
Death through Evo by apples came;
Flames on.Troy were brought by Fpis,—
Both thou broughtest, death and flaine

7. *
l I ILL and castle fair are glancing
O’er tho clear and glassy Rhine,

And my bark is gaily dancing

In the sunlight all-divine.
On the golden waters, bredking

Sport%voly, my calgn eyes rest ;
Gently are the feelings waking

That I nourish’d in my breasg.
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With & fond and kindly greeting,
Lure me those decp watcrs bright,
Yet I know 4heir smoothness gheating
Hides bedeath it death and night. .

* Joy above, below Jestruction,—

Thou’rt my loved one’s image, stroam !
Blissful is her smile’s sedu€tion,

Kind and gentlo can sho seoin,

. v
8 v -

FIRST methought in mi an'iction,

- 1 can never stand the blow, —
Yot I did—strange eontradiction !

How I did, nc’or seck to lgnm\'.

° o 0.°
7 ITH rose andcypress and tinsel gay,
*1 fain would adorn m u chhrming way

This book, as though a ccMn §§ were,
And in it my Qldcn son«. inter® .
0, could T but bury love also there !
On love’s grave grows rost’s floweret fai¥ ;
'Tis there 'tis pluck’d in its swoetest hloom-—
For me 'twill not blossom till i1 1y torfib.

Here now are the songs that formnorly epse,

As wild as the lava from Etna thgt flows,
From out the depihs of my feclings truoe,

And glittering sparks around them threw!
Like corpses now lic they, all «ilent and dumb,
And cold anfl pallid as mist they've become;
But the olden glow their revival will bring

-When the spirit of low: waves o’er them its wing,

Iu my hcart a presentiment loudly eries :
Thespirit of love will over thom rise:
This bovk will hereafter come to thy hand,
My sweetes§ love, in a di~tant land. )
Then the spell on my soug at an end will be,
Thg pallid letters will inze,on thee, o°
Imploringly gaze on thy beauteous eyes,
And whisver with sa.iuess and loving sighs.
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3. ROMANCES.

1. THE MﬁOUlty’FUL “ONE

EVERY Lieart with pain is smitten
‘When they sce the stripling pale,
‘Who gpon his'face bears written
Grief and sogrow's mourufuL tale.

Breezes, with c(?mpa.ssmn lightly
Fan his burping brow the while,

And his bosom many a sprightly
Damsel fair would fain beguile.

From the city’s ceascless bustlo
To the wowd for peace he flies.

» Morrily the loaves there rustle,
Merrier still the bitd’s unws rise.

But the perry song soon ceases,
Sadly rustle leat and tree,

When }je, while his grief increases,
Nears the forest mournfully.

2. TIHIE MOUNTAIN LECHO.

Tesad sloy pace across the vale
< There rode a horseman brave :
« Ah I #ravol I now to my mistross’s armg,
“Of but to the darksome grave 2”
The echo answer gavo:
“"'he darksome grave!”

And farther rode the horscman on,
With sighs his thoughts oxpress’d :
« If I thus early must go to my grave,
¢ Yet jn the grave issrest.”
The answering voico confess'd :
s «The grave is rost!”

Adown the horseman’s furrow'd che(.k
A toar fell on his breast :
% If rest § can only find in the gra.ve,
¢ For me the gmve is best,”
he holloW voice confess'd :
“The grave is best!”

43
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8. THE TWO BROTHERS.

. ON the mountain summit darkling
Lies,the castle, veil’d m mght;
Lights are gn the,valléy spaykling, *
Clashing swords are glcammu bright,

Brothers ’tis, who in fiereg ducl
Fight, with wrath to fury fand’qd ;

Tell me why thege krothgrs cruel .
Strive thus madly, swerd in hand ?

By the eycs of Countess T,tura
‘Were they thus in strife arvay’d;
Both with glowing love ador her,—
Her, the noble, beanteous nsid.
Unto which now of the brothers
Is her heart the mosf inclined ?
She her secret feelings smothers,—
Out, then, sword, the trath tq find !

A.nd they fight with rage despairing,
Blows exchango with sa.v’efrc might ;
Take good deed, ye allants “dari ing,—
Mischief walks airoad by night. ,

Woe, O woe, ye brothers crucl!
Woe, O woe, ihou vale abliorr’d!

Both fall victiins 1n the ducl,
Falling on each other’s sword.

Races aro to dust converted, ®
Many centuries havo flown, o

. And the castle, now deserted,
Sadly from the mount looks down.

But at nlght-tlme in the valley
‘Wondrous forms appenr again ;

At the stroke of twelve, forth suldy
To the fight the br others twain.

4, POOR PETER.
I
¥ HILE Hans and G ttel aro dartoing with glee,
» And each of them lougly rcjoices,
'Poor Peter looks as pal: as can be,
And perfectly mpute hiig voice is,
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While Hans and Grettel are bridegroom and bride,
And glitter in smart ostentation,
Poor Pater must, still in his wokag dress bxdc, .
And bi‘es his nails with yoxatida.
Then softly Poter said to himself,
As he gazed onhe couple sa.dly
“ Ah, had I rot beén such a scnsible elf,
o had Yared with my, life but bgdly P

O IL
¢ 'WITHI:H my breast there sits a woe
¢ That scems my breast to sever;

¢ Where’er I stand, whero'er I go,

“It drives me onward ever.
TIt makos, me tow’rd my loved one iy,

“ Ag if she could restore me ;
* Yet when 1 gn.ze upén her eyeo,

“ My SOrrows rise before me.
T clamber up tho mouutain now,

“ In lgnely,-sorrow creeping,
* And sia.ndmg silent on its }\row,
o I cannot coase from weeping.’

IIIL .

PQOR PETER slowly totters by,
Pale as a corpse, and stealthily ;

The yery people in the strect
Staxtd stilly when his sad form theoy meet.
Tho maidens whisper'd as fhey pitied :
¢ The grave he has this moment quitted.”.
Ah no, my dear young maidens fair,
He’s just about to lie down thero!
As he is of his love bereft,
Tho grawe’s the best Iiime that is left,
Where he his aching heart may lay,
And slecp until the Judgment Day.

5. THE PRISONER'S S8ON
“7 HEN my grandmother once had bewﬂ:ch'd & poor
girl,
The mob weuld have burnt her quite readily ;°
Butthough fiercely the judge his mustachios might twirl,
She refused to confess hew crimegsteadily.
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And when in the caldeon they held her fast,
Sha shouted and yell'd like a craven;

But when the black vapour arose, she at last,
Flew up in tho dir as g raven. .

My black and feathery grandmother dear,
O visit me soon in this tower! #

Quick, fiy through the grating, and comte o me hore,
And bring meeome cakeg to devour!

My black and feathery grandmother dear,
O prythee protect me from svridw !

For my aunt will be picking my eyes out, I fw.r,
. When I merrily soar hence to-morrow.

6. THE GRENADILES.

TWO grenadiers tr uvgl’i d tow'rds T'ranco one day,
On lgwing their prison i1 Russig,

And sadly they hung their heads in dismay
When they reach’d the fronticre of Ppussia.

For there they firdt heard the story of woe,
That Franco had utterly perish’d,

The grand army had et with an nverthrow,
They bad captured their Emperoyp cherisk’d.

Then both of the grenadicrs wept full sorg
At hearing the terrible story; s,
And onc of them said :  Alas! once'more
“ My wounds arc bleeding and govy.”«

The other one said : “Tho game’s ut an end,
“ With thee I would div right gladly,
¢ But I've wife and child, whom at home I should tend.
o« For without me they’H farc but badly.

“ What mpatters my child, what wmatters my w1ﬁ ?
A heavier care has arison :

¢ Let them bog, if they’re hungry, all their lifo,—
“M, Empozor sighs in a prison!

“ Dnar brother, pray graht 1nc this one ¥ast prayor:
sany hours I now m ist ngmber, «°
é O ke my corpse to my country fair,
s That there it may - u(ofully slumber,
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The legion of honour, with ribboh red,
«Upon my bosom place thon,

“ And put ih my hahd my musket dread,
“ And my sword around®me brace thou.

. Aud 50 in my grave, will I silently lie,

* And watch like a guard o'er the forces,
« Until the ro#®ing of cannon hear I,

“ And the trantpling ®f nclghing hordes.

« My Emperer then #ll ride over my grave;
“ While the swords glitter brightly and rattle ;

% Then armed to tho teoth will I rise from the grave,
“For my Emperor hasting to Dattle I”

7. TI1E MESSAGE.

00D scrvant! up, and saddle quick,
Aundsleap upon thy steed,
And to King Dungan’s castle then
Through plem and forest speed.
Into the stable creep, and wait,
"wvi1 by the lielper spied ;
Then say : ¢ Of Duncan’s dbughters, which
“ Has just yLecome a bride 9”7

And if Jio says: “ The brown one ’tis,”
ThS newsy bring quickly home ;

Dut if he says: “The fair onc 'tis,”
More slowly thou mayst come.

Then go to the ropemaker’s shop,
And buy a rope for me; °

And riding slowly, bring it here,
And mute and silentebe.

° 8. TAKING THE BRIDE HOME.

I’LL go not alone, my swectheart degr !
With we thou must go now

To the cheery, old, and cosy room

In the drear¥y cold abole of gloom,

Where at the door my mother keeps guard,

And for her son’s retprn lovks haxd.
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¢ Awny from me,‘thou gloomy man!
¢ “Who bid thee come hither ¢
- “Thy hand’s liko ice, thinc eye glows brigh,
“Thy breath i8 burnjng, thy choek is white; -
“’But I would rather my time boguile
“ With smell of roscs and sun’y sweet smile.”

The roscs may smell, and the sun u'm’ shinc,
My dorFing sweatheart v Cooe
Throw thy spresding white Veik thysfigure arqund,
Muke theechords of the cchoips lys. resound,
And sing a wedding song to mo;
The night-wind pipes the molody.

9. DON RAMIRO..

* « THYONNA CLARA! Domuna Claia!
¢ Through Youg years the notly-loved one
“Théu hast will'd now my di <suction,
“ Will'd it, too, without sonjpussion.
e 1

¢ Donna Clara' Donna (tara!

¢ Very sweet the gift of life is!

“ But bencath us all is fearful,

¢In the tomb so dal and chilly,
-

¢ Donna Clara, joy! to-morrow
“Will Fernundo at the alur

¢ As his weddegd Lride salute thee,—
¢ Wilt thou ask mo to the wedding ?"

% Don Ramiro ! Don Ruawmiro!

s Bitterly*thy words are sounding,

“ Bitt'rer than you stars’ decree 1,
“ Bcoffing at my heart’s own wishes.

“ Don Ramiro! Don Ramiro!

« Shake thy gloomy sadnoss trom thee ;
+ On the earth are many muwdens,

“ But vysGod have we becn parted

¢ Don Ramiro, who 50 bria cly
#Many Moors hast overjhiwer'd,

¢ Qverpower now thysclt too,—

% Come to-mowow tomn, wedding.”
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« Donna Clara! Donna Clara}

¢ Yes, I swear it, yes, I'll como there!

¢« Aufl gho dange will lead off with thee ;}—
¢ So gocd night, I'll gome to-morrow.”

“ S0 good night !"—The window rattled ;
Sighing stood belew Ramiro,

Sceming tgra’d to stone long stood he ;
Then he vanish'd in the darkness. -

Lustly, afteg lengthen’d conflict,
NY¥sht t6 day in tarn surrender’d ;
TLike a blooming flbwery garden
Ligs extended fair Toledo.

Pylages and splendid buildings
<itter in tho radjant sunlight,

And the churches’ domes so lofty
(Hlisten proudly, as tBough gilded.
Humming like a busy beehi%e,
Morrily the bells are soundiog ;
Swocetly risg the golemn psal.a-tuncs
Frow the God-de¢votod churches.

JBut lenk yonder! but look yonder!
Where from out the markot chapel,
Midst tho heaving crowd and uproar,
Streams the thrdéng in chequer’d masses
Glitteringe knights and statcly ladics

In gay tourtlyedresses sparklo,

And tho clear-toned bells are ¥inging
And the organ peals between times.

DBut with revercnce salutod, .
In the pepple’s midst are walking,
Nobly clad, the youthful couplo,
Donna Clama, Don Fernando.

To the bridegroom’s palace ontrance
Slowly moves the gay procession;
There begin the coremonies,

Stutely, and in olden fashion. 3
Knightly gfmes and merry feasting
Intorchange with loyd rejoicing ;
Swiftly fly the hours thus gladly

Till the shades of night have fallen.
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And the weddintg-guests assemble
Jn the hall, to hold the dances,
And their chequer'd gala dresges P
. Midst the glittering Lights arp sparkling,
On a high-exalted dais
Bride and bridegroom are r~clihing,
Donna Clara, Don Fernando,
Holding laving convgrsation,
In tho hall are gaily moving,
All the festal erowd of pogpdle,
And the kettle-drums sound loucly,
And tho trumpets, too, are crashing.

¢« Whercfore, O my Leart’s fuir mistress,,, ..
% Are thy glances so directad N
“ Tow'rd the hall’s mosp distant corner 2.

Thus the knight ext,lmm’d with wonder.

¢ Beest thou not, thcn, Don Fergando,
* Youder man iu dark clonk hidden ?”
And the kuight with sm'lusg ansyered :
¢ Ah, ’tis nething but & shadow.”

But the shadow soon approach’d them
And a man was in the mantle,

And Rawiro recogrising,

Clara greeted him with blusfes.

And the dancing has begun now, ©
And the dancers whirl round gmly
In the waltz's giddy mazes,

«And the ground bencath them tr cubles,

+ Gladly ewill T, Dou Ramiro,

“In the dance become thy partner, .

“ But thou didst not,well to come hcre
“In a black aud nightlike mantla”

But with cyes all fix'd and piercing
Toks Ramiro on the fair one;

Q1. spiyg her, with gloom thus spenks he.
“ At th bidding have 1 come here !”

And the pau- of dhncers vanish

“In the dance’s giddy wstzes, -

And the kettle-drum< sound loudly,

%nd the trump}ets, 10, aro crashing,
' '
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¢ Snow-white are thy cheeks, Ramiro,”
Clora speaks with secrot trembling., -
“ At tky bidding have I come here!”
In o holiow voice replics he.  °*

In the hall the wax-lights glimmer
Through the ebling, flowing masses,
And the Jgpttle-drums sound loudly,
And the truripets, §oo, are crashing.
¢ Jee-cold ayo thy Lands, Ramiro,”
Chira speaks with ghudd’ring terror.
« At thy bidding have 1 come here I”
Ang within the whirl they vanish.

« Lgave me, loave me, Don Ramiro!
¢ Ah, thy breath és like a corpse’s !”

Once again the dark yords speaks he

¢ At thy bidding have I céme here!”

And the veryyground secms glowing
Fiddle, vio] sound right morry;
Like a wondyous 4voft of magic

A1l within the hall is whirling.

& Loave me, leave mo, Don Ramiro !”
Sadly sounds amidst the tumudt ;
Don Ragiro over answors :

« At thy bidding have I ceme hLere!”

“In the n2me of God depart, then!”
Clara with a fifm voice utters, ,

And the words she scarce had spoken
‘When Ramiro vanish’d from her.

Clara, death in every featugye,

Chilly, night-surrounded, stood there,
And a swoon her lightsome figure

To its darkrnme kingdom ‘carries.

But af last her misty slumber

Yields, at last her cyelida open ;

But again, with deep amazement,
‘Would she fain have closcd hor fair efes

For since th8y began the dancing,
From her sat had sht not moved once,
And she still sits by the bridegroom,
And the anxious knight thus aske her:
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-

“ Bay, why are‘thy cheeks so pallid ?

»*¢ Wherefore is thine eye so darksome ?”—
¢ And Ramiro ?”—stammers Clara,

And her tontue isgmuterwith horror.
But with deep and solemn wrinkles

1s the bridegroom’s brow raw turrow’d:
“ Lady, bloody news why seek’st 't§ou ?

¢ This day’s nooniide died Ramiro.”.

. 10. BELSHAZZAR.
HE midnight hour was coming on,
In deathlike culmn lay Babylon.

But in the monarch’s castle nigh - _
Held the monarch’s attendantsogay sevelry.
And in the regal hall upstairs ¢
A regal feast Belshazzar shares
Tho sefvants in glittering circles ®ocline,
And empty the goblets of eparkling wine.
The servants gre shouting, the' goblots ring,
Delighting the heart of thic ruthless king.
The king’s cheeks feel a ruddy glow,
The wine doth swell his ardour so.
And blindly led on by his ardour’s wiles,
The Godheud with blasphemous words. he reviles.
And wildly he curses and raves doud, *
Approvingly bellow the serving crowid.
The king commands with a look that burns,
The scrvant hastens and soon rcturns.
Many golden vosscls ho bears on his hoad,
The spoils of Jehovah’s temple dread.
And the monarch straight seized on a sacred cup
‘With impious hand, and fill'd it up. .
And Adown to the dregs he drains it fast,
And witlRfoaming mouth exclaims at last:
« Ja¢hovah, thy powet I here defy,
« The King of Babylon amg L.” <

. Buf scarcely had sound«d the fearful word, -

. When the hearbof the king with terror was stirr d.
b ‘ , i .

'
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The yelling laughter is silenced wll,
And deathlike silence fills the hall.

And sce!® And seec! On the wall so white
A human Band appears P sight. *°

And letters of finme on the wall so white
It wrote, and wrote, and vanish’d from sight.
.

The king *he vriting, withy wonderment seocs,
As pale as dogth, and.with trembling knees.

The a.westruck scrvants sat around,
And silent sat, and utter'd no sound.

The magwmns appear’d, but none ‘mongst them all

o “‘oum‘"x‘nghtly mtur];ret the words on the wall.

But 13elsha7mr the king the selfsamq night
Was slain by his servants,—éa_ghastly s1ght

11 THI" MINNESINGERS.

IN the minstrels’ strife engaging
Pass the Minnesingers by ;

Strange the war that they are waging,
Stgange tho tourncy where they vie.

Fancy, that for battlo nerves him,
Is e Minnesinger's steed ;

Art as trusfy buckler serveg him,
And }is word’s a sword indeed.

Beautcous damos, with glances pleasant,
From the balcony laok down ;e

But tlre right one is not prosent
With the proper laugel crown.

Other combatants, when springing
*T'o the lists, at least are sound ;

Minnesingers must be bringing
To the fray a deadly wound. |,

He frome whom the most there draineth
Sodg's blood fypm the inmost breast,~
He is victor, and obtaineth
From fair lips the praise post blost.
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12. LOOKING FROM THE WINDOW.

FAIR Hedwig lay at the window, to sec
If pale Henry would charce to detect her;

She said half aloud: ¢ Why goodness me!

“ The man is as pale as a spectro!”
Vith ycarning pale Henry 166k’d above
At her window, in hopes to deteether ;
Fair Hodwig now feltethe formens ofilove,
And sho becamo pale as-a spectre.
Love-sick, now stood fair Heelwig all day
At her window, lest he should reject her
But soon in pale Henry's arms siie lay .
All night, at the time for a spoctre,

13. TUE WOUNDED KNIGHT.

I ENOW a story of Anguish,
A tale of the times of vid ;
A Ienight with love doth lungulsh,
His mistress,is faithloss and cold.
As faithless must ho ~stecth now
Hor whom in his hieart he adored ;
His loving pangs must he deem now
Disgraceful aud abhorr’d.
In vain in the lists would he wanddr,
And challenge to battle each knight ;
“ Let him who my mistress dares ¥aunder
“ Makc reagly at onee for the fight I
Bat all are silont, save only !
His grief, that so fiercely doth burn;
His lanee he agaipyst his own lonely
Accusing bosom must turn.

14. TIIE SEA-VOYAGE,

LEANING stood agninst the mast,
And told ench wave of ocean ;
#Fwewell, my beanteous fatherland !
- MySbark, Low swift thy motion !
‘1 pass’d my lovcly mistress’ howso,
¢, The windows gleampl all over ;°
‘But though I gazed and gazed and gazed,
., No sign gpuld I liscovor.
. L]
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Ye tears, obscure not thus mine eyes
On this too-painful morrow;
My love-sick heart, O do not break
ith overweight of sorrow !,
.

15. THE £1NG OF REPENTANCE.

S‘IR UIMICH rides in the forest so greemn,

b0  The leaves wish jof sgem laddh;

He sees, thentrecs’ thick branches between,
he form of a bgautcous maiden.

The youth then said : “ Well know I thee.
8o blooming and glowing thy face is;
¢ fexlaringly ever cncircles it mo,
«¢ In deserts wr%rowded places.

« Those lips, by fresh® lovdliness ever stirr’d,
‘ Appear a ‘}xair of roses;*

¢ Yet many a hateful bitter word
¢ That roguish mo:..th discloses.

. L)
“ A pretty rosebush a mouth like “his
“ Resembles very closely,
“ Where cunning poisonous serpents hiss
“ Amid the leaves moroscly.

¢ Within those beautcous checks there lies
“ A swgmt and beauteous dimple;

“ That i% the gtave where I fell by surprise,
“Lured on by a yearning sithple.

“ There see I the beauteous locks of hair,
“ That once so lovingly pleased me ;

¢ That is the net so wondrous fair
¢ Wherewith the Evil One seized me.

“ And that blue eye, that so sweetly fell,
¢ Ag clear as the ocean cven,
¢ It proved to be the portal of hell,
‘ Though I thought it the gateway ;© heaven.”

Tn the wood etill farther Sir Ulrich doth ride,
The leayes make agusiling dreary,

A second figure afar ﬁ.e spied,
That seem’d so sad a.nd. weary,
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The youth then said : O mother doar,
“'Who lov'dst me to distraction,

"% But to whom in life I caused many g tear,
“ DBy evil word and aqtlonl . ’

'+ would that to dry thino eyes, could avail
“ My sorrow so ficrcely ;,h;W'ng !
“Q could I but redden thy checkd so pale
“ With the blood from my owp Beart flowing ¥

And farther rides 8ir Ulrich there,
The night o’cr the forest i3 falﬁngg
Many singular voices fill the air,
The evening breczos are calling.

The youth then hears his sorroying words
Full often near him ringjng ;

"Tis the notes of the mocking forest birds
All twittering logdly and singing:

« 8ir Ulrich sing! o pre tty songy
+« We call it the song of repentance ;

« And when he Fas reach'd ghe end of his song,
“He'll rgpeat it sentenco by séhtence.”

16. TO A SINGER, ON HER SINGING AN Ol®
* ROMANCE.
STILL think I of the magig fair one,
How on her first my glances fell !
How her dear tones resnunded swelily,
How they my heart enthrall'd 'bomplotoly,

How down my ‘checks tho tears cqursed fleetly,

. But how it chanced, I could not tell.

"Thore over me had,crept a vision:
Methought I was again a child,
And in my mother’s chamber sxttmg
In silenee, Ly the Iamp-light flitting,
And rea,dmg fairy tales befitting,
Whilst outside roar’d the tempest wild.

1es began with lifc to glimmer,
ghts arise from out the grave ;
y Roneesva.ll therbattle rages,
Roland in the fight qpgages, ,*
nd with him many « valiant page is,—-
¢ And also Qaneloy, the knave.
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By him is Roland 111 entreated,

He swims in blood, fast ebbs his breath ;
Scarce gan his horn, ut such far distance,
Call Charlemaghe to Ljis assistancg :

8o passed away the knight's existence,

And, with Lim,.sa.nk my dream in death.

It was a loud confuséd echo
That frcﬁn my vision yakened m

The legend that shé ,sang was ond

The people hear tﬂy ‘commended,

And ofttimes shofited : © Bravo ! splendid 1”
Low bow’d the singer gracefully.

-
.. 17. THF. SONG OF THE DUCATS.

MY golden ducats dear,
Tell mo why_ye sre not herc ?

Are yo with the golden ns}ms
‘Which witlkin the stream so gaily
Leap and splash and wriggle daily ?

Arc yo with the golden flow’rets
Which, o’er green fields scattered lightly,
In the morning dew gleam brightly ?

Are ye with the golden bird2kins
‘Which we soe in happy chorus
1n the blue skies hov’ring o’er us ?

Are yﬂ%viﬂl ihe golden planets
Which in radiant erowds cach even
Smile in jonder distant heaven?

Ye, alas, my golden ducats,
Swim not in the streamlet bright,«
- Sparkle not on meadow green,
Hover not in skies sepene,
Smlle nov in the heavens by night.—
ql ditors, with greedy paws,
d you safely in their elaws.

18. DIALOGUE ON PADERBORN H..ATH.

I EAR’ST thou not far music ringing,
Ag pf double-pass and fiddle ?
Many fair ones there are springing
Gaily up and down thg middle.

57
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“ You’re mistaken friend, in speaking
¢ Thus of fiddle and its brother ;

“ I but hear young porkers squeaking,
“ And th¢ grunting of theit mother.”

Hear’st thou not the forest bugle ?
Huntors in the chase are gtrfying ;

Gentle lambs are feeding, frugal
Shepherds on their pipos arc ;V)lnfyiqng.

¢ Ah, my friend, what yo"u just now heard,
“ Was not bugles, pipes. yr huntess ;

¢ I can only see the sow-herd
¢ Slowly driving home his grunters.”

Hear’st thou not the distant vo-ces
In swoet rivalry contending ?
Many an angcl blest rejoices ¢
Strains like thesp to hear ascending.

« Ah, that music’ sweetly ringi
s, my frienl, no rival chorus;

¢ "Tis but youthful gooscherds, singing
“ As they drivo their gedse béfore us.”

Hear’st thou not the church-bells holy,
Sweet and clear, with decp emotion ?
To the village-chapel slowly
Wend the people with devution.
¢ Ah, my friend, the bells ’tis onlya,
¢ Of the cows and oxen alsa, .
“ Who, with sunken heads and lonely,
“ Go back to their gloomy stalls so0.”

‘See’st thou not the veil just moving ?

See’st thou not those soft advances ?
There I see my mistress loving,
Humid sorrow in her glances. _

* She, my friend, who nods so much, is
¢ An old woman, Botsy namely ; .

“.‘,)Wnd haggard, on her crutches

© -~ O"r the meadow limps she lamely.”
Qverwhelm me with confusion =

, At my questions, fricgd, each mjnute;
%ilt thou deem a mere 1lusion

{ What mv basom liolds within it ?
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19. LIFES BALUTATIONS.
(From an Album.)

THIS carth resembles a highway vast,
We mbn are tho traw’llers along it ;
On foot and on borscback we hurry on fast,
And as runners cr.couriers throng it.
In passing eash other, we nod and we greet
With ourmbandkerchiefs waved fromv the coacles;
We fain would embrace, but our horses are flect,
Aud speetl on, despite all reproaches.

Dear Prince Alexander, as onward we go,
Wo scarcely have met at a station,
When the signal to start the postilions blow,
™+ Compelling our sag scparaticn.

20. QUITE TRUE.

L4
"‘ HEN the spring returns with the sun’s swe
light
The ﬂoweligs then bud and blossom apace ;
‘When the moon beging her radiant cace,
Thn the stars swim after her track so bright.
When the minstrol sees two beaufiful eyes,
Then songdfrom hi. inmost bosom arise ;—
But songs and stars and flowcrets gay,
And cyes aptl moonbeams and sun’s bright ray,
However doligh?:ful they sre,
Don’t make =1p the world, friend, by far.

4. SONNETS.
TO A. W. VON SCHLEGEL.

IN dainty hoop, with flowers all-richly dight,
‘With beauty-patches on her painted face,

With pointed shoes all hung about with 18,
With tow’ring curls, and, wasp-like, faste..d tight,—
Thus was the spurious muse equipp’d that night

When first she offer'd theo her fond embrace ;,

But thou efidedst hedand leftst the place,

Led by a mystic impulse from her .sight:
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A castle in the deser{ thou didst find,
Where, liko & lovely marble imago shrm’d
Lay a fair meid, in magic slumber sunk
But soon the spell was loosodé—-whbn kxss,d' by thca,
With smiles the lawful fiuse Of Getmany
Awoke, and sank within thino armsf love-drunk.

TO MY MOTHER, B. HE! 1\1’ .
* née VOX GELUERN. *

I HAYVE been wont to bear my heal right high,
My temper too is somewhat ster» and rough ;
Even before a mouurch’s cold rebuid

I would not timidly avért mine e ge.

Yet. mother deay, I'll tell it openly &
WMuch as my haughty j#ide may swell and puﬁ'
T focl submissivo and subdued enough,

‘When thy fuch-cherisked, darting form is nigh.

Is it thy spirit that subducs mb t,b« ‘n,

Thy spirit, graspipg all things in Tta kén,

And soaring to the light of Lieaven again ?
By the sad recolloction I'm oppress'd
That T have done sv much that gricved thy breast,
‘Which loved me, morc than all things elss, the best,

2.

ITH foolish faficy I deserted thee;
_I fain would search the whole world through, te
lcarn
If'in it X per8hance cowd love discern,
That I might love ombrace right-lovingly!
I Bought for love as far ascye could sec,
My hands extending at cach door in turn,
ging them not my prayer for love to spurn—
Cold one they laughing gave to me.,
And ever b’d I after love ; yes, ever
Search'&l after love, but love discover'd never,
And go I homeward wént, with troubled, thought
But th8n wert thore to welcomp me n.gmm
And, alj, what in thy dear cye floatod then
’I’hal the sweet love.i 8o long had sought.
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' TO H. 8. ~

EN I thy hook, friend, open hastily,
Full many a ¢herigh’d pjcture meets my view,
And many a golden image that T know ’
In boyish dreams®ang, days of infancy.
Proudly tow'rd heaven upsoaring, then I see
The pious §ompe, rear'd by religion true,
I hear th8 sound of Lell and organ too,
Love’y swogp latnont at times addressing me.
Well see I, too, how'a’er the dome they skip,
The nimble dwarfs, and with malicious joy
The beauteous flow'’r- and carvid- work destroy.
But though tho oek of foliage we may strip,
"7 And rob it of its feir and verdant grace,
When spring returns, fresh leaves it,dons apace. |

¢
FRESG()-%ONNETS TO GHRISTIAN 8—.
I -

i TAKE no nptice .f the blockhcads tame

‘Who, seeming to be golden, are.but sand ;

I never offer to thas rogue my hand
Wi secretly would injuro my good name ;
I bow not to the harlots who proclaim

Boldly their infatay thronghout the land;

And when in victor-cars the rabble band
Draw theh'.vﬁin idols, with them T ne'er came.
Well know I that the oak must fall indecd,
Whilst by the streamlet’s side tho pliant reed
Stands in all winds and woathers, fearing not; -
But say, what is the rced’s eventual lot?
What joy! As walking-stick it serves the dandy,
Or else for beating clothes thoy find it handy. .

I IVE*mo a mask, I'll join the masquerade
As country clown, so that the rabble Sut
Wko in their proud disguises strut abcat
May not supposw me one of their vile trade.
Give mo lowemanners, wgords on purpose made ,
To show villgarity 'bov;ond all doubt;
eparks of spirit T'I1 with care put out
«Wherewith dull fools euquet’in accBnts staid.
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So will T dance then'at the great mask’d ball,
By German knights, monks, kings surrounded too,
By Harlequin saluted, known to few.  *
With wooden swords they’ll gtrike ‘me, oné and all.
That is the joke. For if I show my face,
The rascals will be silenced in-esgrace.
3. .
I LAUGH at 211 the feol§ whe at mép gape,
And whom with prying goat-Fko face 1 see;

I laugh at every fox who knaxifhiy
And idly snuffs me like a vory grape;

I laugh at every vain pretentious ape

‘Who a proud judge of genius cluinm to be;

I laugh at all the knaves who threaten me
With poisonous weapons whence thete's no escage.
For when the charming fancics joy once gave

Aro wrested from ud by the hands of fate,

And 4t our feet in. thousanud atoms cast,
And when our very hearl is;torn at last,

All torn and cgt and picreed afd doSolate,

A fine shrill lmlgil we still have power to save.

. 4.
ASTRANGE and charming tale still haunts my mind,,
‘Wherein a song the leading “part assumes,
And in the song there lives and twineg and blooms
A lovely specimen of womankind ; i
nd in this maiden is a heart enshrined,
And yet no love that little heart illames ;
Her loveloss frosty disposition dooms
Her life to suffer from her pride so blind.
Hear’st thou how in 1y head tho talo comes back ?
« And how the song sounds solemmnly and sad ?
And how the maiden titters softly yet?
I only fear lest my poor head should crack.
Alss {_it would indeed be far too bad,

Ifr, ucky reason were upsef.

-

i 8.
i < «
T pvening’s silent, melancholy hour, «
A- Qong buried sofmgs m*on:g‘?g me také their place,
Ang burning tears courro swiftly down my face,"
And nijy old heang&oun«k‘hleedu with greater power,
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My love's dear image like a beautebus flower
Ag in a magic glass again I trace;
In bodicered she sits and sews apace,
And silence rcigns around éher hlissful bower.
But on a sudden springs she from her seat,
«  And cuts from hzr dear head a beautcous lock,
And gives it mo—uno very joy’s a shock,
The Evil One 8o. n spoilt my, rapturo sweet :
The hair he-twisted ifi a rope full strong,
And many,a year lias dragg’d me thus along.

« "/VHEN I a year ago again met thee,
“No kiss.thou gav'st moe in that moment
v blest ;”— )

Thus spake I, and my love a kiss impress'd
With rosy mouth upon my lipsiwith glee.
With a sweet smile she from a nfyrtle tree

Hard by us pluck’d a twig, and said in jest™

“ Take thou this twim, ia fresh rarth let it rest,
“ And o’cr it plade a glass,”—then nodded she.
"Twas long ago. The twig died in the pot.

"[Ms muany a year since she hath cross’d my sight:
Yet in my head that kiss still burnéth hot.
Lately returming homs, I sought the place

Where dwells my love. Before her house all night
1 stood, and lg#t when morning show’d its fare.

L] -«

7.

OF savage devils’-brats, my friend, beware, .
But gentle angels’-brats more hearts will break ;
Once such a one a sweet kiss bid me take,

But when I came, I felt sharp talons there.

Of black and angient cats, my fricnd, take care,

But white young kittcns are still more awake ;
Once sueh a one my sweetheart did I make,—

My heart my. sweetheart savagely did tcar. «°

O darling brat! O maiden passing sweet !

How could thy clear eye e’er deceive me so ?

How could thy paw e’er give me such a blow? |
O my dear kitten’s paw sd soft and neat!

Cotld I but press thee to my glowing lip!

And could my life-blgod mennwhie cease to drip!
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8.

THOU oft hast secn me boldly strive with those,~
‘ Both spectacled old fop andspainted lame,—

Who gladly wéuld destrogy my honest hame,
And gladly see my last expiring thrpes.

Thou oft hast scen how pedants«mund me close,

How fools with eap and bells my defame,

How poisonsus serpents gnaw my .mghng frame,
Whilst from a thousand wounds my life*blood flows
But firm as any tower there stoog thy form ;

Thy head a lighthouse was am#l the storm,

Thy faithful hoart o haven was fo: mo H
Though round that huven roars tho rying main,
And few the ships the landing place’ that gain, .

Once there, we slumber in sedurity.

9.

FA;IN would I wecp, but, «h, I cannot weep ;
Fain would 1 tipwards fuid of vigour spring,
But cannot ; to the carth I needs must cling,

Spurn’d by the reptiles that around me creep.

Fain would I near my beauteous mistress keep,
Near my bright light of lifc be hovering,

And in her dear swect breath Be revelling,

But cannot; for my hcart with sorrow deop

s 'breakmg ; from my broken heay dotlt flow
My burning bloed, my strength within me fades,

And darker, darker grows the world to me.
With secret awe I yearn unceasingly
For yonder misty reglm, where silent shades
Their gentle loving arms around me throw.
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LYRICAL INTERLUDE.
1822—23.

PROLOGUE. .
VI‘HERE once lived a knight, who was mournful and
bent, .
His cheeks white as snow were, and hollow ;
He totter’d and stagger’d wherever he went,
A vain visieu attempling to follow.
He seqyn’d sg cltmsy and awkward and gauche,
v That the flowers and dirls, when they saw him approach,
Their merriment scarcely could swallow.

From his room’s darkest corner he ofton ne'er stirr'd,
Esteeming the sight of men shocking,

And extended his arms, without speaking a word,
Aw though some vain phantom werc mocking.

But scarce had the hour of midnjght drawn near,

When a wonderfu? singing and noise met hisecar,
And he heard at the deor a strange knocking.

His mistress theh secfetly enters the room,
In a dress made of foan of the ocean;
She%lows like a rosebud, so sweet is her bloom,
Her jewell’d veil’s cver in motidn ;
Her golden#locks pli y round her form slim and tall,
Their eyes meet with rapture, and straightway they fall
In cacl other’s arms with devotion.

Tu his loving embraces the knight*holds hor fast,
The dullard with passion is glowing,
He reddens, tho dreamer awakens at last,
And bolder and bolder he'segrowing. *
But she grows more saucy and mocking instead,
And gently and softly she covers his head,
Her white jowell’d veil o’er him throwing.

To a watery palaco of crystal bright
The knight on a sudden is taken ;
His eyes are dazzled by radiant light,
By his wits hg is well-nigh forsaken.
But the nymph holds bim closely embraced by her side
The knight is ¢he brideghoom, the nymph is the bride
While her maidens tho lute’s notes awaken.
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So swoetly they play and so swectly thoy sing,
In the dance they are moving so lightly,

That the knight before long finds his scnses take wing,
Ho embraces his swoet one moré tightly™—

Wken all of a sudden ‘the lights disappear,

And the knight's once more sitting in solitude drear
In his poct’s low garret unsightly.

1
1.
FPYWAS in the beauteotis nionth of, May,
‘When all tho flowexs*wors springing,
That first within my bosom
I heard love’s echo ringing.

"T'was in the beauteous month of May,
When all tho birds were~singing,

That first I to my sweetheart oo
My vows of love was bringing.

2,
FROM out of my tears a!l burning
Many blooming flowerets break,
And all my sighs combining
A chorus of nightingales make.

And if thou dost love me, my darling,
To thee shall the flowerets belong ;

Before thy window shall echo “a
The nightingalo’s tuneful song.

o

a 3.
HE rose gnd the lily, the dove and the sun,
I loved them all dearly once, every one ;
T love them no longoer, I love now alone
The small one, the necat one, the pure one, mine own.
Yes, she herself, tho fount of all love,
Is the roso and the lily, the-sun and the dove.

, 4,
'W EN gazing on thy beautéous eyes
<Y All thought of : orrow straightway flies ;
Biat when I kiss thy mouth so sweet,
My oure is parfect and complete.
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When leaning on thy darling, breast,
I feel with heavenly rapture blest;
But when thou sayest: “1 love theo!”
I begin weeping bitterly.

5

THY face, so lovely and serene,
In %irion I have Jately scen;

So like an angel’s™tis, and mcek,

Though bitter yrier has blanch’d thy cheek.

Thy lips alone, tley still are red ;
Death soon will kiss them pale and dead ;
The heavenly light will soon be o’er
That from thine eyes is wont to pour.
' e G, o .
O LEAN thy beauteous eheck on mine,
That Sur tears together may mingle !
Against my bosom | ress thou thine,
That their flames may no longer be single

And when with the flame is mingled at last
The stream of our tears all burning,

And mine arm is lovingly round thee cast,—
TI'll°die of my love’s sweet yearning.

7.
I’LL dip my spirit discreetly
In the cup of the lily down here;
The lily shall sing to me sweetly
A song of my mistgess dear,

The song shall tremble and quiver,
Like that delicious kiss,
Of which her mouth was the giver
¢ In a wondrous moment of bliss,

8.
THE stars in yonder heavens
-;[mmovabl have stood .
For thousands of years, regarding
Eaeh other in sad loving mood.
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Thoy speak a mysterious language
That’s rich and swoet to ™~

Yet no philologist living
Can m&kﬁ its me&ni]lg waCal . .

But T've learnt zt, and ne’er will forget it,
‘Whatever the time and plete;

As my grammar 1 used fOr the purpose
My oyn dear mi;tresg’s face

ON song’s exulting pihion
1’l1 bear thee, iy sweetheart fair,
Where Ganges holds his doiwi ion,—
The sweetest of spots know 1« there.

There a red blooniing gu:-dm is lying
In the moonlight dlent and clear;
The lotos flowers are sighing
*For their sister so pretf; and dear

The violets prattlo aald # iter,
And ggzo on the sta.s high above
The roses mysterious ly twittor
Their fragrant storics of love.

The gazelles so gentle and clever
Skip lightly in frolicsothe mood -
And in the distance roars ever
The holy river’s loud flogd.
And there, While joyously sinking
Beneath the paln by the stréam.
Anud love and repose while drinking
Of Blissful vimons we’ll dream.

10

L
HE lotos flower is troubled
At the sun’s resplendent light 4
“With sunken hcad and sadly
she degeamily waits fc r the night.
The moon appears as her woosr,
«  She wakes at his f£ind embrace;
YFor him she kindly sfncovers °©
{ Hor sweetly flow ring face. -
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She blooms and glows andeglistons,
And mately gazes above ;

Shq, weeps and exhales and trembles
‘With love and t‘l‘le sox;rows.of love.

11.
N the Rhine, that beautiful river,
Thko sacred town of Cologne,
Witl its —ast cathedwal, is cvere
Full glearly mirror'd and shown.
® A pitturce onegolden leather
In that fair cathedral is seen ;
On my life, so sad altogether,
It hath cast its rays serene.
The flowers and angels hover
Round cur dear Lody there;
Hor eyecs, lips, chteks! all over®
Resemble my mistress fair.
12. T
HOU lovge. me not, thou tellest me,—
It troubles me but slightly ;
But when thy beautcous face T see,
No king’s heart beats more lightly.
Thgu hatest me, thy red lips say
With well-pretended snarling ;
But yghen sweot kisscs they convey,
Tt comforted, my darling.
13, "
FULL lovingly thou must embrace ma,
My mistress beauteous and swect !
‘With pliant form intérlace me,
And with thine arms and thy feet.
The fuirest of snukes e’or created
With vigour encireles anon,
And clasps and twines round the elated
And happy Laocoon. o

14.
S"WE’AR not at all, put only kiss !
) "\ll womaf's oaths I hold amiss; *
Thy word is sweet, but sweeter far
The kisses that my guerdom are.
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These koop I,*while thy words but seem
A passing cloud, or fragrant dream,

* * ™ . *
Now then, ray loyed ope, swr.gar away !
TI'll crodit all that thou dost say ;

And when I sink upon thy krfast,
Tl think that T am truly blest;. |
I'l think that, loveeternally ¢
And even longcr,‘thou’lt:lov.e me.

L 15- L]
UPON my mistress’s eyos so cloar
I write the fairest cantatvs;

Upon my mistress’s mouth singe e

1 write tho bost of terzipas ;
Upon my mistress’s choeks sos dowr

T write the clev@restestanzas,
And had my mistress a hoart, apon it
I scon would wrjte a charming sonnct.

6. s,
HE world’s an ass, {ue world can’t s
And grows morc stupid daily :

It says, my dgrling child, of thee,—
Thou livest far too gaily. .
The world’s an ass, the world can’t see,
Thy character not knowing ; o
Tt knows not how sweet thy Misscs be,

How raptufously glowing.

‘ 17.

OVED one—gladly would I know i,
Art thou but a vision fair,
Such as in his brain the poet
Loves in summer fo prepare ? o
No! such eyes of magic splendour,
Lips go rosy and so warm,
8ot e child, 8o sweet and tender,
Neawer did the poet form,
Basilisks and varlpires yory, ©
* ' Dragons, monsters f the earthg®
uchlike evil beasts «f story
¢ In the poet’s fire 1: ve birth.

: o
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But thyself, thy wiles insidious,
And thy face, so sweet and staid,

And thy kindly looks perfidious,—
Thet » the pmet neyer m.ado. R

18.

C LEAMS my love in beauty’s splendour,
A Like the child of ocean foyn ;

As his Brjde my mistress tender

® Is arstrangey taking home.

Though ’tis treason, don’t abuse it,
Heart, thou much-enduring one !
DBear it, bear it, and excuse if,
‘What the besuteous fodl hath done.

19.

I’LL not be angry, though my feart should, breuk,

Evermore lost one! no conplaint I'll make.
Though thou may’st spgckle ‘neath thy diamonds bright,
No ray can picrce thy heart’s unceasirg night.

I'voe%nown it long. In vision saw T thee,

How night thy heart doth fill unceasingly,

And how the serpent at thy heart doth gnaw,—
How wretched, love, thou art, too well 1 saw.

20. .
"IPHOU'RT wrctched, yes !—but no complaint T'11

©— -
My love, wo both, alas, mugt wretched be!
Till death our poor afllicted hearts doth break,
My love, wo both, alas, must wretched be !

I see the scorr that round thy mouth doth play,
I see thine oyes that glance so haughtily,

I see the pride that doth thy bosom sway,—
Yet thou art wretched, wretched e’cn as I.

Griof lurks aromd thy mouth, unseen indeod,
With hiddeyg tears thige eyes can scarcely see, ,

Ang secret wounds on tRy proud bosom feod—
My love, we both, alas, mlxst wrgtched be !
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- 21.
FHE flutes and fiddlos are sounding,
The trumpets ringing clear ; «
In the wedding dancp is bdunding
My heart’s own mistress dear.

Tho shawms and kettle-drdfs vying
In noisy chorus I hear; S

But mepnwhile goed angels b sigling
And woeping%umly 4 togr.

22. b
’]_‘HOU scarcely could’st have furgotton it faster,
That I of thine heart so long was the master;
Thine heart so fulsc, o small, and ~0 sweet,
A swoeter and falser I never ghall mcet.
. Thou now hest forgotfcn the love aud disastar
That made my heart throb all the faster;
I know not if love was tho grentest, or woo;
That both weie great, full well T know.

23.
O IF the uny flowers
But knew of my wonnded heart,
Their tears, liko mine, in showers
Would fall, to care the sigart.
1f knew the nightingnles only
That I'm so monrnful and sad, .
They would cheer my misery Ronely °
With their notes so tuneful and glad.
Tf the golden stars bigh o’er us
But knew of my bitter woe,
They would speak Words of comfort in chorus,
Descending huther bolow,
Not one of these can allay it,
One only knows of my smart ;
"Pis she, I grieve to say it,
Wjo thus hath wounded my heart.

24
WHY have tHo ro~es lost théir hue,
Sweet love, O tcllfne why ? o
y mutely thus do 1he violets Llue
In the verdent mentows sigh?
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O why doth tho lark up high i the air
With a voice so mournful sing ?
O why.doth each fragrant flowerct fair
Exhala like a poisopous fhing?
O wherefore looks the sun to-day
On the ficld™ 8o full of gloom ?
O why dogh.the earth appear so grey,
And drearfg as a tomly? .
Why feol [ myself go montnful and weak,—
#weeb luve, I put it to thee? .
My own sweot darding, sweet love, O speak,—
O wherefore leavest thou me?
25.
FOR thino ear many tales they invented.
And loud complaints preferred ;
Bt how my soul wae tormentod, *
Of this they said nota word.
They prated of mischief and evil,
And mournfully sLook their head ;
They liken’8 poot me to the devil,
And thou didst believe what they said.
*But, O, the worst and the saddest,
Of this they nothing know ¢
The satidest and tho maddest
In my heart was hidden from viow.
o, 26.
THE linden blossom’d, the nightingale sung,
The sun was laugling with radiance bright ;

"Thou kissed’st me then, while thine arm round me elung,

To thy heaving bosom thoy, pressed’st,me tight.

The raven was screeching, the leaves fast fell,

The sun gazod cheerlessly down on the sight ;

We coldly said*to each other © Farewell!”

Thou politely didst make me a curtsey polito.
27.
\ E have felt for cach othor emotions soft.
And, yet our teinpeps always were matching,
At ¢ reap and wife ” wo have play'd full oft,
And yat ne'er todk to fighting and scratching.

*We have shouted togother, together been gay,
And renderly kisgd and dondletl away.
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At last we play’d in forest and dell
At hide and seek, like sister and brother,
‘And managed to hide oursnlves so well,
That nover singe theg have/'we seen each other.

28. .
"VE no belief in the héavens
Of which the parsons 8w ;
In thine eycs beficve,l only,
. In their heavenly Jight I 1gve.
T've no belief in the Maker
Of whom thc parsons rave;
In thine heart believe I only,
No other Giod will T havg.
T've no belief in tho deyil,
1n hell or the pains of dell ; ]
In thine eyes Delieve I only,
And thing evil heart as ell.

" 29,
TO me thou wert faithful'end steady,
And 1hiadest for me supplication ;
In my troubles and sud tribulation

Thy comfort always was ready.

Food and drink thow gav’st mp in payment,
And plenty of money didst lend me,
And also a passport Jdidst send e,

As well as some changes of raiment. -

From heat and from coldnoss unpleasant

« May heaven, my dear one, leng guard thee,
And may it never reward thec

The kindness showst me at present!

bt 30.
THE earth had long been avaricious,®
But May, when sho came, gave with great pro-
' . digality, o . o
Axnd sl things now smile with rapture delicious,
But { for laughter have no partiality.
"The blge bells are ringing, their beaufy displaying,
' Theibirds, as in fables, tal} sentimengality ;
1 tn.ke?o pleasure in all thyy are saying,
ndi I am quiteswretched in sober reality,
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All men I detest, and now cannot mebt one,
Not even my friend, with tho least cordiality,
And this all hecause my amiable sweet one
They * madan ” enditle, with cilling formality.
. - 8L
AND when I so ¥ng, 50 long had delay’d,
) In foreign®lapds had in reveries stay’'d,
My loved one found*it toe lon tp wait, ©
And sew’d hersel&a wedding-dress straight,
And ther? cmbfaced in ker arms, willy-nilly, .
As bridegroom, the youtH in the world the most silly.

My loved one is 8o beauteous and soft,

Pefore me still hovers her image oft ;

Her rosy cheeks, her viglet eyes ~

That all the year round glow bright as the skies.
That I could fly from such charx.ing attractions
Was tho silliest far of my silliost adtions.

3?2
THE lovely eyes of violet blue,
The beauteous cheeks of rosy E___,
¢The hands so like white lilies too,—
All these still swoetly blosson and bloom,
The heart alonn,is cold as the tomb.

338. :
THE carthe®s so fair, and the heavens so bright,
The breezes ate breathing with soothing might
The blooming ficlds with flowers are dight,
In the morning dew all radiant with light,
All men are rejoicing that meet my sight—
My bed in the grave I fain would be pressing,
The corpse of my mistress dear caressing.

”, 34.
‘VHEN jn the tomb, my mistress fair,
The chilly tomb, thou must hide thee,
I'Nl soon descend to rejoin thee there,
And fondly nestle beside thee.
I wildly will prss thoe, embrace thee, and kiss
My pale, coldefearful-tosece love!
T'll tremble, weop, shout with rapturous bliss,
And soon be & corpse [iko thee, love.
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The dead will arisb, when midnight is nigh,
And dance in airy troops lightly ;

Juf we in the tomb will quietly Le, .
Thine arms embraging ne tightly. .

The dead will arise, whon tho loud trump of doom
To bliss or to torment is calli

But regardless of all, we’ll remamn ip the tomb,
Still clasp’d in embraces cnthralling.

35.
‘A TLONELY fir tmg i« standing
Ou a northern barrcn height ;
It sleeps, and theice und «now-drift
Cast round it a garment of white.
It dreams of a slendof palw-trec,
Which farin tite Kustorn land  *
Beside a precipice seorel.ing
¢+ In silent sorrow doth stand.

' 36 e .

FAIR, bright, . olden constellation,
Seck my love’s far habitation ;

Tell her that I still am true,

Sick at heary und pale fgced too. o

ar.
The head spcaka)
1, were I but the footstool ¢’en
On which my loved oud's foot doth rest,
I ne'er to grumble shonld be seen,
Héwever hard I might bo press’d.
(The heart speaks.) °
Ah, were T but the cushion sofé
Wherein her pins she’s wont to stick,
And ’twere hor will to prick mo oft?
I should rejoice at every prick.
{The sony speaks.)
Ah, were I but the paper dest
Wherewith she’s -yont her hgir to curl,
Y'd gently whispe: m her car .
Tie thenghts i at n.z me live and whirl,
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g8, B
SINCE my darling one has left me,
Power of langhing is bereft me ;
Bldckheads{ain would raise a joko,
Rut 1o laughter can prdvoke:
Since I'veJdpst my darling one,
Power of Weeping, too, is gone ;
Though ¥y heart wgh sorrow decp
We]}q'kg’h “brealss, I cagnot weep.
3 S
PS “ . 39.
l\‘ Y little songs do I utter
From out of my great, great sorrow;
Some tinkling pinions they borrow,
And tow’rd her bosom thqy flutter.
They found ij, dhd over it hover’d,
® Bui soon rcturn’d thew, compl#ining,
And yot to tell me disdaining
‘What they il her bosom discover'd.

-

40.
SWEE’I“ darling, beloved by me solely,
The thoughts in my mcmory dweil

That once I possess’d thee wholly,

Thy soul and body as well.
Thy body, so Joung and tender,

I nced, beyond all doubt;
Thy gdful to ghe tomb 1’1l surrender,

I've plonty of soul without.
I'11 cut ofy soul in sunder,

And half of it breathe into thee, |
And when I cinbrace thee,—O wonder !—

One soul and body we'll be.

- 41.
HE blockheads, their holidays keoping,

* Are walking through forest and plain ;

They shout, and like kittens are leaping,
Ang hail sweet Nature again.

Thoy gaze, with glancesethat glisten,
On each romantie thing ;

With eafs like ass®& they listen
Tc hear the Sparrows sing. g

77
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My chambgr window to darken,
With black cloth I hang it by day ;

To the signal my spirits straight hearken,
Day-visits they hasten to pay.

My olden love alsc draws nigh me,
From the realms of the dead she appears;

She, weeping, sits gently closc by me, o
A.n(d softens my bosom tosdars.

‘ . 3

:
.

43, ¢ <

MANY visions of tien:s long vanish'd

Arise from out of their tomb,
And show me how once in thy presence
I lived in oy life’'s youug bloom.
All day T mournfully thttgr'd
Thtough thy strects, as though in a®dream
The people gazed on me with wounder,
« 8o silent and sad did I 8cem.

The night-tjme suit«d me better,
Deserted the streets Were then,

And T and my shadow together
We wandered in silonce again.

With footstops ochoing loudly
I wander’'d over the btidgoe ;

The moon with solemn look hail’d me
As sho burst through the cléudy ridge.

1 stood in*front of thy dwelling,
And fondly gazed up on high;

I gazed up towards thy window,
Mey heart breathed many e sigh.

Well know I that thou from tHe window
Full often hast gazed below,

And in the moonlight hast soln me
Stand fix'd, the 1mage of woe.

4%,
YOUTHconce loved a maiden
‘Who loved apothor instead

‘The other himsclf ¥ved anotifer,

And with the latter did wed.
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The maiden, in scornful anger,
Straight married the first of the men
‘Who happencd to come across her,—
The youth.was heart-broken then.
"Tis only an old, old story, °
And yet ig{ver scems new ;
Tbe heart of him whom it pictures
‘Will #ocu be brokeP in two.

> %
FRIFNDSHIP love, philosophers’ stone,—
Thesc three thmgs men value alone.
1, too, valued and sought them ever,
Bat, alas, discovered them never.

45.
ON hearing the strains enthralling
That my loved one sang t4 me erst,

With torments fierce and appalling

My heart’is ready to burst.
Impell’d by a glnowy yecarning

I seek n the forest relief,
And there in tears hotly burnmg

- I quench my n.ngulsh and gnof

TIIE'cluld of'a kmg in dream have I seen;
Hoy tear-stain’d and pallid her face is,
As wo qﬁ:etly #it ‘neuth the linden green,
Held fast in each other’s embraces !
“ Thy fathér’s throne is nothing to me,
“ Nor yet his sceptre all golden, -
¢ And diamond crown ; fer nothing-but thee.
¢ Sweet love, will I 'be beholden.”

¢ That may not be,” the maiden replied,
“ For I'in my grave am lying,

““ Angd only by night can I be by thy slde,
* To thy loving caresses replying.”

47.
WEET JYove, in fond cenverse together
In the light camoe sat we,
Still the Might was, #nd calm was the weather,
As we skimm’d o’er the wide Spreading son.

79
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Tho fair spirit;iclands before us "
In the glimmoring moonlight lay ;
«Sweet toncs came floating o’er us,
While the mlsts were dancjng in plu.y.

« On danced they with rorrier motion,
And swester still sounded the song,
But over the boundless ocean ° |
We m(x)urnfully figated olomet

48,

1‘ ROM older legensis springifg,
Appears a snow-w hite band

‘With joyous strains, and siuging,
From some far magic fand,

Where flowers in glowing splendour
Pipe in the ovening sun,

And bridal giances t«\nder
Cast sweétly cvery oneg

‘Where all tlie trees, uniting
In chorus, shout b¥ow, .
And huabbling 1 ooks delighting

The car, liki music flow ;

And lovessongs fierce and burning
Unheard of bliss impart, .

Till sweot and wondrous ycarning
Befools tho throbbing heand,

Ah, could, I thither travel,
And casc my aching breasgt,

. And all my grief unravdl,

And there be free and blest!

That land, whenee care and trouble
Are banish’d. that in dreams

Oft see T, like a bubble .
Dissolves, when morning bea.ms..

49,
' I"VE lovod thoee Iony, and I love thee still
And ¢’en if the world wore.phattcr’d

My glowing love would, glisten and thrill,
Though widelv « avtha ruins were scatter'd.

o
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And when I thus have loved thee so well
Till the hour of death has soundec,
I’ll take with me e’en to my tomb's dark cell,
My love-pangs fierce a.nd‘ unbounded.
< v -

- Bo.

IN the glimumering summer morning
. I paca tho garden alone;
The flowers are yhisphing and spealing,
. But e¥ently wander I*on.
Thoe ffbwers are whispring and spealing,
My form with compassion they scaa :
O pray be kind to our sister,
Thou mournful and pale-faced man ! -

51.

I’{ER dark altire thus wearing -«
. My love appears to my sight
Like a tale of korrow despairing

That’s told in the long swmmer night ;

“ In the magical sarden there wander
“ T'wo lovers mute and alone;
# Sweet ging tho nightingales yonder,
“ The moonbeams are over them thrown.
* Like % statue the maiden stands mildly,
“ At her feet the faithful knight lics ;
“ The fordkt giant comes wildly,
 Thd sorrowing maiden soon flies.
¢ Soon the xnight on the ground lics all gary,
** The giant goes homo at his ease—" -
And when I am buried, the story .
Is ended as soon as you pleasoc.
. 52,
HEY often have vox'd me sadly
*And worried me early and late;
‘While some with their love have annoy’d me,
The others pursued me with hate.
My bread th®y have utterly’ poison’d,
. And polgon'd my cup too of late ; -
While some with thefr love have annoy’d me,
The others purq:xed me, with pate.

81
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But she who more than all others )
Has vex’d me, and worned and chafed,

+She only with hate ne’ er pursued me,
She only her love ne er vowhsafed *

.)d
HERE lies the glow af summer
Upon thy cheek confzse’d,
And.in thine heﬁ.rt epld winter..
Has made its place of rest,”

Adl this will soon be aléer’d,
My dearcst love and best,

The winter on thy check be,
The summo: in thy bregst !

54. =~
HEN two_ {ond lovors arc parted,©
They g.we each other tlie hand,

I+ weep and to sigh beginning,
And losmg 11 self-command.

But not gne smgle tear uept wo,
No Ah! or Alas! did we sigh ;

Qur tears and our sighs both together
Too surely came by-and-by.

THFY sat round the tea-table drinking,
And speaking of love ¢ great deal ;
The men of msthetics were thinking,

The ladies more prone were to feel.
% All love ought to be but platonical

The wither’d old counsellor said ;
His wife by a smile quite ironicdl

Rejoin’d, and then sighed “ Ah!” instead.

Baid the canon with visage dejected :
. “Love ne’er should be suffered to'go
# Too far, or the health is affected ;”
r The maiden then simper'd : ¢ How 809"
The Countess E.r sad feelings® vented,
';. Baid ¢ Love is & p.ssion, I'm sure,”
nd then to the Bardh presen
His cup with politeness demure,



BQOK OF. SONGS, 88
A place was still empty at table;
&y darling, ’twas thou wert away ;
Thou hadst been so especially able
THe ’ga.le of thy love, sweet, to say.

88,
MY gongn with poison are tainted,
Baiyhow could it otherwise be ?
My blossoming life thbu hast poigon’d,
Awd tvade if hateful t3 me.
By sohgs withe poison are tainted,
But how could it otherwise be ?
In my heart many serpents I carry,
Axnd thee too, my dearest love, thee.

L 1

'[ DREAMT once more the vision of yore : ‘
. The time weas a fair May qven,
We sat neath th8 linden, and there we swqre

To be faithful, in pre~ence of heaven.

And once and hgain®we plighted our troth,
And titter’d, caress’d, kiss’d so dearly;
ARA lest I should fail to remember my oath,

My hand thou then bittest severely.

O sweetedt love, with the cyes so bright,
O sweet one, so fair and so bitceful !

The sweariafs wag doubtless all proper and right,
But the biting was rather too spiteful !

58.

I STAND on tho brow of the mountain,
And’sentimentally’sigh.

« O were I only a bird now!”
I many a thousand times cry.

O were I only a swallow,
My darling, to thee would I fly,
And soon a nest would I build me,
Thy lattice window hard by.

O were I nightingale vnly,
I woyld fy, mytdarling, to thee, .
And sing my sweel songs by night-time
Perch’d higg"in the green §inden tree.

+
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O were I only a bullfinch,
I would fly straight into thy heart 3
To the bullfinch thou always wert kindly,
And heplest the bullfinch’s smart.*
[ v

59,
MY carriage is traversing skhwly
The greenwopd merry afld ‘bright,
Through flowering valleys, liké magic
INumed by the sun's glowing K'g]}t.
I'm sifting and thinking apd dreaming,
And muse on my mistress dear ;
When, nodding their heads at the window,
Three shadowy figures appeur.

They skip and they make wry grimaces,

So scoffing and yct se shy ; *
And twirling migt-like together,

They titter and haste swiftly by.

6.
IN vision‘I lately was weeping,
I dreamt thou wort laid in thy grave;

I awoke, and the tears unecasing

My checks continued to lgve.

In vision I latcly was wecping,
I dreamt I was left, love, by thes,
1 awoke, and wecping continued .
Both long and bitterly.
«In vision T lately was weeping,
I dregmt thou wgert kind as of yore ;
I awoke, and my tears in torrents
Continued to flow as bofore.

61.

LL night in vision belold I thee, *
.And see theo grecting me kindly ;
" And loudly weeping then throw I me
Before thy sweot feet Ilindlys, -
et .
* Thj word “ Gimpel " in the « riginal has ¢he double meaning
of “bulffinch” end * blockhend,” and the point of this werse is
thenefox? lost in a tfgnslation.
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‘With sorrowing looks thou stand’st in my view,
Thy fair locks mournfully shaking;
‘While teardrops bright of pearly hue °
From thy dear oyes are breaking.
A gentle word thou dost secretly say,
nd givest a'eypress-wreath sweetly :
2 awake, apd _he wreath has vanish’d away,
And the word is forgdtten complgtely.
[ 3

62,

FPMS autumn, thé night’s dark and gloomy,
‘With rain and tempest above ;
‘Where tarrics,—O tell it unto ine,—
My poor and sorrowing love ?
By the windows I see her reclining,
in her chamber lorely aad drear,
And out in thg night, sadly pining,
She looks with many a tear.

63.

JIHE trees in the autumn wind rustle
The night is humid and ¢old ;
I ride ::.ll alone in tho forest,
And round m¢ my grey cloak I fold.

And as Jem riding, before me

My thoughts unrcstrainedly roam;
They lightly and airily bear the

To my own dear mistress’s home.

The dogs are barking, the servants
With glittering torched appear;
I climb up the winding staircasc,
My spurs ring loudly and clear.
In her bright-lighted tapestry chamber,
So*full of magical charms,
My own sweet darling awaits me,
I hasten into her arms.
The wind ift the leaves is sighing,
The od} thus whikpers to me : .
& What means, thou"foolish young horseman,
¢ Thy foolish?r‘everie 2 °
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* 64.
. AGLITTERING star is falling

From its shining homa in tha.ain.
The star of love 'tis gurely
That I sec fulling there. .

The blossoms and leaves in *}enty
From the apple gree fall eabh®day

The m&ry breeses appeoach’ thent,
Aud with them mernily play. £ .

"I'he swan in the pool iseibging:,
And up and down doth ke stoer,
And, singing geutly ever,
Dips undcr the water clear.

A1l now is silent and darkseme,
The leaves ani bldssoms decuy,
The star bas ¢rmnbled and yanish’d,
*The song of the swan dicd away.

6. "« ‘
THE Dream-God brought me to a castle vast,
Where magic fragrance reign’d and lights “ere
gleaming,
Axnd through its mazy-winding chambers pass’d
A chegquer’d throng, still onward, onward streaming.
;T‘he pale crowd seck the exit-portal fas#.
Wringing their hands, and full 8f terror screaming,
Aud knights and maidens minglo in the throng,
And I myself am with them borne along,

But suddenly T stand alone, for, lo,

The crowd hath vanish’d and from sight departed ;

“T wander on, and through the chambers go,

All strangely winding, silent and descrted ;
My foot is loaden, and I scarcely know

How to escape, thus sadden’d and faint-hdarted.

1 the farthest portal [ descry,

And sgek to pass—great heavens, what meets mine eye |

1t W?.ngy love, who at the Joor did .st@d,
Gri§f on her lips, her brow in tribulation.

T sought to fly,—she beckor’d with her hand,
‘Whather to wafn me. » i inlignation ;



W BOOK OF SONGS.

Yot gleam’d her eye like some sw8et glowing brand,
Setting my heart and brain in conflagration

And as shg gazed with looks of passion deep,

Blended with,sternues, I.awnka from sleep.

: 66.
Vl‘_\HE midnigk? was cold, in plaintive mood
I wander’d mournfully*through thg wood ;
I shook the trees from out of their slecp,
They shook their heads with pity deep.

67,

BENEATH the crossway buried,
The suicide lies hore,

‘Where grows u charming blue flow’ret,
The culprit-flower 8o dear.

I stood byshe crossway Bighing,
The night was chilly and drear,

While slowly n.oved in the moonlight
The culprit-flower so dear.

G8.
“THERESOE‘ER I go, there darkles
Round me gloom and utter night,

Now that there no longer sparkles
Orf me, lpve, thine cyos’ sweet light.
Quench’d are all the golden blisses
That love’s star upon me smil’d ;

"Neath my feet the dread abyss is,—
Night primeval, tak® thy child"

- 69.
NIGHT‘ lay upon mine eyelids,
Upon my mouth lay lead ;
I in my grave was lying,
With frozen heart and head.
How lonf it was I know not
Thay I in slundber lay ;
1 woke and heard a knocking
Upon my grave ong day. e
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“ Wil thou tiot rise up, Henry ¢
“The Judgment Day is this,

“ The dead have all arwen,
“To tasko of.endlf'ﬂs bhss.”

I cannot rise, my daxlmg, P
For I have lost my sight ;

Mine eyos, through, very woepiiif,
Are wil'd in Jatkest wight: ’ ‘

“ I’ll kiss away the du.rimess.
« My Henry, fiom thime eyon
“The a.ngels shalt thou sec thew,
“ The glory of the skies.”

I caunot rise, my darlingy

The vmund 18 by .lou'lmg yed,
Mzade by thee meny Bosom

W1t11 ono shdrp word and #h:eat.

“ My hand all gently, Iy,
“ I'll lay upon thy h RTINS
¢ It then Will bleed ne longer,
“ And heal’d will Le the smert ”

1 cannot rise, my Jarling,
My head stall ble ds amdim !
"Twas therc the buller cnter’d,
‘When thou wert from mo {p'er.

* With my lor.lg trcsses, Hemry, |
“T'll stanch the bleedmg wound,

¢ And drivo the blood-stream backwards,
s Anfl mako thy head thus sound.”

So gently, swoetly pray’d she,
T could not spurn her pray

1 sought to rire and hasten
To joiu 1y mistress fair,

Then all my wounds ’gun blecaing,

"Then, wildly rashing, broke e
From hoad and breast tdw bloodstream,
¢ Ard lo!—from sl (*I woke, **
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70.
HE numbers old and evil,
The dreams so harrowing,

Let's bury all together,—

A mighty coffin’ bring !
T'l1 placetherc much, but say not

‘Whet %is, till all is done;

The coffin. musf be Ta.r.ger
Thén Heidelberg's vast tun.

And also bring a death-bicr,

Of boards full stout and sound ;
They also must be longer

Than Mayence bridge renown’d,

And also brirg twelve giants
‘Whose #trength of<limb excels
Saint Christopher’s, whese shrine in

Cologné Cathcdral dwells.

The coffin thoy mwust carry,
And 8ink Bencath the wave ;

For such a mighty coffin
Must have o mighty grave.

‘Why was the coffin, tell me,
Vo great wnd hard to move ?

1 in it placed my sorrows,
Asfll in jt placed my love.

THE GODS’ TWILIGHT.

FA IR May has come with hor bright golden radiance,
And silken gales and fragrant spicy odours,
And kindly lures us with her snowy blossoms,

And from a thousand bluc-eyed violets greets us,
And spreads abiroad her flowery verdant carpet,
With morging dew and sunshine interwoven,

And summons all her favouritc human children.

At her first call the bashful people come;

The men in haste put on their nankoen breeches,
And Bunday coatB with golden glassy buttons;

The women dog, the whild, of innocence, .
The youths take care to curl their spring-mustachios,
The maidons bid their. bosomssoftlysheave ;
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The city pocts cram into their pockets
Paper, lead-pencil, and lorgnette ; and gaily
The ¢ddying moving crowd draw near the gateway,
And he at ease on, the green turf beyond, *
Amazed to sec how much thn trees have sprouted,—
Play with the tender colour'd flowerets fair,
List to the song of merry birds abot¢ them,
And shout exulting tow'rdg the vault bf*heaven.

[ . .

.
To me came also May, and thgee times Enock'd she
Against my door and cried : “ Behold sweet May !

‘ 'Thou palefaced dreamer, come?T fuin would kiss thee!”
But I my door kept bolted, and I cmed :

¢ In vain thou scek’st to tempt me. evil stranger.

“T long have seen thea through, I've suen through also ¢
“The fabrie of the world, and séon too much,

“+And much too deep, gid fled is all my pleusire,

“ And endless tormenks quiver in mr heart.

« I see thgough all the stony hard « teides

¢ Of human houses and of hyman bosoms,

* And see in both deceit and whHe and dalschood.

* T've learnt to rdud the thonohts on every faco,—

“ All evil! In the maiden’s shamcfaced blushes o

“1 see the trembling of a seeret Iust ;

“On the mspired and haoghty heqgd of youfh

T see the laughing chequer’d fool’s cap jingling ;

+ ¢ And curic’turcs alone and «ickly shadows

1 sco upon this carth, and Iive in doubt *,
“ Whether a madhotise ’tis, or hospital.
“ The old carth’s ciust T sec through Vat too plainly
“ Ag though it were of erystal, — see the horrors
“ Which Mayvis vainly striving to conceal
« With pleasing verdure. There T sce the dead ;
¢ They lie beneath, in their small coffing prison'd,
* With hands together folded, eyes widd open,
< 'Whith is thoir garment, white their face as'wel],
« And yellow worms from out their lips are crawling,
“X rsoeitln son with his loved mistress sitting
“ And toying with her on his futher’s grave.
“ Deridive songs the nifhtingnles are finging,
“The gentle meadow flow’r« tf laugh with malice,
% And the dead futher movotR in hus grave, .
“ Whilp the old mwether-ge:th with pain doth shudder.”
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O thou poor earth, thy sorrows know I well!
1 see’the glow that in thy breast is heaving,
Thy thousand veins I see all bleeding froely,
And sce thy ggping Wwounds all, all tern open,
While flafnes ;&l{)d smoko anél blood stream wildly fu.‘h
. T see thy proud defant giant-children,
Primeval monsters, from dark gulfs arising
And swinging raddy torches §n their hands.
Their iron scaling-ladddrs theyeadvance)
Aud wildly rush to siorw the forts of heaven,
And swarthy dwarfs elimb aftor them ; with crackling
Each golden star on high like dust is scattor’d.
With daring hand they tear the golden curtain
o From God’s own tent; the blessed troops of angels
Fall headlong down with howlitg at the sight.
The nale God sits ypon his awful throne,
Tears from his head his cfown, and toars his hair.—
Still onward, onwavd press the savage crew,
The giants fiorcely hurl their blazing torches
Intd the realms of heav n, the dwarfs strike wildly
With flaming scdurged on the angels’ backs,
Who twist and writho in ecstasy of anguish,
And*by the hair are scized and whirl'd away.
And my own angel likewise see T there,
With his blvnd locke. his sweet expressive featurcs,
With everlasting love around his mouth,
And with beatttude in his blue cyes.
A fearful hifleous dvarthy goblin gones,
Toars him from off the ground, my poor pale angel,
(irins as he ogles his fair noble limbs,
And clasps him firmly in his soft cmbraces,—
A yoll re-cchoes through tho universe, °
The pillars crash, and earth and heaven are hurl’d
Headlong together, and old night is lord.

RATCLIFF.*

HE Dream-God brought me to a landscapo fair
Where weeping willows nodded me a welcome
VV.ith their long verdanti®rms, and whero the flogers
Gazed on me Mutely witle wise sisters’ oyes,

* Bee Heina's Tragedy of tiit name.
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Whero the birds’ twittering resounded sweotly,
‘Where the dogs’ barking seem’d to e familiar,
And {oices kindly groeted me, and figures,

Like an old friend; and yet where eéverything
Appear’d so strange, beyond description strango.
Before a pretty country-house I stoud,

My bosom in me moving, but my ho#d

All peaceful, apd tho dust(with calmness shook I
From off my travelling yarments ; sTn‘illy sonndod
The bell I rang, and thou the Todk 1as open’d.,

Inside were men and women, many facos
To me well known. Still sorrow lay cn all,
And socret fearful grief. With sirango emotion,
Wellnigh with looks of pity, ongmo gused they
Till my own soul with tgrror was pprvaded, |
As though forcboding sbme finknown misfortune.
Old Margaret I straightway recogmed,
Gazed onher fizxedly, but yet she spake not,
“ Where is Mariu ?” osk’'d 1, y' t sho spake not,
But softly seized yuy hand, au | Ibd mé on
Through many a long and Tughtly-lighted chambor,
‘Where splendour, pownp, and deathlike silonee reign’d,
And to a darksome roorn at length she brought me,
And, with her face avorted from we, pointcl
Toward the form that sat upon the sofa.
% Art thou Maria ?” ask’d 1. Tnwardly -
] was mysolf astounded at tho firmftess
With which I spoke. Like stone and hollow
Sounded a voice:  That is the namc they call me.”
A picreing agony straight frozo me through,
For that cold hollow tone, alas, was yet

“The once enchanting voice of my Marial
And yonder woman in pale liluc dress, _
In negligent attire, with unveil’d bosom,
With glassy staring cyes, like louther sceming
The muscles of the checks of her white faco,—
Alas, that woman once was the most lovely,
The h}looming, pleasing, swu«t and kipd Maria !
“ travels have been loug” she said,aloud
In cold, unpleasing, but faruijiar accents,-
«You look no longer lan- nishing, my friend,
% Yoyre well in b¥alth, sur loins and calves elastio
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« Show your solidity.” Alsilly smile

Play’d the whilo round hor yellow, pallid mouth.

In my confusion utter’d I these accents : v
T’ve been Inform’d-that thou art married now ?”
Ah yes!” sholgarclessly rgplied with laughing :

I have a stick of wood that’s cover’d over
With leather, cal”’d a husband. Still, for all that,
Wood isbut wbdd I” And then she laugh'd perverscly

Till chilling &nguin through my spirit ¢an,

And doubt upon me svizcd :—aro those the modest,

The flowery-modest lips of iy Maria ? .

But presently she rose, Yook quickly up

From off the chair hor cushmere shawl, and threw it

Around her neck, my arm took hold of then,

Jrew e away, und through the-open housedoor,

And lc(l.mu on throagh thicket, fiold, und meadow.

The sun’s red glowing disk already downward
‘Wasg hast’ning, and its purple rays were beamng
Qver the trees and flowers, and o’er the river
That flow'd majedtically in the distance.

* Bee'st thou the large and golden eyo that’s floating
* In ¢he blue water ¥’ cried Maria quickly.

* Hush, thou poor creature I” said ¥, as T spied

In tho dim #wilight asstrange wondrous motion.
Tigures of mist arose from out the plain,

And with wlige tender arns embraced each other ;
The violets oyed calh other tenderly,

Tho lily cups with yearning bent together ;

A loving glow in every rose was gleaming,

'T'he pinks would fuin in their own breath be kindled,
In blissful odours rovell'd every flower, °

And overy ono'wept silent tears of rupture,

And all exulting shouted : Love! Love! Love!
Tho butterflics wero fluttering, and the shining
Gold beetles humm’d their gentle fairy songs,

Tho winds of evening whisper'd, and the oaks

All rustled, und the nightingale sang sweetly ;
And amid all the,whispering, rystling, singing,
Prated away, with thin cqld soundless voice,

The faded woman hanging on my arm :

“I know your nightly longing for the castle;

“ Everv long shadow i< a simpleton,”
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“That nods and sigas procigely as one wishes 3
«The blue coat is an angel; but the red coat

“ With his drawn sword, is very hostile to you.”
And many other things 1n this strango fashion
CoLtinued she to say, till, tired at long;.a,

She sat down with me on tho mossy bank

That stands beneath the ancieut noble oak-tree.
Together there we sat, bogh sad and silent,

And gazed upon each wther, growing saduer.
The oak, as with a dying sigly, was murmuring ;
Deop-grieviag, sang the nightingelc down on us.
But through the leaves a ruddy light was picrcing,
And flicker1’d round Maria’s pallid fave,

And lured a glow fromn out her righyd oyos,

Until with her old darling voice thus spoke she .
¢ How knewest thou that [ ain so ynhappy ?

“ T read it latcly in thy strange wild numbers.

An ice-cpld fecling piorced my b edst, T shudder’d
At my own mad dohriam, vhich the future

Saw through, my brain grew iddy with alarm,
And through sheer terror T awoke from sleep.

DONNA CLARA.

N the evening-shaded garden
Rambles the Alealde’s daughter ;
Kettle-drums and trumpets loadly
Echo from thé lofty castle.

» Wearisome T find the dances,

“ And the honicd words of flatt’ry,
“ And the knights, who so gallantly
¢ Tell me I the sun resemble.

¥ Everything is hatcful to me

¢ Since I by the beaming moonlight .
% Saw the Knight whos« lute allured me
# ['o the window cvery cvening.

*¢ Ag he stood, 84 slinn but daring,

¥ And his eyos shot hgntning glarces
# ¥From his pale and ubble foatur@s,
e Truly he faint (.. orgo rescmbled.”



BQOK OF SONGS. 95

In this manner Domna Clara

Thought, and on the ground then looked sho;
When she raiscd her eyos, the handsome
TUnknowu Knight was standiug by her.
Pressing hinds with 1dving whigpers

Wander they benoath the moonlight,

And the zephyr gently woos them,
Woudiongly the roges gibet them

Wondrously the ~oses greef them,
Lilte love's messgugers all glowing.—,
‘* But, my loved one, prythee tell mo
“ Why so suddenly thou redden’st 2

“ "T'was the flieg that stung me, dearest,
¢ And the flies are, all tho swmnmer,

“ Quite a8 much detested by me

* As the long-nosed Jewish fellows.”

“ Never mind tho flics and Jows, dear,”
Said the Knight, with fond ~aresses.
From the alpond-fa ces are falling
Thousand white and flecey blossams.

$housand white and fleecy blossoms
Their swoet fragrance shed areund them,
“ But, goy loved pne, prythec tell me

¢ TIs thy heart devoted to me ?”

% Yes, I gouly lovo thee, dearcest,

“ And T swearit by the Saviogr

“ Whom the God-dctosted Jows orst
“ Wickedly and vilely murderd.”

“ Never mind the Jews and Saviour,”,
Said tho Knight, with fond caresses.
In the distance snow-white lilics
Dreamily,Jight-bathed, are bending.

Bathed in light tho snow-white lilies
Gaze upon the stars above them :

“ But, my loved one, prythee tell me

“ Hast thou not a false oath taken 7

¢ Falsehqod'is not iy me, dearest,

¢ Since wighin my bypast there flows not
% E'en ono single drop of Moor’s blood,
“ Or of dirty Jew’s bloodseithor®’
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¢« Never mind(,f;he Moors and J c;vs, doar,
Said the Knight, with fond caresses ;
And he to a myrtle bower

®Leads the fair Alcalde’s daughter.

‘With the nets of love so tender, ¢

He hath secrotly enclosed hor ¥

Short their words and long their kisses,
And their hearts ara ovcrﬂowmg

Like a Wvd(lmg—song a.ll—n; yting
Sings the nightingale. the dgur one ;
Glowworms on the ground arc moving,
As if in the torch-dance cireling.

Silence reigns within the bowar,
Nought is heard txcept the stealthy
‘Whispers of the cunning myrfles,
And the breathing of the flowerets.

But, soon kettle-drums and t.umnpets
Echo from the lefty castle,

And, awukening, Clara quickly .

From the Knight’s ar1.: frees her person.

¢ Hark, they’re calling mc, my dcearest,
“ Yet before we part, thou nced’st must
“ Thy dear name to me discover ‘
¢ Which thou hast sc long concealtd.”

And the Knight, with mdiaut.,smiﬁhg,
Kigs’'d the fingers of his Donna,
Kiss’d her lips and kiss’d her forohead,
«And at last these words he utfered :

« 1, Sefiorn, I, your loved one,

¢ Am the son of the much honour'd

% Great and learued scmbt,, the Rabbi
“ Israel of Saragossa.” .

ALMANSOR.
1.

N fair Cordewva’s cathedraly

Stand the colunkis, thirteerr lLundred,—

Thirteen hundred gm‘.nt-columﬂs
Bear the xpighty :lome in safety.
t
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And on ddme and walls and golumns
From the very top to bottom

The Koran's Arabian proverbs
Twine in wise and flowery fashion,

Moonsh Sings erectdd whilome
This vast house to Allah’s glory,
Yot in mpny parts “tis alter’d

In the darksome Yvhirl‘ of ages.

On the turret v.he.o the watchma
Stmmon'd unta praycr the people, ¢
Now the Christian bell is sounding
With its melancholy murmur.

On the steps whereon the faithful
Used to sing the I’rophet’s sayings,
Now baldpatetl priests exhibit

All the mass’g trivial wonders.

How they twirl beforo the colowr’d  *

Puppets, fu]l of ar‘ic capers,

Midst the incenss smoke and rirging,
.Wlule the renseless tapers sparkle !

In fair Cordova’s cathedral

Standg Almanser ben Abdullah,
Viewing silently the columns,

And thegsp words in silenco murmuring :

a .
“ Q ye columns, strong, gigaftic,
“ Once adorn’d in Allah’s glory,
“ Now must ye pay humble homage
* To this Christendom detosted.

“ To the'times have ye submitted,
¢¢ And ye bear the burden calmly ;
¢« 8till more reason for the weaker
“ Tovbe patient all the sooner.”

.And Almansor ben Abdullah
Bent his head with face unruffled
Q'er the forft so decgrated”

In fair Cgpdova’s cathedral.
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.
2

THE cathedral left he quickly,

Al On his wild stecd spegding onward,
While his ufoist locks and the feathers
In his hat the wind 18 moving,

On the road to Alcoles,

By the sido of Guadalquivir,
Where the snows almortl blossomus,
And the friagrant golden orhngo,

Thither hastes the merry rider,
Piping. singing, laughing gaily,
And the birds all swell the (Lorus,
And the torr nte noisy waters

In the fort at Alevolea, '
Dwolleth Clarg 8e Alvares :
In Navarre her site is fieht e,
And she revelsdn her to cdowm.

And afar Abnansor b ardth

Sounds of kettle drrms and trumpets,

And the castle lighty beholds he
Glittering through the trecs’ dark shadows,

In the fort at Alcolen

Donco twelve gaily trick’d-out ladies
‘With twelve knights atfircdeas gaily,
But Alnansor's the best dancer.

3

"

As if wing'd by merry funcics,
Roun? about the hall ho flutiers,
Knowing how to all the ladies

To address sweet flattering speeches.

Isubella’s lovely hands he
Kisses quickly, and then leaves her,
And before Klvira stands he,
Looking in her face »o archly.

He in turns asstres cuch lady®
That he heartily adurbs her; °
“QOn the true faith of a Christian "
Swears he dhirty (1mes that evening,

‘



BOOK OF SONGS. 99
.3.
N the fort at Alcolea
Merriment.and noise have ceased now,

Knights u.:d ladies all have vanish'd,
And the lights are all extinguish'd.

Dorua Clara and Almansor

In the hall above still 1thger,
And one single lamp is thrdwing
Ongthem both its feeble lustre.

On the seat the lady’s sitting,

And the knight upon the footstool,
And his head, by sleep o’erpower’d,
On her darling knees is resting,.

Frcm a golden flask semc® rose-oil
Pours the lady, sadly musing,

On Almansor’s dark-brown tresses,-—
From his inmost boso a sigus he.

With her soft lips“then the lady .
Ctives a sweet kiss, sadly musing,

®n Almaneor’s dark-brown tresses,—
And hi't's brow is clouded over.”

From her light cyes tcars in torrents
Weeps the lady, sadly musing,

On Aleansor’stdark-brown tresses,—
And his lips begin to quiver.

And he droams he’s once more standing
With his head bent down-and weepirg
In fair Cordova’s cathedral,

Many gloomy voices hearing.

All the lofty giant-columns

Hearz he murmuring full of anger,—
SThat no longer will they bear it,
And they totter and they tremble,

And they, wildly fal} together,

Pale turn gll the prigsts and people,
COrashing falls the dome upon them,
And the Christian gods wail loadly.
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THE PILGRIMAGi’*J TO KEVLAAR
L

HE mother stood by the window,
. The son id bed la.y he. t
“ Wilt thou not rise up, Wllha,m,
¢ The fair procession to sec ¥~

“T am o ill, my mqher,
I neither sec por heax;
T think of my poor dead Gretchen,
“ Mg heart is breaking near.”
“ Arise, lot’s go to Kevlaar,
“Take book and rosary too ;
“The mother of God will heal tice,
* Aud cure thy sick heart anew.”

In church-like topes they arersinging,
The banners flutter on higl ;
At (ologne on the Rhine this happens,
he proud precessien woves by.

The crowd thc ‘mother filkows, ¢
Her son fhe leadeth oW,

And both of them sing in chorus:
“0 Mary, blessed be thou!”

1 ¢

2.

FPHE mother of God at Kevlaar,
Her best dress wears ttday; «
Full much hath she to accomphsh
So great the sick folks’ array.

The sigk folk with, them are bringing,
Ag offerings fitting and moet,

Strange limbs of wax all fashion’d,
Yes, wazen hands and foct.

And he who a wax hand offers,
Finds cured in his haud the wound,
And he who  wax foot proffers,
Straight finds his foot grow sound.

‘To Kovlaar went manypon crutthes
“+ Who now on the tugi:o & rope skip,
And many a palsied finger
‘ Q'er the #ol doth werrily trip.
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The mother took a waxlight, «
And out of it fashion'd a heart:

“ My son, take that to God’s mother,
« Anld she will cure thy smaxs.”

The son t3<)lg sighing tho wax-heart,
‘Went with sighs to the shrine so blest,

The tears burst forth frgm his eyelids,
The wwords hnrst, fortz

« Thon highly-fuvour’d blest one!
* Thou purc and godlike maid !

* Thou mighty queen of heaven,
“To thce my woes be display’d!

“ I with my mother was dwelling
*“In yonder towu of Cologne,
*"Fho town that many a hyndred
*‘ Fair churghes and chapgls doth own.

“ And ncar us there dwelt my Grotchen?
“Who, alas! is dead to-day ;

“ 0, Mary, I briv} thee a wax-hgart,
*“ My hcart’s wounds cure, I pray.

“ My sick heart cure, O cure thou,
“ Apd early end latc my vow
“T'll pay, and sing with devotion :
“ <O Mary, blessed be thou!’”

.

3.

THE poor sick son and his mother
In their littlo chariber slept, <

The mother of God to their chamber
All lightly, lightly crept.

She beut hersclf over the sick one,
Her hand with action light
Upon his heart placed softly,
Smiled swectly and vanish'd from sigh

The mother saw allyin her vision,
Saw thjg and saw gmuch more ;

*From out of her slumber woke she,
The hounds were baying ful? sore.

from his lgrcast :
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Her son was lying before her,
And dead her son he lay,
While over his palo cheoks gently
Tho light ef uworning did play.
‘ Her hands the mothor'folded, |,
She felt she knew not how
With meekness sang s~he and softly :
* O Mgry, blessed be thoul”
TITIIT DREAM.
(From Salon$
VISION I dreamt of a lovely chi'd,
She wore her hair in tresses.
[n the blue nights of summcr 8o ¢alin and mild
‘We sat in the grocnwood’sgrecesses.
« In mutual rapture apd torturo we vied.
We loved and exchanged loving k'sses ;
The ygllow stars in the heavens al' «igh'd
And seem'd to citvy owr blisso'-
T now am a.wa.;(c, and around® nc ghzo
In the darxness, nlono and Jdespairing ;
The stars in the heavens are shedding their rags
In gilence and-all-uncaring.

NEW POLMS.
‘1. SERAPHINA.
1.
HEN at cvening in the forest,
® In the drcamlike wood I rove,
Ever doth thy slcnder figure
Close beside mie softly move.
Bee T not thy gentle features ?
Is it not thy veil that stirs ?
Can it be the moonlight vuly
DB:ocaking through the »loomy firs?
Can it be minc*own tgars onlP
“That I hear all-light!y flow ? *
Or my loved one, doft thou really
®Close beside me wi« ping go ?

»
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2.

O’ER the silent strand of ocean
Night appears in gloomy splendour ;
¥prow the glouds the moon is, breaking,
As the wgvos these whispers send her:

“ Yonder mortal, is he foolish,
¢ Or is he by Jove to ented

“ That he looks so gad, yet joyous, ’
“Bo distress'd, yet so contented ?”

Bu* the moon, w1th smiles replying,
Loudly said : &Full well T know it ;
¢ He is both in love and foolish,
¢ And moreover is a poet.”

. 8
SPVIS surely a snogwwhite seamew
That | scc fluttering there
Just over the darksome billows ;
The moon stands high«in the air.

The shark and the ray snap ﬁercaly
From out of the wave, and Stare ;
The seamew is rising and falling,
The moon stands high in-the air.
O ddar and wiundering spirit,
So sad and full of despair!
Too nelRr art thou to the water,
THe moorl stands high in.the air.

4.

EKNEW that thou djdst love me,
I knew it long, dear maid ;
Yet when thou didst confess it
I felt full sore afraid.

I clamber’d up the mountain
With loud exulting song,

At sunset rambled weeping
The ocean shore along.

The sun ty h resentbleth,
So flaming to the sight,
And in*a loving ocan
1t setteth, great and brighe,
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5.
I I JW curiously the seamew
Looks over at us, dear,
Because against thy lips I °
So firmly press nsy ear!
She maybe would discover
‘What from thy gnouth did flow,—=
If words alone or kisscg . .
Thou in my &ar didgt throw.
O ceuld I but decipher
What ’tis that fills my mind !
The words are with the kisses
So wondrously combined.
e
q S timid anthe roo sheefled,
And with its fleetness gy ug;
Ske clamber’d on from crag to crag,
Her hair beltind h'or.ﬂyiug.
Where to the sea the elifts descend,
At length I eaught the rover;
And gently there with gentle words
Her coy heart soon won over.

High as the heavens “ve sat, both filfd
‘With heavenly blest emotion ;
Bencath us by degrees the gun €«
Sank in the dark deep occan. °
In the dark sca beneath us far ¢
The beautoous sun sank proudly ;
The billows with¢mpotuous joy
Were mcanwhile roaring loudly.
Weep not, the sun in yonder waves
Hath not for ever perish’'d,
Baut licth hidden in my beart,
Where all its glow is chorish’d.
: 7.
TPON this rock wq build the Church
¥ 'Which (type of g to-moxgow)
Proclaims the third Nvw Testament,
Aud onded is qur s crow.
: d .
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The twofold nature that so ong
Doceived us, is abolish’d ;

Our glden fierce corporeal pangs
Are mow af length demelisk’d.

Hear'’st thou the God in yon dark sca ?
He speaks with thqusand voices ;

Soe’st thoti how overlbad God’s sky
‘With thousance lights pejoices ?®

L3
«i lmighty God is in the light,
As in the ddrk abysses,
And everything there is, is God,
He is in all our kisses.

8

RAY night brdodoth o’cr the ocean,
And tit tiny stars are sparkling ;
Long protracted voices oft-times »
Sound from out, tue biflows darkling.

There the aged north wind sperteth
‘With the glassy waves of ocean,
‘Which like orgun pipes arc.skipping

With a never-ceasing motion.

Partly heathenish, partly churchlike,
Strafzely doth this music move us,

As it'rises Doldly upwards,
Gladdgning e’cn the stars above us.

And the stars, still la.rger growing,
‘With a radiant joy arc gleaming}

And at longth around the heavens
Roam, with sunlike lustro beaming.

To far-.caching gtrains of music
They revolve in madden’d logions ;
Sunny nightingales are circling
In those fair and blissful regions.

[ 4 L]
With a.mighty rolr and crashing,
Sea amd heaven alike are singing,
And I feel a giant-rapture
Wildly through my bosom®ringing.
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9.
bHADOWY love and shadowy kisses,
Shadowy life, how wondrous strango!
1*001, dost think, then, that all thls is
Ever true and fred from chgr€e?

Like an empty drc 3.11 hath vanjsh’d
All we loved with love so deep ;
Memory from the heart*is banisl’ a

And the eyes are closed®in sleep.

10.

THE maid stood by the ocenx:.
And long and decp sigh’d ~he
‘With heartfelt sad emetion,

The setting sun {o sce. ¢

Sweet maidcéh, why this fibtiimg ?
e An olden tgick i ig here:
Although bef{)rc us s;ttm

He riges in our rear.

11.
WITH sails all black npy ship sails on

Far over the ruqmg sea ;
Thou know’st full well how sad am I,
And yct tormentest me.

Thy heart is Taithloss as the wind,
And flutters ceaselessly s

° With sails all blagk my ship sails on
Far®over the raging sea.

12.

THOUGH shamefully thou didst enircat me,
To no man would 1 e'er unfold it, *
But travell’d far over the billows,

And unto the fishes T told it.

T've Ief!i thee thy gooa repufition .
. With;earth and the being~ upon hex,
‘But every de upth of the ocean

Knovgs fully t&y tah of :itshenour.
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13,

THE roaring waves are dashing

I';Ilgh on the strand ;

Thoy're swelling and they re orashing
Over thg sand.

They come in noisy faghion
Unccasingly,—

At length burst into passion,—
But what care wg ?

. 14.

THE Ranie stone ‘mongst the waves stands high,
There sit I, with thoughts far roaming;

The wind pipes loudly, the seamows cry,

The billows aro c-ul"hng and foaming.

Pve loved full ma} 1y & charmisl

% girl,
Loved many = comrﬂ.de proud

‘Where are they now? The bllows curl

And foam, and the vxind pipes loudly.
15. )

HE sea appears all golden
Beneatl tho sunlit sky,
O et me theic be buried,
My brethren, when I dxe

The ‘sea I have always loved so,
It oft hath cool'd my breast

‘With its refreshing billows,
Each in the other’s~ love blest.

2. ANGELICA.
1.

VOW tkat heaven my wish hath granted,
Why be dumb, like mutes inglorious,—
I who, when un]mppy, chanted

Of my woe with noise uproarious,

Till & thousahd youtks despairing
Sang likg me with yoices hollow,
And the song I sang Uncaring
Made still greater mischief foMcw ?
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O ye nightingule-like chorus,
That 1 bear within my spxnt

Let your song of joy rise o'er us
Merrily, thatall may hear'it.

[§
O ot

ONCE more behind hcc thou wert looking,
Smftly as thou dldst past mc’ glide,
With open‘mouth, gs if inquiring,

And in thy look a stormy pride.

O that T ne'er had sought to grasp it,
That flowing robe of snowy white!
The little foot's enchanting tracos,
O that they no'er had mct my »ighi!
Thy wildness now indeced hath vanish'd,
. Like other womgn tame art thon,
And mild, and sogewhat ovel-cewl
Ang, ah thou even lov’st me 1w,

<«
Se
I’LL not eredit, youthfn! bea.u.ty,
What thy bashful lips may say;

Eyes so black and large and rolling
Are not much in virtue’s way.

Strip away this brown-striped falschood —
Well and truly love I thee;
Let thy white heart kiss me, dearcs’;—
White hearf, understand'st thou me ?
4. *
UI’ON her meuth T give a kiss,
And closc her eithor oye ;
She gives me now no peace for this,
But asks the reason why. e
Frowm night to morn, becanse of thig,
This is her constant cry :
“ When on my mouth thou giv'st a kiss,
“ Why close  my cither eye?
1 tell her not the cavko of thxs, .
 Nor know the reagon why, ee
Yfeat on her mouth I give & kiss,
: And oldse hemeitl. r eyo.
b I
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‘“,THEN I am made blest with kisses delicious,

And lie in thine arms, O in that happy scason .

Thou ne’er nust discourse of Germany, dearest,—!
1t spoils my di,gisstion,——there’s plenty of reason.»

With Germany leave me in place, I implore thec,

Thou must not torment me With question on question

Of home and relations angt manner of livigg,—
Therce’s plenty of regson,—it spoils my digestion.
The oal® there are grgen, and blue are the dear eyes
Of German women ; thoy sigh as they please on
The blisses of love and of hope and religion,—
It spoils my digostiou,—there’s plonty of reason.

« 6.
"‘TIIILST; T after other people
And tHeir treasures have been prying,
And with ever-restless yearning, ,
At strange doors of lové been spying,

Probably those cther peoplc

Have been tuking their own pleasure

® Bimilarly, and been ogling

At my window my own treasure.
This’s LumenY  God in heaven

In our overy action guard us!
God ireifeavep give us blessings,

And with?uppiness reward us |

1.
O YES, thou art my ideal forsooth, ,
I've often confirmed it till dizzy
With kisses and oaths unnumber’d in truth ;-
To-daysl however am busy.
Return to~raorrow between two and tlree,
And then a fresh-kindled passion
Shall prove my love, and afterwards we
Will dine in a friendly fashion.
Andif Iip fime thettickets receive,
We'll jojg in a mexry revel,
And go to the Opera, where I belicve
They're playing Roberf, the Dhvil,

4
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A wondrous magic play is here,
‘With devils’ loves and curses ;
The music is by Moyerbeer, .
By Scribetthe wretched' verses.

8. ~

ISMISS mo frot, although thy thirat
The pleasalit dranght bas still’d ;

Somc' three moenths ldnger keep me on,
Till T too have been 11 d.

If thou my love canst pot renain,
O be my friend, T pray ;
For when one has outloved one's love,
Friendship may have its-way.
9. °
V]"IIIS wild%arnival of Joviug,
This ddirium of our horoms
Comes unto g engd, und now we
Soberly gape on cacl othor !
L4
Drain’d the cup is to the bottom,
Brimming with intoxiration,
Foaming, glowing to the margin ;
Drain’d the eup 18 to the bottom.

And the fiddles too are silent,

Which for dancing gave the sigyal,
Signal for the dance of passion ;

Yes, the fiddles too arc silent..

And the Jnmps too are extinguish'd,
Which their widd light shed so brightly
On the masquerade oxciting ;

Yes, the lamps too are extinguish'd.
And to-morrow comes Ash-Wednosday ,
When T11 sign upon thy forchead

With thoe eross of ashes, saying: *

“ Woman, that thou'rt dust, forget not.”

¢ 10
HOW rapidly \fuvclop
From mere 1.gitive sexhtitions
Passions that are ' :roe and boundless,

Tendorfg” askoations |
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Tow'rds this lady grows the bias
Of my heart on each occasion,

And that I'm cnamoured of her
Hbs becorde my firm persunsion.

Beauteovy is her spitit. Truly
Thus I lea. 1 to rifle superior
To the overpowering beauty
Of ker form and mere exteriors

Ah, what hipr ! aund, ab, what forehead !

™ Ah, what nose! Could aught serener

Be thau this swéet smile she’s wearing ?
And how noble her demeanour!

2

11

H, how fair'art thqu, whenever
Thouthy mind d¢ closest sweetly,
And thy #nguage withthe grandest
Sentiments o'erflows discreetly ! .

-

‘When thea tellisi'me how thou always
Worthily and nobly thougltest ;

How unto thy pride of heart thou
Greatost sagrifices broughtest !

How with countless millions even
. Mecn could woo and win thee never;
Soonegdhan be sold for money

Thou wolldst quit this world for ever.

And T stand beforc thee, listening
To the end with due emotion ;
Like an image mute of faith, I
Fold my hands with meek devotion.

LE ) ]2'
} "AVE no fear, dear soul, I pray thee,
Thou art safe here evermore ;
Fear not lest they'll take away thee,
For I'll forthwith bar the door.

Though the wind%may r%a.r around us,
It wil] do no mischief here ;

That a fire may not confound us,
Let us put the lighteout, dbar!
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Let me in mine ari, dear small one,
Thy enchanting neck enfold ;

In the absence of a shawl, one
Gets 8o yery quickly cold.

.

3. IKANA. -

]‘HESE fair Jimbs, of size so massive,
. Of colossal womanhowd,
Now are, in a yielding mo:d, '

Under my cmbraces paskive.
Had I, with unbridled passion,

Trusting in tuy strength drawn near,

T had soon had causo for fear!
She had thrashed weg in str ingc; fashions

How her bosow, veck, throdt charm me
+ (Higher I can scarcely see);
re alone 1’d with her be,
Pray I that siic may noi harn? me.

2.
’TWAS in the Buy of Biseay
That she first saw tlie light ;
Two kittens in the cradle
She squeezed to death oyprights

Across the Pyrences she
With feot uncover’d ran; *
Then for her size gigantic
Woas shown at ‘Perpignan.

She’s now the grandest dame in

The Faubourg Saint-Denis, ..
Where unto small Sir William

Bome thousand pounds costs she, ©
3.
{)FTEN whén Tan with thee,

Much-beloved and noble Jady,

'i‘he remembrance sicals o’er mo
Of Boldzna's market shady.

, ae "

* aeaein
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There a massive fount doth stand—
"Tis the Giants’ Fountain-pretty—
With a Neptune, by the hand
Of Gigvanni'of that city.s .

- 4. HOR I‘P‘NSE
1.
ONCE I thought each kiss a womman

Gives us, 0% regeives fustead,
By some influence hup(,rhuma.n
Was from old”prodestinéd.

I both took and gave back willing
" Kisses then as carnestly
Asg it T were but fpltilling *
Qctions of nucessity. ¢

Kisses are supdriluous,— this T
Have direover’d on lifo's stuge,
And with small concun noW klbh I,

Heedless bt thessurplusage:

. 2.

ESIDE the corner of the street
We stood i:” fond communion
For full an hour, and talked about
Our sygiwts’ loving union.

We loved cach other— this we ‘said
A hundred times repeating ;
Beside the corner of the strect
We stood, and went on ‘grecting.

The Goddess of Qceasion, brisk
As waiting maids, and sprightly,
Pass’d by that way and saw us stund,
Ané smiled, and went on lightly.

3.
IN all my dhcams by daythne,
In all iy watchin, hg nightly,
1

Thy sweotdelicious 1fughter
Rings through my spirit lightle.
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Remoemberst Montmorency,
‘Where, on the donkey riding,

Thou fell’st among the thistles,
From off¢he saddle glidinge *

The ass stood sti]l, the thistles

Demurely loofing after,—

1 never shall foitzct, love, -
Thy swect delicions laughter

4.
(Ske spraks.)

IN the gardcn fair o trog stavds,
And an upple hangeth there,
And uwrouund the trunk a sovpent

Coils him#elf, ald I cnt ne'or
From the sérpent's eyes €nchanting

*  Turn away my troublud sight,

And he whispers ward- alluring,
And 2nthrals mo wl defight.

(The other one speaks.)

"Tis the frnit of life thqu spyest,—-
Tt delicious flarour taste, .
That thy lifo until thou dicst
May not be for ever wgste® ©
Darling dove, sweet child, no sighing!
Quickly taste, and never fear ;
Follow muy advice, relying
«On thy aunt's sage counscl, dear

5.

-
ON my newly-tuned guitar I
-7 Pluy ncw tunes thut seem much fitter
0d the text is, for the words are
Solomen’s: A woman’s bitter.

To her husbaud sht: is faitfxlegsn,
And she treats her friend Jith malice ;
Wormwood are the last remaining
Drogh in lqve": onee-golden chalicc
¥
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Tell me, is the ancient legend
Of the curse of sin no libel ?
Did the serpent bring it on thee,
As’reeorded in the Bible? .

Creeping @n the carth. the scrpent
Lurks in overy bush around thee,
Still, as formerly, caresscs,
And her hisses still con.found thee.

A, how cold and *dark *tis growing!
Round the say the ravens hover

Croakingly, and love and rapture
Now for evermorc are over.

6.
F{YHE bliss that thpu didst falsely pledge
For but % short time cheated ;

Thino image, like a vision fulse,
Soon from my bossm flected.

The morning cafhe, tho mist saon 1
Bofore the sun's rays splendid ;
® And wellnigh erc it had comnmenced,
Our passing .fondness ended.
L]

5. CLARISSA.
R 1

ALL my charming loving'oﬂ'ers
Tholt art eagorly declining ;
If I say: “IXs this refusal ”

Thou at once beginnest whining. °

Scldom pray I, but now hear me,
Gracinus God! O help this maiden!

Dry her sweet tears, and enlighten
Fer poor brains so sorrow-laden!

2

HERESOEWER thon mayst wander,
’1'.11011 dost every hour behold me, °
.And T 16ve thee all%he fonder,
When thou dost rebuke and®scold me.
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Cliarming malice will ensnare me,
While I hate a kindly action ;

And the surest way to scare me,
Is to lore me to distraction.

¢
3.

B, AY the devi[ take thy nmiother
‘And thy, father, or their crucl
Conduct at the play, jn Kiding
Theo from me, my pregiou- jewel! e

L]
There they sat, their spreading dresses
Leaving but few spaces only
Through the which to spy thou sitting
In the box’f rear, al} lonoly.
¢
[ 4

There they xat, and® saw tyo lovers
Both destroy’d, with ey!s wimiring ;

And they c]ap.p’d a loud approval
When they saw ﬂgzm lmth.cxpiring.

1,

GO not through the naughty quarters

Where the pretty cyes are liying ;

Ah, they fain would spare their lightnings
With a scmblance of forgivigl%.

From the high bow-window looking
In a loving way they greetdhice,

Smiling kindly (death and devil!)
Sisterlike their glances meet thee.

But thou'rt on thy way alrcady,
And in vain ig all thy striving;

Thou wilt have a very breastful’
Of distress, when homo arriving,,

I’l‘ comes too ate, thy presefit smiling,
1t comes too lato, thy present sigh!
The feelings all long “ince havd perish’d

That thoa didst 8} so cruclly.

[
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Too late has come thy love responsive,
My heart thou vainly seck’st to stir

‘With burning looks of love, ll falling
Liko sunbeams on a sspulcfres

This would I learn: when life is ended,
O whither doth our spi it go ?
Where is the flame when once extingyish'd ?
The wind, when, it lxa.th ceased to blow?
hd (i. .
'\ OUNDED, in'distrcss, and sickly,
On a lovely summer’s morrow
Men I fly, and bury quickly
In the wood my bitter sorrow.
As Lmove, in maie corppa¥sion
All the noisy birds are vying;
At my gricf in woudrous fashion
Each dark lindcu-treais gighing,.
In tho vale T radly sit on
Sowe green bunk, sweet balm chaling :
< Kitten! O my pretty kitten!”
And the hills repeat my wailing.
Kitten ! eO my pretty kitten !
Why delightest thou to do ill?
Sadly is gy epoor heart smitten
By thy tiger-thlons crucl.
For my heart, grown stern and sadden’d,
Long had been to joy u stranger,
Till by new love | was gladden'd
At thy sight, and fear’d no danger,
Thou in sceret scem'dst to mew thus:
* Have 120 fear of being bitten ;
“Prytheo trust me when I sue thus,
“Pm’a very g(,ut](, kitten.”

7.
- X
HILST swect Pililomel in .
Woods at randog sings and wildly,
Thou preferrest the canary
Doubtless, as it flutters nyldly,

1l
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In the cage I #co thee feeding
This small bird, so tame and yellow,
And it picks thy fingers, pleading
 For some su&u-, pretty fellow !
Charming is the sccgé and moving !

‘

Angels must cnjoy the notion!
T myself, with look approving, -
Drop  tear of deep cimotion.
R
‘, 7 1TH wedding gifts the épring has arrived,
With music and exultation :
It brings the bridegroom and the Tde
Its hearty congratulation.
1t brings its violets, rorebuds fair,
« «Aud jasmine and horbr sweetzscented,
And for the bride asparagus tod--
Tl bridegroom’s with salad contented.
i
e
C 0D prtect thee frore o’erheating,
¥ Aund thy hoeart from palpitation,
Keep thee frop excessive cating,
And excessive perspiration.
As upon thy day of marriage
May thy love be ever blessed |y
Neler the bridal yoke disparage!
Be thy frame with health possceseu :

10.
YRETTY maid, if so inclined,
Thou wayst now thus think sneut me:

This man’s conduct is unkind,

For he's sceking to torment me y—-
Me, who nover said a word

That could possibly offend him ;
Wk . when others’ blame T heard,

Did my utmost to befrivad him.
Me, who had resolved 1 fact

By-and-by fo love hya dearly,,,
Had be not begun to o:f

As if bo Were fran:/c nearly !

. o
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11. 2

'HOW thou snarlest, laughest, broodest.
How thou in ill humom twistest,
When thon, to all love a strangef,

Yet on jealousy existust !

"T'is not red and fmfrmnt roscs
Thou dost smell and love so dearly :
No, amongst the thofns thow, sniffest,
"[ill they seratch thy nose severely.

6. 1()LANTL AND MARY.
1.

OTH these ladies know by instinet
How a poct well fp treat,
For they ask’d me and ray gonius
Luncheon ¥ith them once to cat.

Ah! the soup was quite delicious,
And the,wine wr 3 old and rare,

And the game was really heaveuly,
And well-larded was the haroe.

They of poctry kept talking,
Tell I had cpough at lust,
And T thank’d them for the honour
Of thimvery kind repast.
L
2,
ITH Which shall T become enarour 'd,
Since both are loveable and mild ?

The mother’s still a pretly woman,
The daughter is a pretty child.

The whith: and inexperiecnced members
Are very pleasant to the view,

And yet the genial cyes that answer
Our tenderncss are charming too.

My heart the Jaclm,ss grey sesembles,
Who when “twixt fwo hay-bundles places
Eyos thene with hesitation, doubtmg
Which of the two the best wil) taste.
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3.

TH E bottles arc empty, the breakfust was good,

. he ladies are gay and impassion’d ;

They &pen their corsets in right merry mood,
Methinks they with poiny lace are fashion'd.

Their bosoms how fair ! Their shoulders how white !
My heart i§ soon trerabling all over ;

They presently jump o1 the bed with delight,
And hido themsclves under ‘the cover. ‘

- <
The curtains aronnd them beford long they pull,
And snore away. free from intrusion ;
1 stand in the chamber alone, like o fool
Aund stare at the bedein confusion.
]
4°

NTOW that T'm fast growing older,

1 Youth’s by h(-m;r fire replaced,

And my arm, bavowing Bokler, *
Circles mafty « loving vaist.

Thongh at first they were affrighted,
Yot they soon were reconejl’d

Modest doubts and writh united
Were o’crcome by flattery wild,

Yet the best of,all is wanting ®

‘When T taste my victory ;
Can it be my youth’s enchanting
- Bashful weak stupiduty ?

5.

FYYHIS tricolour’d flow'r now worn s
In my breast, to show I'm frec,

Proving that my heart freeborn ig,

An( a foe to slavery.
Sweet Queen Mary, who thy quatters
« In my heart hast fix'd, pray list:
Many of earth’s fuirest -}caghters ¢ *

There haveyreigu’d, th-m been dismiss’d.

4
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7. EMMA.
1.

I{E stands as firm as a tree stem,
In heat and tompest and frost;

His toes in the groundl are planted,
His arms are heavenward toss’d.

Thus Iong i is Bagipatha tortured,
And Brame his torments would end ;

He makes the miglity Ganges
Down from thg heavens descend.

But I, my loved onc, am vainly
Tormented and stricken with woe ;

From out of thine heavendy cyclids
No drops of pity c’er dlow.

1,

2.

OUR-and-twenty hougg I still must*
Wait, fo see 1y bliss cgmplete,
As her s1dclong E,]xmccx tell e,
Glances, O how dazzling swoct!

Language is but inexpressive;
Werds arc avwkward and in vain;
Soon as thoy aro said, the pretty
Buttgrfly flies off again,
L]

But a look may last for over,®
And with joy may fill thy breast,
Making it like some wido heaven,
Full of starry rapturoblest.

3.
NOT ono solitary kiss

After months of loving passion .
So my mouth must still continuc
Dry, in very wretched fashion.

Happiness dbem’d once at hand,
And htr breath I ¢’en folt nigh me
But with8#t my lips%’er touching,
She, alas! soon ﬂectcd.by me.

121
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4."
A
EMMA for my satisfaction
Say if I'm distracted driven,
\ By my love, ol is love only’ .
+The result of my distrpetion ?

Ah! I'm tortured, charming Fmma,
Not alone by my mad loving, .
Not alene by loving msginess,

But besides by this dilemma,

5. ¢

"/ HEN I'm with thee, strife and need !
So I on my travels started -
Yot my life, when from thee parted,
Is no life, but death, indecd.

Pondering all tht liveldbng night,
I ’twixt death and hell lay choosing—
A, methinks this gfrife coniusing
Now has drivn e madgoui-ight!

(i}
I‘A%T is croeping on us dreary
Night with mary a ghostly shape.
And our souls arc growing weary,
And we at cach other gape.

Thou art old gnd I still older;}
And our spring has ceased to bluom ; 5
Thou art cold, and I still colder, *
* At th’ approach of winter’s gloom.
At the end, how all is sadden’d!
After love’s sweot cares are past,
Cares draw nigh, by love ungladdex’d,
After life comes death at lust.

8. FREDERI{A.
1.
LEAVE Berlin, With its thick-Tying sand,
« Weak ten, and men wh¢ seem so much to know
That ihey both God, thehselves, afdd all below
With Hegel’s redson only :tuderstand.
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O cowe to India, to the sunny lan
Where flowers ambrosial their swpet fragrance throw
Where pilgrim troops on tow’rd khe Ganges go
With revercnce; in white robes, a festal band. s

L]
There, where the palm-tree§ wave, tho billows smile,
And on the sacred bank the lotos-tree
Soars up to Indra’s castle blue,—yes there,

»

There will I kneel to fihe'e in trukting styie,
Aud press aganst thy foot, and say to theo:
* Madam, thou aft.thc fairest of the fail !’

2.

}—[‘ HE Ganges roars ; amid the-foliage seo

. The sharp eycs of the amtelope, who springs
Disdainfully along; theit coloar’d wings >

The peacocks as they move, show haughtily.

Dcep from the bosom of the surmy lea
Rises a newborh racesof flowers, wweet things;
With yearning-madden’d voice CoGila sings—
Yes, tdou art fair, no woman’s like to thee!

God Cama * lurks in all thy featurcs fair,
ile dwelfs within t!y bosom’s tents so white,
And breathes to thee the sweetest songs he knowe.

Upon thy lip; Vn.ss!lnt'l' has made Kis lair,
I find within thine cyes new worlds of light,
In my own*world uo more T find revose.

3.

HE Ganges roars; the mighty Ganges swells,
The Hiwnlays glows in evening’s light,
And from the banyan-forest’s gloomy night
‘'he elephantino herd breaks forth and yells.

O for a type to show how she excels!
A type of theeweso lovely to the sight,
Thoe the ineomparable, good and bright,
So t]n:.t swoot »apture in my bosom dwells.

* 'I'be Hindoo god corresponding o Cupiﬁ. 1 8pring.
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In vain thou sec¢’st m > seck for types, and prate,—
. See’st me with feel 'ngs str uggle, and with thyme,
And, ah, thou sn} 1lu=t at my pangs of lovo !

But snﬁu, ! For \whcn thou smil’st, Gandarvas straight
Seize on the sweet guitar, and all the time
Sing in the golden sunuy halls above.

. 9. CATHERINE.
1.

BEAUTEOQOUS star arises ¢’er my night,

A star which smiles down on me corafort bright,
And new life pludges to supply,—
O do not lic! .

As leaps to the moon the %ea with sallen roar,
Sd gladly, wildly, doth 1y spirit soar

Up to thy blissful light on Ligh,—

O do not iic! e

é ‘/ ILL you not be pres.uted to her ?”
The duchess whizper'd once to me.
“On no account! *for I to woo her
“Methinks have too much médesty.”

How gracefully she stands before me !
I fancy, when I near her B e

A newborn life is*stealing o’cr me,
Wiih newborn joy and newboru wae,

I'm’from her kopt as though by anguish,
While yearuing drives me to draw nea ;

Her eyes, as they so sweetly langnish,
The wild stars of my fate appear.

Her brow is clear, yot in the distance
The futnre lightning gathers there,
The storm which, spite of all resistanco,

My spuit’s dccpost scat will t«,a.r.

Her mouth is lovely, but wilit torror .
fsea beneath the roses Diss "

The serpents which will pr.ve my error,
With honied scorn end ¢ cach’rous kiss.
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Impecll'd by yearning, still morg,near 1
Draw to the dear but dangerdhs place ;

Her darling voice alrcady hear f-—
Bright flasncs her cvery sentdnee grace.

“Sir, what's the name ”—,I hear her utter

Theso words—* Of her whose voice T heard 9”
T only answer with a stutter :

“ Madam, I did not hear one word !”

' s 8.

ES, I now; a poor magician,
Liko rago Merlin, am held fast
In my magic ring at last,
In disconsolate condition.

At her fect imprison’d swectly

I am lying all the while,

Glazing on her eyes’ sweet smile,
Aud the hours are passing fleetly.

Thus, for hours, deys, chkg behold me!
Liko a vision tme has fleds
Scarcely know I what T said,
® And I know not what she tuld me.

Just as if her lips were dearly
Press’d to miue, beyond control
I am stirr’d, till in my sounl

1 can frace the flames full clearly.

THOU lic’st in my arms so gladly, :
So gladly thou lie’st on my her * >
I am thy onc sole heaven,

My dearest star thou art.

The foolish race of mortals
Is swarming far below ;
They’re shouting and storming and scolding,
(And cach one is right, I well know )
Their cap andl bells they jingle,
And qudrrel without a causc,
Apd with fhtir heavy ®lub-sticks
They break cach other's jows. »
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That we so jjar away are ;
Thou hidest ir; thy heaven

How happy az we, my darling,
Thy head,

y dearest star !
5,

LOVE such white and snowy members,
The ghin veil of a spirit tender,
Wild and largo eyes, a broW encompass'd
With flowing locks of swarthy splendour,

Thou art indced the very parSon

Whom I in every land have sought for,
‘While girls like thee a man of honoar

Like me have alyays cared and thought for.

The very man thou séand’st in need of

Is found in me® At frst thou'll puy me
Richly with sentiments and kisscs,

Axd then, ns usual, \.vilt betity me,

THE spring’s nlready at tho gate

With looks my care beguiling ;

The country round appeareth straight
A flower-garden smiling,

My darling sittcth by my side,
In carriage onward fleeting:
She looks on me with tender pride,
Her heart, T fecl it beating,. °

What warbling, what fragrance tho sun’s light awakes |
Like jeWels tho verdurc is gleaming,
His snowy-blossoming head soon rhakes
The.sapling with joyous seeming.
The flowers peep forth from the earth to see,
‘With longing in every feature,
The lovely woman won by mc,
And we, the happy croature.

O transiont bliss!  Across the cortt
To-morrow will pass the sickle,

The beauteous spring witli v, and T'all forlorn
Be left by th, wompn fikle,
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.

1.

ATELY dreamt I I was weiking

Inthe happy rcalms of Keayen,

Walking with thee, for W1th0ut thee,
Heaven itsclf would be & hell.

There I saw th’ Elect together,

All the righteous and, the godly, '
Who had for their souls’ salvation
Mortified on ea.rth'thclr bodies.

Fathers of the Church, apostles,

Capuchins and holy hermits,

Strange old fellows, some strange young ones-—
"T'was the latter look’d the uggliest!

Very long and saintly faces,

Ample bald pates, also grey beards

(Various Jews were of the number)

Pass'd us, lookmg stern and-solemn,

Not one look upon thee t]uowm""
Alghough thou, my pretty dn.rlmg,
On my arm wert hangiug, toying,
Toying, smiling, apd coquetting.

Ono alone upon thee look’d,

And he was i=c only lrmdsom(,,
Handsome man f all tho number;
And majestic, were his features.

Round his lips was human kindness,
In his eyes divine rcpose,

And he mildly gazed upon thee

As upon tho Magdalene.

Ah ! 1 know, ho meant it kindly,
None was ¢’cr so pure and noble,
But I, T was notwithstanding

Moved as by an envious feeling ;

[ )
And, I musp confess, T found 1t
Far from plegsant up ig heaven—
Mwry God pardon me! Our Savm}u
J esus Christ T deem’d intrusive

»
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8.
FACH person &? this feast enchanting
His mlstl;c takes, and with dplight
'amns in the blooming summer night.
1 wander alone, for my Soved one is wanting,

Like some sick man, I wander all loncly,

And far(rom the wmirth gnd dancing go,

The music sweet‘and the lamps’ bright glow ;
My thoughts arc away, and in Enc'hmd ouly.

I pluck thc pinks and I pluok the roves,

Distractedly and full of woe,

And know not on whom the flow'r- to bestow;
My heart soon withers along with the posics.

9.
L()q 1 songless and oppress’d with sadness,
now compos: ughin with yearning !

Like tears that frim us blirs! with'madness

My songs ave suddenly roturning,

Again T chant, w1th voice melodious,
Of great love and still greater sorrow ;
Of Licarts whicl, to each other odious
To-day, when parted break to-morrow,

-
T ofttimes think I feel the greeting
Of German ouk troes waving o'er me,
With whispers of & glad re-meeting™-
‘A drcam ! they vanish from before me.

T ofttimes think T hear the singing
Of German nightingales once cherish'd ;
Sweetly their notes ure round me clinging —
A dream! the vision soon has perish'd.

Where are the roses whose delicious
Perfumo once bless'd me ? Every blossom

Long since has dicd! With taint,pernicious
.. Their ghostly scent still Launts my bosom.
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10. SONGS OF CREA?‘ION.
1.

OD at first the sun c‘jca,t«ed,
Then each nightly constellation y
From the sweat of fiis own forehead
Ozxen were his next creation,

Wild beasts he created later,
Lions with their paws so furious ;
oIn the image of the lion
Made he kittens small and curiots,

Afterwards, the wilds to people,
Man to spring to being bade he,
And in man’s attractive, image
Interesting monkeys made he.
Satan saw it, full &f laughter:
“ Copies from himself he'’s taking!
“ Jn the image of his oxen
“ Calvgs he finally i making.”

.

Copies of myself I'm taking ;
After sun cothie constellations,
After oxen, calves I'm making.
Aftef lionsewith their furious
Paws, I'm making kittens curious,
After men come monkeys clever :
Thou canst nothing m.akc, however.

® To the devil spake the Lord thus:

3.

I JIADE for my glory and edification

Mon, lions, and oxen, and sunlight splendid ;

But calves, cats, mounkeys, and each constellation
For nought but my own delight I intended.

4.

L]
) WITH one short week of preparation .
The mpole of world was made by me:
And yet I work’d out the plan of greation
For thousands of ycars full thoughtfully.
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Creation itsclf ig & mere act of motion
That's easilyflone in o very short time;

And yet the plda, tho primary notion,—
"T'is that that¥proves the artist seblime.

Three hundred long years have 1 been taking
In solving tho question by slow degrees
As to which was the proper manner of making

Both Doctors of Law apd little fleas.

5.

N the sixth day spakpthe Loed thus:
1 have finis’d finally
All this vast and fair creation,
And that all jx good, I see.

How the sun's raws, golden-roselike,
O’er the ocan brightly glean !
Every troe is greon and glittering,
« And enamell’ cl all things ssew.

Ou the plai you hmblm»«s spprtmg
Are hk) lubaster white

O how natural and per'ct
Nature sgemeth to the sight !

Earth and heaven »like ane tecmingy
With my glorious majesty,

And through long and endlesgages
Man wﬂL praise and worship mo.

‘THI*‘ stuff ont of which a poem is wronght
s not to be suck'd from the finger ;
No God ercated the world from nought
Any more than an carthly singer.

"Twas mud primeval that form’d the source
Whenee the body of man T crcated,

And from the ribs of man iu due course
Fai. woman T separated.

The heavens I form’d frow out'of the carth,
And angels from wonicu completed ;

Theé raw material first 418 its whrth
From bethg artjst’'caliy troated.



BOOK OF BONGS.

L7 :
TFYHE chiefest reason why T'mado
The carth, I will conicsf with gladucss :
Within my soul, like fiery tnadness,
A burning call to do sg play’d.

Illness was the cspecial ground

Of my creitive inclination ;

T might recover By creation,
Crc.zation mado me orce moro sound.

1107 ABROAD.
1.

]?ROM place to place thou’zt wandering still,
Thou scarcely knowest~why ;

. A gentle word tho wind tloth fidl —

Thou look’st round wond’ringly.

My loved oue, who was 1ot kehind,
Is calling softly nog .
o Rc,turn, I love thee, O be kmd

“My only joy art thou!”

But on, still on, no peace, no rest,”
Thou Acever still hayst be ;

What thou of yore didst love the best,
Thou nc'er <%ain shalt see.

o

.

Y[\HOU art to-day of sadder sceming
Than thou hast been for long before
Mute tears upon thy checks are gleaming,
Thy sighs wax louder more and more.

Of thy far howme long vanish’d is it
That thou art thinking, full of pain ?
Wouldst thon not joyfully revisit
TLy much-loved futherland again ?

Art thinking now of her who sweetly
With einy 7" fe cnchanted thee ?

Vox’d by her oft, ye soort completel
Werce reconclled and laugh'd wi mi glee

131
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Art thinking of the friends whom yearning
Impell'd to falfupon thy breast?

, Within the heart{he thoughts were burning,

%d yet the lipy remain’d at rest. .
or the sister and the mother

Art thinking, who approved thy suit ?
Methinks within thy breust, good brother,

Wild passions fast are growing mute.
Of the fair garden drt thou thmkmg,

Its birds and trecs, whete love’s young dream
Ofttimes sustain’d thy spiritg sinkin .

And hope shone forth with tromb]mg beam ?
*Tis late. The suow has fallen thickly

Bright night illmnes, the humid ll].lle 5
I now must go, and hasten quickly

To dress for compauy,—Alas!

OF thy fair fatherlapd I onee wus proud ;

Beside the stygam

The oak soar'd kéffh, the violct- gently bow'd;

1t was a drcam.

German the kisscg were, in German too

(Sweet then did see;

The sound) they spuko the vords : «“ Yes, I'love you I"—

It was a dream.

. 12. TRAGEDY.
1.
FLY with me, and be my wife,
< And to my keart for comfort come!
Far, far away hence be my heart,
Thy fatherland and father’s h 1uc.
If thou’lt not go, I here will die,
And all alone abandon thee ;
And if thou in thy father’s home
Dost stay, thou'lt seem abroad to be.

2.
(A genuine national song, hewrd by Heine on the Rhine.)
'FHERL fell a frogt 1n a mght of spring,
It fe l on the tender flowerets blue, |
They all soon wither i and faded.
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A youth once loved a-maiden full well,
They secretly fled away frow the house,
Unknown to father and mothyr.

They warrder’d ‘here and they wander'd there, *
And ncither joy nor star could they find, y °
And so they droop’d ahd they perish’d.
3.
l ] PON her grave aslinden js springhg,
‘Where birds and fhe evening breeze are singin
And®on the green gward under it .
The miller's boy ané his swectheart sit.
The winds arc blowing so softly and fleetly,
The birds are singing so sadly and sweetly,
The prattling lovers are mute by-and-by,
Thoey weop and they know*not the reason why.

13. THIX 'TANNIIAUSER.
A LrceND.
(Writtpu in®18306.)
s 1. v
‘ O ALL good Christians, be on your guard,
*Lest Satan’s wiles ensnare you!
I'll sing you the song of the Tannhiauser bold,
TLat y& may duly beware you.

"T'he noble Tanp‘lmuser, a valiant knight,
For love #nd pleasure yearning,
Io the Venus’ mount travell’d, and there he dwelt
Seven years without returning.

“ Dear Venus, lovely mistresg, farcwell !
“ Though much thou mayst enchant me;
“ No longer will I tarry with theo,
¢ Permission to leave now grant me.”
“ Tannhauser. dear and noblo knight,
“ To-day you have kept from kissing ;
“ So kiss me quickly and tell me true.
* What is therc in me you find missing ?
“ Have I cach day the sweetest wine
¢ Not pour'd out for you gaily ?
¢ And have Ienot alwaysecrown’d your head
* With fragrant roscs daily >~ e
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** Dear Venus, lovely mistress, in truth
*“ My soul no longor finds pleasing

“ These endless kissgs und luscious wine,—
«¢ I long for something that's teasing. |

“ Téo &uch have we jested, too much have we laugl’d,
“ My heart for tenvs has 1ong panted ;

¢ Each rose on my head I fain would sce
“ By pointgd thorns mlpplu,nted P

“ Tannhauscr, dear an& noble knwht
“ You fain wou]«l vex and d’ru,vu me;

“ An oath you have sworn a tlu),usmui iimes
¢ That you would never leave me.

‘¢ Come, let us into the chamber go,
“ To taste of love’s rppture and ghulness,
“ And there my fair and.lily-white form
. Shall drive away«hy sadness.”-—

¢ Dear Venus, lovely mistress, thy clarms
¢ Wilk bloom for ever ayd ever

“ As many already have® glog'd for thee,
“ So men will furfret thee never!

“ But when I think of the hercos and gods
“ Who erst have_taken their pleasure

** In clasping thy fair and lily-white form
¢ My anger knows no meusure.

« Thy fair and lily-white figure with gread
« Tg filling e even this mmuto, ¢

« When thinking L,ow many in after times
« Will still take pleasure in it !”—

« Tannhsuser, dcar and noble knight,
“ You should not utter such treason ;

“ "Twere better to beat me, as you have befure
“ Oft done for many a scason.

“ "Twere better to beat me, than such harsh words
¢ Of insult thus to have spokcn,

“ Whoreby, O Christian ungrateful and cold,
¢ Ths pride in my bosom is broken.

“ Because X love you so much, T forghe
“¥our evil words, thaukloss wortal ;
# Farewell, I grant you perthis: ion todave
~ ¢ 111 open my#elf the port.!.”
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‘2. .
N Rome, in the holy city of .tome,
With singing and ringing and blowmg
A grand proeession is moving on,,
The Pope in the middle is going.
The pious Pope Urban i his name,
The triple crown he is wearing
He wears o rod and purple rul)o.
And Barons his train are bearing.
¢ O holy Father, Pope® Urban, stay!
¢ T will not move from my station,
¢ Until thou hast saved my soul from hell,
* And heard my supplication !”—
The ghostly songs arc suddenly mute,
The people fall backwards ‘dumbly ;
O who is the pilgrim pale and wild
" Who bends to the Pope so humbly ?
“ O boly Father, Pope Urban, to whom
¢ To bind and to louse noir too much is,
¢ O save me frém the pangs of lsll,
¢ And out of the Evil One’s clutches!
“ B¥ name, I'm the noble Tannhauser call’d;
“ For love and pleasure ycarnifg,
« To the Venus’ ntunt I travell’d and dwelt
¢ Seven years there without returning.
“This Venas i 2 woman fair
« With charms of dazzling splendour ;
« Like light of sun and flowers’ sweet scent
¢« Her voice is gentle and tender.
“ As a butterfly flutters around a flower »
‘ And from its calyx sips too,
“ So flutters my soul for evermore
“ Around her rosy lips too.
“ Around hes noble features entwine
“ Her blooming black logks wildly ;
* Thy breath would be gone if once her great eyes
¢ Werg fix'd upon thee mildly.
“ If her great eyes upon thee were fixd
“ They surely would harass thee greatly .
“ 'Tiwas witll the greate® trouble that I
“ Escaped from the mountgin lat®ly.
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** From out of th¢ mountsin I made my escape,
“ And yet for ewver pursue mo
¢ The looks of the beautiful woman, which seem
¢« To say ‘O hasten back to me!” |

«*A Weretched spectre by day I've become,
“ At night I vainly would hide me

¢ In sleep, for I drcam that my mistress dear
« Is sitting and laughing beside ‘me.

¢ How clearly, howt swoetly how madly she laughs,
¢ Her whitc tceth all thé while Fhowing 1.

“ Whendver T think of that latigh, in streains
 The tears from my eyes begin flowing.

* T love her indeed with a boundless love
¢ That scorclies e up to a cinder ; ¢
¢ Tis like a wild waterfall, whose fierce flood
. No barrier ¢ver can hinder.

¢ It nimbly leaps from rock to rock
¢ With noisy foaming and boiling;

“ Its neck it may break g thonsand times,
“ Yet on, stild ‘on, it keeps toiling.

¢ If all tho expansc of the licavens were mine,
¢ To Venus thc whole I'd surrender;

“ 1'd give her the sun, 1’d givg her the moon,
. l’d give her the stais in their splendour.

¢ I love her indced with a boundlgss love,
“ Whose flamg within mo 1ages;

“ O say can this be the fire of hell, .
“ The glow that will last tlnrough‘all agos ?

0 holy Father, Pope Urban, to whom
To bind and to loose not too much is,

* O save me from the pangs of hell,

“ And out of the Evil One’s clutches 1—’

His bands the Pope raiscd sadly on high,
And sigh’d till these words he had spoken °
“ Tannhauser, most unhappy knight,
¢ The charm can never be broken.

% The Devil whom they Venus call
« ¢ Ig mighty for hurting wnd harmihg ;
“I’'m powerless quite to fesone thet *

« From out%f his talou~ so charming,

&
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# And so thy soul must expiate npw
¢ Thy fleshly lusts infernal ;

« Yes, thou art rcjected, yes, thou art condemn’ad
¢ T'o suffcrehcll’s torments cternpl.”

3.

THE knight Tannhauser roam’d on till his feet
‘Were sore with hig wanderings dreary.
At midnight’s hour he came at*length

Todhe Venusy' mountain, full weary.

Fair Venus awoke frém out of her sleep,
And out of her bed sprang lightly,
And clasp’d her fair and lily-white arms
®  Around her beloved one tig,htly

,From out of her nose the.blood fell fast,
The tears from her eyes descended

She cover’d the face of her darling kmg.,ht
With blood and tcars ~Fosely blended.

The knight lay qulctlSr down in the bLed,
And not one word has Li¢ spoken ;

While Venus went to tho kitchen, to muke
Sume soup, that his fast might be broken.

She gave lnm soup, and she gave him bread,
She washd bis wounded feut, too ;

She comb’d his rdugh and ma.ttod hair,
And laugh’d with a laugh full sweet, too.

¢ Tannhguser, dear and noble knight,
‘¢ Full long hast thou becrf wandering; »
O ray in what lands hast thou thy time
¢« 8o far from hence been squandering 97

*« Dear Venus, lovely mistress, in truth
“ In Italy I have been staying ;

« T’ve had some bus’ness in Romeoe, and now
“ Retum without further delaying.

¢ Romo sta.nds Sn the Tiber, just at the spot
“ Where séven hills are mocting ;

« In ,Rome I &l%0 beheld%he Pope,—
“Tho Pope ho sends thee his grebting.
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% And Florence | saw, when on my rcturn,
“ And then through Milan I hasted,
“ And next through Switzerland scrambled fast,
. “ And not oge moment wasted.

€

% AMA when T travell'd over the Alps,
“The snow already was fulling ;

¢« The blue lakes swe r-t]y on me qmlled
“ The erglos were cir clmg and calling.

« And when ou the Monnt St. Cothard T stood,
¢ Below me snored Germany losdly; ¢

¢ Benoath the mild sway of thirty -«ix kings
¢ It slumber’d calmly and proudly.

“ Tn Swabia I saw the poetical schioo)
« Of dear litlle stinpleton ercatures;

“ They sat tugct})&r o:}l umﬂ'ed in o row,
« With very diminutive fentures.

“ TneDresden I saw a certain dozg,
“ A sprig of the Mw%m,ra.cv

“ Tlis teeth he,ltad lost,"and bark®d and yell'd
«Like one of the vu]«rau' AUINOCIACY.

¢ At Weimar, the Muses® widow’d seat,
“1 heard them their sentirgents giving ;
«“They wept and lamented that Goethe was dead,
« And Eckermann still mongst th(, living !

“ At Potsdam I heard a very ](ﬁld cr Y —
“ T said in amazo: ¢ What’s the matter 2—
«Tis Gans* at Berlin, who last edutury’s talo
T+ ¢ Ig reading and amaking this clutter.

« At Gottingen knowledge was blossoming still,
¢ But bringing no fruit to perfection

¢ Twas dark as pitch when I got there at night,
“ No light was in any dircction.

¢ In the bridewcll at Zcll Hanoverians alone
“Wecee confined ; at our noxt Reformation

“ A national bridewell and one cgmmon lash
¢« We must havo for the whole German nation.

* The eminent Professor afu: Editor & “Hegel's works. He
died in 1839

L3
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“ At Hamburg, in that extellent town,
«« Many terrible rascals dwell still ;

¢ And whoen I wandor’d about tho Exchange,
« I fancied amyself in Zell still! .

“ At Hamburg I Altona saw ; ’tis a spot
“In a charming situstion ;

“ And all my adyentures that thoro T met
*T'11 tell on another occasion.”

4. BOMANCES.
1. *A, WOMAN.

rTYHEY loved cach other beyond belief,
. The woman & rogue was, the man was a thief;

@At each piece of knavery, daily

She fell on the bed, luughing, gaily.

In joy and pleasure they pass’d #he day,

Upon his bosom all night she lay :

When they carried lmn off to Old Bailey,

At tho window Sllb stood, laughing guily.

He sent her this messao: O comd to me,

I ycarn, my love, so greatly for thee;

T wal thee, I pine, and look palely, -

Her head she but shuok laughing gaily.

At six in fho m(unm they hang'd the knave,
At seven they laid him down in his grave ;
At cight on her Sugs this foll stalcly,

And a bumper she drank, laughing gaily.

2. CEREBRATION OF SPRING.
LIST to this spriug time’s terrible jest ! «
In savage troops tho maidens fair
Are rushing along with fluttering hair,
And howls of anguixh and naked breast :—
Adonis! Adonis !

The night fulls fast. By torchlight clear
They sadly explore cach forest track,
‘Which mournful snswers is echoing back
Of laughtor, sgbs. sighs, and cries of fear :—
Aglonis! Adonis! .
* It is with realebgsitation tigt I publish this lame and im-
tent conclusion to u legend the first two garts of which are
Heine’s best style. .
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That youthfu! figure, ‘so wondrous fair,
Now lies on the ground all pale and dead ;
His blood has dyed cach flowceret red,
And mournful sighs resound threugh the air -~
\N Adonis! Adonis!

3. CHILDE HATROLD.

LOW and weary, moves a dreary
Stout blick bark the strcamn along;
Visors wearing, all-uncaring,

« Funeral mutes the benches throng.’
"Mongst them dumbly, with ins comely
Face upturn’d, the dead basd Ties ;
Living sceming, toward the beaming

Light of heaven still turn i< eyes.

From the water, Iike a daughter
Of the stream’s voice, coines a sigh,
» And with wailing unavailing
’Gainst thesbatk the wuves dash high.
- <

* 4 THE EXJLCISM.
THE young Franciscan friar sits
In his choister silent and lonely:
Ho reads a magical book, which speakg
Of exorcisms only.

And when the hour of midunight kugll’d,
An impulsoresistless ca.mee,)’er him;

The undcergronnd spirits with pallid lips

. He sammon’d to rise up beforc*lim :

“ Yeepirits! Go, fetch ine from out of the grave
*“ Tho corpse of my mistress cherish’d ;

*¢ For this one night restore her to life,
¢ Rekindling joys long perish’d.”

The fearful exorcising word
He breathes, and his wish is granted ;

The poor dead beauty in grave-clothes white
Appears 1o his vision euchanted.

Her look is mournful ; Lecr icecold breast
Her sighs of grief cannot smother ;

Thie doad gno sits herd If down by the moyk,
In silenco thoy, gaz: on each other.
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5. EXTRACT FROM A ILETTER.

. (The Sun speaks.)

HAT smattdr all my looks to thee ?
It is the well-known right of the sun
To shed down his ray® on ev’ry onc; !
I beam bccause ’tis proper for me.

What matter all my looks to thee? *

Thy duties bear in mind, poor elf ;
Qtlick, marry, apd get a soun to thyself'.
And so a German wvrthy be!

I beam because ’tis proper for wme.

1 wander up and down in the sky,

From mero ennui | peep,ffom on high—
‘What matter all my looks to thee ?

(The Poct ~p¢’alrs )

It is in truth my special méit

That I can bear tiay radiaut Nght,
Pledge of an endless youthful spirit,

¥'hou dazzling beuuty, blest and bright !

But noy mine eyc~ are growing weary,
On my poor eyciids fast arc falling,
Liko a black ¢gvering, the dreary

Dark sifades of night with gloom appalling.

¢Chorus of Monkeys.)

We monkeys, we monkeys,

Like impudent flunkies,

Starc at the sun,

Who can’t prevent its being dones

(Chorus of Frogs.)

The water is better,

But also much wetter
Than %is in the air,
And merrily there
Wedwwve to gaze

Ou the sun’s bright rays

141
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. (Chorus of Moles.)

ITow foolish people are to chatter
Of beanis and sunny rays, bewitching §
With us, "they but produce an itching,
e seruteh it and s end the matter,

(-1 Qlow-worm speaks.)

Trow boastingly the sun displays

His very flecting daily rays |

But I'm uot so immodest cuite, .
*And yet I’'m an impottant light,—

I mean by night, I mean by night!

THE EVIL STAR.

FIHE star, after beaming so brightly,
From thesky full, a vision unsightly ,

What is the Jove by pocts sung 9

A star amid a lmapuof dung.

Like a poor mangy dog, whon he’s dying,
Beneath allethis filth it is lying ;

Shrill erows the cock, 1oud grunts the sow
And wallows in the fearful slongh. ‘

In the garden O had I desecuded,
By fair flowerets loviagly tended,
Where I oft yearn'd to find nyy doom,
A virgin death, a fragrant temb! ¢

7. ANNO 1829, o

IVE meo a wide and noble field
Where I may perish deecntly !
O let me in this narrow world
Of shops be not condemned to die!

They cat full well, they drink full well,
And revel in their mole like bliss ;
Their megnanimity’s as groat
Ax any poor-box opening is,
Cigars they carry in thoir motiths,
\Their hands we in tl.ir brooches view,
And their digestive {wors are' groat,—
'O could we bu dig - st them too !

3 .
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They trade in every spice that grows
Upon the carth, yet wo can trace,
Despite their splcu, in the air
The odowr of & grovelling racc.

Could I some great transgressions, yos,
Colossal bloody crimes but scc,—

Aught but this virtuo flat and tamo,
This solvent strict morality!

)

Ye c¢Jouds on high, O Dear mc hence,
To some far spot without delay !
To Lapland or to Africa,
To Pomerania ¢’cn-—away !

O bear me hence l—They licarken not—
The clouds on high so prudeunt are!
They fly above this town, to sdck
With trembling haste some region far.

8. ANNO 1&%).
DFAR distant Germany, Low often

1 weep when 1 remember theo!
(}nv France my sorrow cannot soften,
Her morr Yy racc gives pain to moe.
(S}

In Paris, in this witty region,
"Tis cold drx reason that now reigns ;
O bells of fullv and religion, .
How sweetly sound at home your strains !

Courtecous the men! Their salutation

1 yct return with feelings sad ; .
The rudeness shown in overy station

In my own country made mo glad!

Smiling the women! but their clatter,
Like millwhecls, never seems to ceaso

The Germans (not to mince the matter)
Prefor I, who lie down in peace.

And all th1ngs hore with restless passion

Keep whu'lmg like some madden’d dream; -
Wigh us, they® move inJog-trot faghion,

And well-nigh void of mgtion s8em.
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Methinks I huar the distant ringing
Of the soft bugle’s notes serene ;

The watchman’s songs I hear them singing,
‘With Philomel’s sweet strains betweon.

Abhome the bard, a happy vagrant
1o Schilda’s oak woods loved to rove ;
From moonbenms fair and violets fragrant
My tender verses there I wove.

e
9. AT DAWN.

N the Faubourg Saint Marq au
Lay the mist this very morning,
Mist of autnmn, heavy, thick,
And a white-hued night resembling,.

Wandcring through this whitc-bued night,
I beheld befors me gliding

An enchanting fomale form

Which the moon’s sweet light resembled.

Yes, she was, likd’mlo‘onlight sweet,
Lightly floating, tender, yorwceful ;
Such a slender shape of Tunbs

I had here in France ne'er witness'd.
Was it Luna's self perclmnge,

‘Who with some young dear and handsore
Fond Endymion bhad to-duy

In th’ Quartier Lutin becn lipg'ring ?
On my way home thus I thought:
Wherefore fled she when she saw o ?
Did the Goddess think that T

‘Wasg perchance the Sun-God Phebus?

10. SIR OLAVE.
I.
T the door of the cathoilral
Stand two men, both wearing red coats,
And the first one is the monarch,
And the hoadsman is the other.

To the headsman spake the minarch:
« By the priest’s song T can gather
¢« That the wedding i now finish d—
¢ Keep thy trustv hatchet ready !”
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To the sound of bells and orga;

From the church the people isgxe

In a motley throng, and 'mongst them
Move the gay-dress’d bridal conple,

Pale as death and sad and mournful
Looks the monarch’s lotely daughter ;
Bold and joyous looks Sir Olave,

And his ruddy lips arc smiling. -
And with smiling ruddy lipsehe

Thug the gloomy king addresses :

“ Father of my w#fg, good morning

“ Forteited to-day my lead is.

¢ T to-day must die,—O suffer,

*¢ Suffer me to live till midnight,
“That I may with feast and torch-dance
¢ Celcbrate my happy wedding!

% Let me live, O lot me live, sive,

« Till T've drain’d the final goblet,
¢ Till the final danco is fi.Bh’'d—
“ Suffer me t7 livo 1§11 midnight!”

To the headsman spake the monarch :
“ o our son-in-law a respito

“Of his life we grant till midnight—
¢ Keep'thy trusty hatchet ready !”

. ™ 1.
QIR OLAVE hd'sits at his wodding repast,
A And cvery goblot is drained at last;
Upon his shoulder reclines
His wife and pines-— .
At the door the headsman is standing.

The dance begins, and Sir Olave takes hold
Of his youthful wife, and with haste uncontroll’d
They dance by the torches’ glow
Their last dance below—
At the door the headsman is standing,

The fiddles strike up, so merry and glad,
The flutes they s8und so mournful and sad ;
Whoever their dancing then saw *
Was filled with awo—  ®

t the door the headsman, is stafiding.
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And as they danyp in the echoing hall,
To his wife spesks 8ir Olave, unheard by them all:
“ My love will be ne'er knnwn to thee—
 The grave yayns for me—"
\?t. the door tho headsman is standing.

'
m

IR OLAVE, ’tis the midnight hour,
Thy days of life are number'd,
In a king's daughter’s armg iustead
Thow thoughtest to have slumbe-’d,

The monks they mutter the prayees for the dead
The man the red coat wearing

Already before the black block stands
His polish’d hateket bearing,

Sir Olave descends to the comrt helow,

Where the swords aud the lights are gleaming
The ruddy lips of the Knight they smilo,

Add he speaks with w countc wice beaming :

“ T hless the sun, and T*oleps the moon,

« And the sturs in the henr ens before me;
« T bless too the little bird . that sing

“In the air so merrily o'cr me.

“T bless the seu and T bless tho land, ¢
* And the flow'rs that the meadow’s lifo are ;
¢ I bless the violets, whick arc a7 soff
« As the cyes of my own deaf wife ‘are.
“Ye violet ¢yes of my own dear wife,
« My life for your sakes I surrender !
“T blaas the elder-tree, under whose shado
“We plighted our vows of love tender.”

11 THk WATER NYMPUS.

HE waves wore plashing against the lone strand,
The moon had risen lately,

The knight was lying upon the white sand,

In vigicu musing greatly.

The beauteous nyrphs urose {i om she decp,

Their veils around them floated;

The 'l'i goftly approacl’d, and faucle& that sleop

o youth’s vepose denct d,
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The plume of his helmet the first gne felt,
To see if perchance it would ha.xz\ her;

The sceond took hold of his shoulder belt,
And handled his heavy chain armour. -

The third one laugh'd. and her cyes gloam’d hright,
As the sword from the s#abbard drew shed

On the bare sword leaning, she gazed on the knight.
And heartfelt pleasuro know she. .

The fourth one danced both here and there,
And+breath’d from her inmost bosom :
« QO would that I thy mistross were,
¢ Thou lovely mortal blossom !”

The fifth her kisscs with passionate strength
»® On the hand of the knight kept planting ;
The sixth one tarried, and kitsed at length

« His lips and his checkscnchariting.

The knight was wise. and far too discreet
To open his cyoes midst sach blisses :

He 1ot tho fair nymphs in he moaenlight sweet
Continue their loving kisses.  *

12. BERTRAND DE BORN.

NQDLE prid: on cvery feature,
His forchead stamp’d with thought mature,
He could subdye each mortal creature,
Bertrand do%orn, the troubadour.

How wondrously his sweet notos caught her,
Plantagenetl the Lion’s queen !

Both sons as well as lovely daughter
He sang into his net, I ween.

The fathor too ho fool'd discreetly !

Hush’d was the monarch’s wrath and scorn
On hearing him discourse so sweetly,

The troubadour, Bertrand de Born.

13. SPRING.

THE waters gltsten and merrily glide,—
How lovdly is love midst spring’s spléndour !
The shepherdensssits by the streamlot’s side,

And twines her garlands so tender?
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A1l nature is budd g with fragrant perfume,
How lovely is ldve midst spring’s splendour {
The shepherdess sighs from her heart : <O to whom
¢ ‘:Shall I my garlands surrender?”

A horse¥ran is riding besido the clear brook,
A kindly grecting he utters;

[he shepherdess viows him with sorrowful look,
The plum® in his hat gaily flutters.

She woeps and into the gliditg waves flings
Her flowery garlands so tendey ;

Of kisses and love the nightingale sings —
How lovely is love midst spring’s splindour !

14, .ALI BEY.

LI BEY,¢he true Faith's hero,
Happy lies in maids’® cinbraces;
Allah granteth him a forctaste
Here on earth of &\ca}vcnly rapture.
t [

Odalisques, *as fair as hour s,
Like gazolles in every m.ction—
‘While the first his beard is curling,
See, the sccond smoothes his foruhcsu‘l.

And the third the lute is playing,
Singing, dancing, and with lnsghter
Kissing him. upon his bosor,

‘Where the flames of bliss are glowing.

+ But the trumpets of a sudden
Sotmd outside, the swords are rattling,
Calls to arms, and shots of muskets—
Lord, the Franks ar¢ marching on us !

And the hero mounts his war-steed,
Joing the fight, but seems still dreaming ;
For he fancies he is lying

Asg'b. fore in maids’ embraces,

‘Whijlst the heads of tho invaders

He is cutting off by dozcus, *

He is smjling like a*lcver,
he softly smiles nnd gently.

¢ @
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15. PSYCHE.

IN her hand the little lathp, and
Mighty passion in her, breast,
Pgyche creepeth to tho couch where
Her dear sloepey takes his rest.

How she blushes, how she trcinbles,
‘When' his beauty she descrics g

Ho, the God of love, unveil’d thus,
Soon awakes and quickly flies.

Eighteen hundred years’ repoutance !
And the poor thing nearly died !

Psyche fasts and whips hersclf still,
For she Amor naked spied.

16. THE UNKI:JOWN ONE.

VERY day 1 have a mecting
With my golden-tressid beauty
In the Tuileries’ fair garden
Undernedth the chesnuts’ shadow.

Every day she goes to walk there

With two old and ugly women—

Are thoy aungs ? or else two soldiers
uffled up i» women’s gorments ?

Ovcrawedaby the mustachios
Of hor masculine attondantg,
And still further overawed too
By the feclings in my bosom,

I ne’er ventured ¢’en onc sighing .
Word to whisper as I pass’d her,
And with looks I scarcely ventured
Ever to proclaim my passion.

For the first timo 1 to-day have

Learnt her name. Her name is Laurs,
Like the Provengal fair maiden

Whom the famous poet loved so.

Lauraeis her name! I've gone now
Just ag far as Magter Petrarch,
Who the fair one celcbrated o

Jn canzonas and in somnets.
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Laure is hex;}lbme! like Petrarch
T can now plitonically
Rovel in this name euphoniqus—
v, He himself rfo further vontured. *

17. THE GHANGE.
TH brunettes I now have finish'd,
Axd this year am once mofe fond
Of tho eyes whose,colour blue is,
Of the hair whose eolour’s blond.

Mild the blond ene, whom I love now,
And in meckness quite & gem!

She would be somo blest saint’s imago,
Held her band a lily stem.

Slendor limbs of wondrous beauty,
Littlo flesh, mwech sympathy ;

All her soul is glowing but for
Fyith and hope and charity.

She maintains she ufilegstands nof
Gorma.n,——but‘ it can’t betso ;

Hast ne'er road the heavenly poem
Klopstock wrote some time ago

18. FORTUNI,

ADAM Fortune, thou in vain

Act’st the coy one! 1 wn gain
By my own gxertions morcly
All thy favours prized so dearly.
Thou art overcome by me,
“Tothe yoke I fasten thee 5
Thou art mine beyond escaping—
But my blecding wouns are gaping,

. All my red blood gushes out,

My life’s courage to the rout
Boon is put; I'm vanquish'd lying,
Ami in victory’s hour am dying.

1

19 LAMENTATIOV OF AN OLD-GERMAN YOUTIL
THE iman on whom virtue smiles i is, blest,

ﬁ is 168t who neglects hor instructions;

. Poor yduth that T am, 1 am ruin'd ‘
. { By etil companions’ godi:tions,
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For cards and dice soon’disposs “s’d
My pockels of all their money

At first the maidens consoled me
With smilos as luscious as hondy.

But when they had fuddlgd with wine their, guest,
And torn my garments, straightway
(Poor youth that I am) they seizod me.
And buudled moe out at the gatoway.?
On waking after a bad night’s’rest,—
Sad cnd to all my ambition !—
Poor youth that I am, I was filling
At Cassel a sentry’s position.

20, AWAY!
HE day’s enamourd of the night,
The springtinie loves ¢he winter,
And life’s in love with death, --
And thou, thou lovest me! .
Thou lov’st me—thon% already seized
By foar-inspiring shadows, .
And all thy blossoras fade,
® To death thy soul is bleeding.

Away from mg, and only love
Tho butterflic 5, gay triflers,
Who in the sunlight sport—
Awayefroni¥ne and sorrow!

21. MADAM MFETTE.
Firom the Danisl.)
AYS Bender to Peter over their wine:
Tl wager (though doubtless youre clever)
¢ That though your fine singing may conquer the world,
“ My wife 'twill conquer never.”

Then Peter roplied : ¢ T'll wager my horse
“To your dog, or the devil is in it,

¢ I['ll sing Madam Mette into my house
“This evening, at twelve to u minute.”

L J
And when the hour of midnight drew near,
Friond Potep commenced his sweet singing;
Righteover the forest, right over the food
His charming notes were ringing.
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The flood stoodstill and listen’d,
The pale moon trémbled high up in the sky,
JThe wise stars joyously ghstcn 4

.ndam\ otte awoke from, out of her sleep :
“Wha\ singing ! Ilow swoct tho seduction!”

She put on her dress, and left the hpuse +—
Alas, it p\‘uvul her destruction!

Right through the forest, right through the flood,
She speedod onward straightway :

‘While Peter, with the might of his son z,
Allured her inside his own gateway.

And when she at nomiag return’d bact home,

At the door her husband caught her .
“ Pray tell me, googd wife, where you spont tlm mt.,ht'
¢ ““Your garments are dripping with wator.”

1 spent the night at the watcr-nyr iphs’ stream,
“ Anid heard the Fatgre told by them ;
“ The mocking fairies weted Qo the ough
« With their splashes. for giung too nigh them.”

““ You have not bocn to the vwutcr-nymphs’ strosm,
“ The sand thore could ne'er make you muddy ;
“Your fect, good wife, are bleefling and tarn,
“Your checks are also bloody.”
“ I spent the night in the olfin wopfl, <
¢ To seec the clfin donces;
¢ T wounded my fect and face with the thorns
“ And fir-boughs cutting like lancch.”

& Thc #ns dance in the swect month of May
“On flowery plains, but the chilly

“ Bloak days of autwmn now reign on the earth,
¢ The wind in the forests howls shrilly.”

# At Petor Nielsew’s T spent the night,
* Ho sang so mightily to me,

*¢ That through the forest, aud through the flood
¢ 1o irrvesistibly drow me.

+¢ His song is mighty as death xtself .
# To,night' and perdition allurin

% Tts tunoful glow still bulr - in my en.rt
“ A gpeedy death irguri o.”

The fir-trecs list:;j’d in silencec deep,
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The door of the church is hung with: black,
The funeral bells are ringing,

Poor Madam Mette's terrible death
To public nofice bringing.

Poor Bender sighs, as he stands at the bier,—y
"T'was sad to hear him call so —

“ 1 now have lost my beautiful wife,
“ And lost my truc dog also.” ,

22. THY. MEETING.

HE music undor the linden-tree sounds,
The boys and the maidens dance lightly ;
Amongst them two dunce, whom nobudy knows,
¥ <Of figurcs noblo and sight‘ly.

They float about here, they floatsabout there,
In a way that strange habits expresses;

They smile at cach other, they shake their hgads,
The maiden the youth thusy addresses :

“ My handsome youth, upon thy hut
¢ Thero nods a lily splendid,

“ That only grows in the depths of the sea,—
« Frmg Adam thojn art not descended.

“The Kelpie art thou, who the fair village naids
“ Would’yt all®ye with thy arts of seduction ;
“T knew thee at once, at the very dirst sight,
“ By thy toe.th of fish-like construction.”

They float about here, they float about there, , «
In & way that strange habits expresses;

They smile at each other, they shake their heads,
The youth the maid thus ad.lresses :

“ My handsome maiden, tcll me why
“Thy hand so iey cold is ?

¢ Ard tell me why thy snow-white dress
“ 8o moist in every fold is ?

“ T knew thee, at.onco, at the very first sight,
“ By thy bantering salutation ; .

“ Theu art no nfortal chill of man, ¢
*¢ But the water-nymph, mysrelation.”
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The fiddles are pilent, a%d finish’d the dauce,
They part 1i e sister and brother,

They know eada other only tog well,

« And shun ndw the sight of each dther.

\ 23, KING HAROLD HARFAGAR.

HE great King Harold Harfagar
In i:an’s depths is sitting,
Besido his lovely water-fay ;
The years are over him flitting,

By water-sprite’s magical arts chain’d down,
He is neither living nor dead now,

And while in this state of baneful biiss
Two hundred years have sped now.

Tho head of the %ing iselaid on the lap .
Of the beautiful woman, and cver

He yenrningly gazos yp tow'rd Ier eyes,
And looks away fesrg her never.

Hie golden hait is silver gl.-’uy,
His cheekbones (of time s march a token) |

Project like a ghost’s from bis yellow face,
His body is wither'd aud byoken.

And many a time from his sweet dream of love
He suddenly is waking, E .

For over him wildly rages the flood,
The castle of glass rudely shakirig.

e

e pftentimes fancies ho hears in tho wind
TI® Northmen shouting out gladly;

He raises his arms with joyous haste,
Then lets them fall again sadly.

.He oftentimes fancies he hears far above
" The seamen their voices raising,
The great King Harold Harfagar
In’soigs heroical praising.

¢

, And ¥then the king from the depth of his heart
Bgins sobbing and wiling and gighing,
quickly the watér-fuy over”him bends,
: th loving kissas rcj/lying.
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24. THE LOWER WORLD,
I.

MANY a tjme poor Pluto sigh’q thus:
“Were 1 but a single man
“Since my married life began,

“ Hell, I've learnt, was not a hell

«THI1 I to a wife was tied thus!

« Would that I remain’d still single!
« Since I Proserpine tlid wed,
* Each day wish I I was dead !
 With the bark’ of Cerberus
“Her loud sceldings ever mingle.

*Tach attempt I make is fruitless
« Aftor peace. Thure’s not o ghost
« Half 8o sad in all my host, ¢
« And I envy Sisyphus,
¢ And the Danaid’s labour bootless.

ON galden chair in the regions infernal,
Beside her spouse, the monarch eternal,
Queem Proserpine’s sitting
‘With mien ill beiitting
Her station, a.nc’l sa,d}ir sho's sighing :

 For roses I yearn, and the rapturous blisses
“ Of Philomel’s squg, and.the sun’s sweet kisses;
“ And here 'mongst the pallid
“ Lemures and squalid
“ Dead bodies, my youth’s days are flying.

‘I'm firmly bound in the hard yoke of marriage
In this hole, which I'm suro ¢’en a rat would dxspamge
“ And the spectres unsightly
“ Through my window peep nightly,
“ Their wails w1th the Styx’s groans vying.

“ This very dn. I’v8 invited to dinner

« Old Chm-on, thb bald-pated spindle-shank’d sinner,—
« And als® dhe Judges,
«"Those wearisome drudges— *

¢ Such eompany’s really too trying!”
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“WooA
N T HILST these murmurs unavailing
In the lower world found vent,
. Neres on the earth was wailing, *

And the crazy goddess went,
With no cap on, with no collar,

And with loose dishevell’d hair,
UtteRng, in a voice of dolour,

That lament known everywhere :*
“ Ig’'t the beautcous spring I seo ?

¢ Hath tho carth grown' youny again ¥
« Sunlit Lills glow verdantly,

¢ Dursting through their icy chain,
“ From the strowulet’s mirror bhe

“ Smiles the haw-unclouded sky,
« Zephyr’s wings wayve milder too,

“ Youthful blossomns ope thowr eye.
* In the grove sweot songs resound,
¢ « While tho Qu¢ad thus doth speak :
“¢ Onee again thy Low)rs are'found,

¢ Vain.ay daughtor 'tis to seck.’

« Al, how long ’tis since I went .
¢ First in search o’er earth’s wide face
“ Titan, all thy rays T seut, .

« Seeking for the ioved one’s traco!
« Of that form so dcar, no
“ Hath ag yct brought nm to ‘me,
“ And the all-discerning Day
“ Cannot yet the lost one seen
w & Hast thou, Zeus, hor from me torn ?
¢ Or to Orcus’ gloomy strear,
“ Hath she becn by PYluto berne,
“ Smitten by her beauty’s beams ?

“ Who will to yon dreary strand
* Be the herald of my woo?
¢ Ever leaves the bark the land,
: ¢ Yet but shadows in it go.
“ To each blest eyo evermorg -
: % Olosed those night-like fields remain ;

* The threb following vepss ure extgaotod by Heino verbatim
from Sdhiller’s well-known ¥ Lament of Ceres.” Tlhe version of
them hire given is takca from tiédranslation of Schiller’s Poems

. published by me in 1251. 4 ,

£
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¢ Styx no living form e’er borve, .
¢ Sincoe his stream first wash’d the plain,
% Thousand paths lead downward ghere,
¢ Noue load up again to light;
¢ And her tcars no witness e'er
« Brings to her sad mogher's sight.”
. Iv.
w ERES! my good wife’s relation ! #
¢ Prythece ccuse to weeptand call so!
« I now grant your application—
¢« I have sufter’d Ygeatly also!

¢ Comfort take! wc’ll share your daughter’s
* Sweet socicty, and let her
ave on earth six months her quarters
¢ Yearly, if you like it betler

«¢ She, when men in snmpaer swilter,
“ Can assist your rural labours,
* ’Neath a straw hat taking shelter, »
“ Flow’r-bedizon’d, like 'sie neighbours’.
» She can rant, when colours glowing
“ Robe the evening sky in splendour,
“ en beside the stream is blowing
“ On is flute a bumpkin tender.

« 8he’ll rejoico with lads and lasses
¢ At the harvggt-home’s gny dances,
“ And amchgst the sheep and asses
¢ Be a lioness, the chance is.
« I'l1 recruit tuy spirits sinking
“ Here in Orcus in a canter,
“ Mingled punch and Letho drinking,
“ And forget my wifo instanter I”

v.
s ETHINKS at times thy brow is shaded
“ With yearnings that in secret dwell ;
“ Thy hapless 1ot T know full well ;
« Lost 1gyo, a lifc untimely fuded !

¢ Thou nodq’st.a sad assent ! I never ve
“ Can give thee back thy youthful prime ;
¢ dThy hez.v% woes calnot heal yith time:
¢ A faded life, love lost for gver!”
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"]‘.5. MISCELLANIES.
1. MULEDOM.

rpYeY fnt)ler, a8 is known to all,

A donkey was, beyond deninl ;
Thy mother on the other hand
\A noble brood-ntare proved on trial.

Thy, mulish nature, worthy fricnd,
'.ﬁough littlo liked, a thing of course is
Yet thou cansi say, with perfect truth,
T'hat thou belongest to the horses.

Thou spring’st from proad Bucephalus ;
Thy fathers were with the invaders

‘Who to the Holy Sepulchre
Of old time went, the famed Crusaders.* -

Thou countest “mongst thy relatives
The charger ridden by the glorious
8ir Godfrey of Bouillon the Jduy
« He took God’s &own with arm victorious.

Thou canst,aver that Bavardés steed
Thy cotisin was, and uay (andante)
Thine aunt the knigh!. Don Quixote borg,
The most heroic Rosinante.

But Sancho’s donlroy theu’lt not own

As kin, bhe being wmuch too lowly ;
Thou'lt ¢’'cn disown tire nusgy foal

That whilgme bore the ggvioui‘ holy.
And thou art not obliged to stick

A long-car surcly in thy scitcheon;

~~.Qf thine own value be the judge,
And thou wilt never lay too much on.

2. THE 8YMBOL OF MADNESS.
WELL now begin to sing the song
Of a Number of much reputation,

Knowsn by the name of Number Three :

- To'joy succecds vexation.
m_m h sprung from an old Aral'imn stock,

In Ohfistian estimation
\Tothfng in E&z_rope higkor stood o ©

umber. of proud reputation.
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A very pattern of modesty, - -
How great was her indignation |
At finding the man in bed with the njaid!
- She gave thema a sound castigation.
In summer her coffee at seven a.m.
She drank with much grat#fication,
In winter at nine, and slept all night
Without the least molestation.
But now ’tis time to alter our rhykne,
To-day is changed to to-morrow,
And, sad to say, poor Numbor Three
Must suffor pain and sorrow.

There came a cobbler who said : “ The head

pf Number Three at present
¢ Is like a small Seven that's placed on the top

¢ Of the moon when she'sshaped liko a crescent,
¢ The Seven the mystical number is

“* Of the ancient Pythagorepns ; )
“The crescent Digna’s worsbi ~denotes,
“And also recals the Subcans, o

* The Three herself the famed Shibboleth is
¢ Of the sonior bonze of Babel,

¢ Intriguing with whom she at length gave birth
¢ To the Holy Triuity’s fable.”

A tailor came next,awith a smile on his face;
Poor Numb&r Thieo, he insisted, |

Was nought but a name, and nowhere else

ixcept upon paper existed.

‘When poor Three heard these eruel words, .
Liko a duck in a state of distraction

She waddled here and waddled thoro,
Lamenting with vehement action :

“ T'm just as old as the sca and the wold,
“ As the stars that in hcaven arc blinking ;

¢ T've seen kingdoms ascend, and presently end,
« And nations rising and sinking.

- % T've stood on the®ccasclessly whirling loom

“i¢ Of timo for nany long ages ; it

¢ I've pgep’d intd Nature's fyghioning womb
“ Where everything rushes and rage?o ’
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% And nevertheless I withstood all assanlts
** Of darkness and sensuality,
“ And safely prfﬂvrved my virgin charms,
*+*¢ Despite theirterucl brutality: .

¢ What usc is my virtuc now? By the wise
¢« Andthe fools I am Vil entreated;

“ The woryl is wicked, and nc'er cqntent
“ TTill every one is‘ cheated.

“ But checr up, my heart ! thou still hast lef
¢ Thy %aith and hope and charity,

¢ With excellent coffec and glakses of rum
“ Abovo the reach of vulgarity.”

‘3, PRIDE.

") COUNTESS GUDEL of Gudelfeld town,
Because you are wealthy, you're held in renown

‘With pot less than four horses cont :nted,

At court you are dulymagsented ;

Tn carriage of gola you go lightiy

To the castle, where waxlights gloam brightis -

Up the marble stairs rustle

Your clothes with their bustle,

And then at the top, on the lanfling

The servants in gay dresses standing

Shout : Madame la Comtesse d¢ Gpdelfeld!

Your fan in your hand, talking loudly,
Through the chamher you wander on, proudly ;
With diamonds guily bedizen’d,
In peafis and Brussels lace prison’d,
Your snowy bosom with madness
Is heaving in uncontroll'd gladness.
‘What smiles, nods, polite iuterjections!
What curtsics and doep genuflexions!
"The Duchess of Pavia
Qalls you her cara mia ;
The noblus and courtiers advancing
Invite you to join in the danciug;s
g,;:d tihgléu' 1% the crown (who's thought witty)
Bays y : How graceful and prethy
* Are a.lla%ltba sicPn moveme%lhr of Gudelfeld !
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But if, poor creature, you money did lack,
The world would straightway show You its back ;
The very lackeys with loathing
‘Would spit on your clothing ;
*Stead :F bows and civility,
Nought but vulgar scurrility;
TLe Duchess would cross herkelf rudety,
And the Crown Prince take snuff. and say s%wdly:
She smells of garlie —this Gudolfe'ld !

4. AWAY!
IF by one woman thyw'rt jilted, love
Another, and so forget her ;
To pack up thy knapsack, and straight remove
Jarom the town will be still better.

) %h011Qt soon discover u blue*lake fair,

. Dy weeping willows surroundud ;

Thy trifhug grief thouw’lt weep away there,
Thy pangs so little founded.

Whilst climbingup the hi*2ide fast,
Thou'lt pant and grohn full loaldy ;

But when on the rocky sunmit at last.
Thdu'lt hear the eagle scream proudly.

An englegthysclf tho=’lt scem to be,
New life the chan, ¢ will bestow thee ;
Thou’lt feel thon hast lost, when thus set fre
Not mucl? in thé worl. below thee.

5. WINTER.

VI‘HE cold may burn us sadly
Like fire, and mortals huiry
Amidst the snowdrift madly,
With still-increasing flurry.

O winter stern and chilly,
‘When frozen are our noscs,
And piano-strumming silly
Our oars so discomposes !
T like the summer only
When in the wood T’'m roving. =e
With my own griefg all-lonely
* And sc.nning velies loving.'
.
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6. TIIF OLD GIIIMNEYPIECE.

UTSIDE fall the snowflakes lightly
Through fhe night, loud ravos the stora ;
" Tn my room thé fire glows brightly, *
And 'tis cosy, silent, warm,

Musin} sit I on the settle
By th(,“hulwht 8 cheerful blaza,
Listening Lo the busy kettle
Hummning long-forgotten lays.

And béside me sits o kitten,
Warning ut the blaze heriloet ;
Strangely are my senses siitten
As the flickering flawes they mneet

Mauy a dim long-bursed story
O’cr me soon begins to vise,
But with dead and faded glovy,
An(l in strange and muhk d disgu ¢

Lovoly wowen with ~ 'md faces
Greet me witle a seerct saile

Then the harlegquius run ruces
Laughing werrily the whil .

Distant marble-gods nod kindly,
Dreamily beside them yrow
Fable-flow’rs, whose Ioaves wave blindly
Tn the moonlight to and fro, ¥ u
.

Magic castles, onee resplondent,
Ruin'd now, in sight appear; ¢

hr..ghtﬂ in armour, squires attendant
Quickly follow in their rear.

All these visions T discover

As with shadowy haste they pass . —
A, tho kettle's boiling over,

And the kitten’s burnt, alas

7. LONGING,

FPYHOU beholdest in thy vision
Fable's silent flow'rs 1v-loro thee,
And g yearning ild <cale o'er thee
At their fragrunt scent cly~an.



Baut thou from thosé flow’rs art parted
By a gulf both deop and feaful ;
Thou becomest sad and tewrful,

And at*last art broken-Leartod.

ITow they glitter ! how they lure me!
Could T but the gulf pass over!
How the secret to discover,
And a bridge across Procurc me ?

' 8. HELENA.

FTYHOU bast call’d me forth from out of tife grave
By means of thy"magic will now,
And fill’'d me full of love’s tierce glow—
This glow thou never carst still now.

'() press thy month against my fouth,
Man’s breath with heavep is scemted ;
Thy very soul I'll drain to the dregs,
The dead are never contented,
9. THE WIR:x NTARS.

| HE flowerets Sweet @+ crush’d By the feet
-L Full soon, and perish despai:ing ;
One péfsses by, and they must die,

The modeq‘o as well as the (hrm«r

The pea.lls all sleep in the caves of the deep,
Where one finds them, despite wind and weather

A hole is soor bored and they're strung on a cord,
And there fast yoked together.  *

The: stars are more wise, and kecp in the skies,
And hold the earth at a distanco ;

They shed their light in the heavens so brighs,
Tu safe and endless existence.

10. TIF ANGEIS.
AITHVLESS as Suint Thomas, never
Jould I in the heaven believe
‘Which both Jew and Priest endeavour
To eompel men to receive.
-

That the angéls, though, are real
I have never held in doubt ;
Spotless, afideof grace qcal,
On this earth they move about.
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Still I doubt if such a being
Wing'd is, it must be confess'd ;

I have roegntly becn sceing
‘Wingless angels, I protist. -

With their dear and loving glances,
With their loving bands so white

Meh, they guard, and all advances
Of misfortune put to flight.

Eyery one can comfort borrow
From their favour and regari;

Most of all that c¢hild of*zorrow
Whom the people call a bard.

16. POEMS Fonr THE TIMES.
1. SOUND DOCTRINE,

UICK, beat the drum, and he not afraid,
The suttler-watien lovingly kiss;
This is the whele of knowlbdec, m truth,

The deepest book-learning iies in this.
.

Quick, drum the people oul of their sleep,

And drum the réveille witle the ardousof youth,
And as you march, contirue to drum—

Thus 1s the whole of knowledge, in trath.

All Hegol’s philosophy here is found,
The deepest bouk-learning lies ig this ;
T’ge found it out, because I'm no fool,
hd also beeause 1 drum not amiss.

2. ADAM THE FIRST.

ENDARMES of heaven with flaming swoirds
Thon sent’st in erucl fashion,
And drov’st me out of Paradise
“Withont the least compassiou.

-

In search of another country, 1
. And my wife from Eden husted ;°

Thou éanst Qot alter tht faci thas there
Thei tree of knowledge 1 tasted.
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Thou canst not alter the.fact that T know
Thy weakness and many blunders,

Howcver mighty thou seemest to bo
When wiclding death and thurders.

O heavens, how pitiful is this
Consilium abeundi!

T call it a Magnificus
Of carth, a l.umen Mundi.

I shall not miss the spacious fealms
Of Paradise one minufe *
It is no genuine Paradise
When trees forBidden are in it.

T claim my full unfetter'd rights!
" * *The slightest limitation
Changes my Paradisc at ofice
To hell and desolation. >

o, WARNING.

‘\fﬂ]ETHY friend, *tv~]1 be perdition
Books like this to think Jf printing .
Wouldst thou moncy earn or honour
THRou must bend in meek submission.
Neverin this raracr flighty
Shouldest thou bufi re the public
Thus have spokon of the parsons
And of m»marcis high and mighty !
Friend. thou'lt bo by all forsakén !
Princes have long arms, the parsons
Have long tonguos, and then the public
Have long cars, or P'ra mistaken!

4. TO A QUONDAM FOLLOWER OF GOETHE

(1832, ;
"y AST thou. then, superior risen
To the chilly dream of glory
Which great Weimar’s poet hoary
Woave around thee, like a prison ? |
Are thy old friends bores now voted ?—
Clara, Gretchen,—names familingf™™
Berlo’s husto maid, gnd Ottili
In the ** Wahlverwandschgft ” noted ?

18b
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Thourt with Ggrmany enchanted,
Art become a Mignon-hater,
And thou seck'st for freedom greater
 Than Philina évor grauted. - .

Like a Luncburgomaster,
Theu dost battle forithe nation,
Hoﬁﬁfg up to exceration

Kings, ab causing all disaster.

And T hear with }luasur(- hearty,
What a pitch thy praises grow to,
And how thow'rt u Mirabg |.’u o

At each Luncburg tea-pursy ™

- .

5. THE SECRET.
‘ ‘fE sigh not, and tho oyc’s not moisten'd.
We langl? at times, we often smile ;

In not a look, in not u gesture
The sceret comes tg light the while.

Deep in our lee (lmﬂ'\puxt hid g,
Tt lics in silent misery ;*

If in our wild hoart it finds ! wguage.
The wounth’s still elosed convalsively.

Ask of the suckling in the cradle, ‘
Ask of the dead muan in the grave ;
They may perchance disciose the sceret
To which T pever utt’rance gave.

6. ON THE WATCHMAN § ARRIVAL IN PARIS.

s ("‘ OOD watchman with face so sad and despairing.
X« Why runncst thou hither with hcadlong speed ¥
s My dear fellow-countrymen, how are they faring ¢
“ My fatherland, is it from tyrunny freed ?”
All’'s going on well, und Liberty’s blessing
Is showering sileutly on us its stores,
And. Germany, calmly and safcly progressing,
Unfolds an? develops herself within doors.
Unlike France, superficial are none of her blossoms, -
_ There frafitay but touches the Hatsidesof life ;
."Tis but in the dgpthe of thpir ii.u.crse bosoms
That freedom With Germans «+ found to be rife.
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They'll finish Cologne’s groat cathedral, they toll us,
The Hohenzollorns* have brought this to pass :

A Hapsburg* has shown himself equally zealous,
A Wittclsbaoh* gives it some fine.punted glass, .

That true Magua Charta, a free constitution,  |koej. ;
They’ve prowmised, and surely their promise they’ll

A king’s word’s a prize, without circumlocgfion. . .
Like the Nibelung stone in the Rhine it lies decp.

The Brutus of rivers, the free L’h'inu, they surcly

. Can never remove §im from out of his beds;

The Dutehman his fegt have fasten’d sceurely,
The Switzers securcly arc holding his head.

God will grant us a fleet, if we prove persevering ;
Our patriotic exuberant strepgih

Will find a vent in seiling and stoeting,
*The pain of imprisonment ending at length.

The scods cast their shells and the spring’s blopming
sweetly, )
We draw a freebreatls at this tinyge of the year ;
If permission to print is denied us completely,
Theecensorship will of itsclf disappear.

b 7. TH® DRUM-MAJOR.t

HE old drum-major it is that we sce;
Poor fellow, he's pull’d down sadly !
In the Emperor's time a youngster was he,
And werrily lived and gladly.

IHe used to balance his ponderons stick,
‘While a smile on his fuce play’d lightly;
The silver-lace on his tunic so thick
In the rays of the sun gleam’d brightly.

Whene'er with & mighty roll of tho drum
Ho enter’d a village or city,

He caused au echo responsive to come
In the heart of each girl, plain or protty

* Names tor the thiree royal houses of Prussiu, Austria, aml
Bavaria. .

t See the account ¢f tho old Drum-Major Le*Girand contained
in the prose section of Heine’s ™ Pictures of Travel,” entitled
“Book Le Grand.” .
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He camo and saw and conquer’d too
Each fair one welcomed him in
His black moustache was wetted throngh
N  With tears of German women.

Resistance was vain ! In every land
Thag the foreign invaders came to.

"The EMperor vanquished the gentlomen, and
The dtum-major each muiden and Jdame toe

Our sorrows full 1dug we patiently boro
Lika oaks, with no one to heed ’em,
Until the Authorities gave 1|<oum: uore

The sigual to battle for frecdom.

Like buffaloes rushing on to the fray,
We toss’d our hogus up proudly,
Tho yoke of Franen wo cast away,
' The songs of Korner sang londly.

O terrible verses! the tyrant’s car
At their awful souml revolted ;

The Empcror and the drum-majoe in fear
Precipitatelybolted. ’

They both of them reap’d the wages of sin,
And eamc to an cnd inglorious :

The Emperor Napoleon tumlfed in ]
The hands of the Dritcns victorious.

In Saint Helena his time he now pass;d
In martyrdom, banish’d from France, Sir,
And, after long suff'ring, died at last
Of that terrible ailment cancer. *
Tho poor drum-major, too, fell in disgrace,
And lost his situation ;
In our hotel he took the plece
Of boots,—what degradation !

He warms the oven, he scours the pots,
And wood and water fetches
His grey head wags as he wheezingly trots
- Up $he stairs, so weak the poor wretch is.
'When xgjgz comes to see me, he finds himself
- Inclined’o jeor and rally "

The comicalglanky pooe oli elf *
. And his motions shilly- ually.
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O Fritz, a truce to rmllery, please )
The sons of Germany never

Should fallen greatness love to tease,
Or to tormert endvavour.

Such people you ought to regard w1th pride
And filial piety rather ; o

Perchance upon the mother’s sido
The old man is your father!

4
8. DEGENLERACY,

I "AS Naturc’s sclf been going backward, *
And human fadits nssuming, then ?
Tho very plants and beasts, 1 fancy,
New lio as much as mortal men.

1 trust not in the lily’s chasteriess ;

. The colour’d fup, the buftertly, s

Toys with ber, kisses, round her flutters,
Till lost is all her purity.

The violet's modgsty worcovet

1 bold full cheap. 'Phe little flewer
With the coguettish breezos trifles,

In Secret pants for famc and power.

I doubt % Philomel tppreciates
The tune she sings with pompous micn;
She overdoes it, sobs, and warbles
Methinks “rom nought but pure routine.

Trath from the carth is fast dopax tin s,
The days of ‘Taith are also o’er ;

The dogs still wag their tuils, smell baudly
And yet are faithful now no more.

9. IIENRY.

N Canossa’s castle courtyard
Stands the German Cwsar Henry,
Barefoot, clad in penitential
Shirt—the night is cold and rainy.

From tho window high above him

Peep two ﬁgu.rcs and the moonlighte™™
Gregary’s bald lsad illumines

And the bosom of Mathildg,
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Wenry, with his lips all pallid,
Murnmurs pious paternosters ;
Yet in his imperial heart he
Secretly rovolts and speaks thus :
¢ In my distant Gorman country
¢ Upward rise thewsturdy mountains 3
“%{ the mountain-pits 1 silence
¢ (Frows the iron for the wart-nxe.
“In my distaht German country
“ Upward rise the fine oak-forests ;
“In the loftiost oukc-stent “mounst them
¢ Grrows the handle for The war-uxe,
“Thon, wy dear and faithful eovntry,
“Wilt heget the fiero also
“ Who in time will crush the sorpoent
< Of my somows wigh his war-axe.”
10, LIFIES JOURNEY.
"\ FHAT laughtey tnd singiug! Tho sun’s rays
crossing . .
Each other glemn brightly ; the billows aro tossing
1'he joyous bark, and there T reelined
With friends beloved and lightsomoe mind.
The bark was presently wreeld and shat#dr’d,
My friends were poor swimmers, and soon wore
seatter’d,
And all were dgown’d. in owm fatherlafid ;
T wus thrown by the storm on the Scino’s far strand.
Another ship I now ascended, .
My journcy by new companions attended ;
By strange waves toss’d and rock’d, T depart-—
How fur my home ! how heavy my heart !
Once more arises that singing and langhtor !
The wind pipes lond, the planks erack soon aftor—
1n hoaven is quencli'd the la ¢ 1 st star—
How heavy my heart! My hov ¢ how far!

11. THE T &W JEWISH HOSPI'AL AT HAMBURG.
HOSPITAL for Jows wha re sick and needy,
For ThoR: unhappy threcioid sons of sorrow,
Afflicted by thethree mos dir misfortunes .
Of poverty, disense, and Jud...sm.
V" “ “. !
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#The worst by far of all the three the last is,

'That family misfortune, thousand years old,

That plague which bad its birth in Nile's far valley,
The old Egyptian and unsound religion,

Incurable deep pain! ’gainst which avail not
Nor douche nor vapour-bath, the apparatus
Of surgery, nor all the means of hoaling
Which this house offérs to its sickly inmates.

Will Time, cternal goddess, ¢’cr exfinguish
This glowing ill, descending from the father
Upon the son,—and will’the grandson cver
Bo cured, and rational bbeome and happy ?

T cannot tell! Yet in the meantime led us
Extol tift heart which lovingly and wiscly
Sought to alleviato pain as far ag may be,
Into,the wounds a timely balsam pousing.

Dear worthy man! He here has built o refuge
For sorrows which by the physi sdan’s science
(Or else by death’s ') are curable, providing
Cushions, rofreshing drinks? and food,'and nurses.
A man ofydecds, he did his very utmost,

Devoted to good works his hard-carned savings
In his life’sevening, kinlly and humancly,
Reeruiting from his tuil by acts of mercy.

ilo gave with open hand—but gifts still richer,
Hiis tears, full ofton from his eyes werg rolling,
Tears fuir and precious, which he wept deploring
His brethren’s great, incurable misfortune.

12. GEORGE HERWEGIL*
HEN Germany first drank her fill,
You then wore b v obedient vassal,
Believing in each pipe-bowl still,
And in its black-red-golden tassel,
But whon the fond dclirium ceased,
Good friend, how great your consternation !
The public geem’d a very beast,
After its sweet intoxicution ! -
* A well-known regublican poct and writer, bm'n€t Stuttgardt ;

At one timee carcssed, aill aflerwardes barished by the King of
Prussia. He took an active part in the political troubles of 184%
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Pelied by vile,abusive swarms
With rotten apples, in disorder,
Under an escort of gendarmes
You reachid at length tho' German border

There you stood still. A tear you wiped
Away, the well-known posts on spying

Whidk like the zcbra’s back are striped,
With heavy heart as follows sighing :—

. o
 Aranjucz, in lightsome mood
“ Onco stay'd I in thy halls s splendid,
* When 1 before King Philip stol,
“ By all his proud grandecs atterded.

“ He gave me an approving smile -
“ When I the Marquis Posa actod ;

““ My prose he could not relish, white
“ My verses his applause attractod.”*

13 BI{E TENDDLACY.
[ 4

ERMAN bard !* e+ 10l our glorious
X German freedor, that thy lay |
*
May possess our souls, and fire us,
And to wighty deeds ipspire us, .
Like the Marsciilaise notorious.

Be no more, like Werther, tender,
Who for Lottc sigh'd all day ;
Thon shouldst tell the people proudly
What the hells proclaim so londly —
Speak of dirks, swords, no surrender

Gentle flutes no more resemble,

Be not so idyllie, pray !
Fire the mortars, beat to quarters,
Crash, kill, thunder, make them tremblc

Crash, kill, thunder like « devil
Till the last foe flics wway ;

T this cause dovote thy singing,.

"Thy poetic cfforts brivging

Lo Twe common public s level:.
L]

. ~ L4 .
* * Bee Schijler’s Pl y of “Don Carlos.™
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14, THE CHILD. .
HE good their gifts in dream enjoy,
. How did it farc with thce ?
Searce feeling it, you've got u boy,
Poor virgin Germany !

This boy an urchin froli.csomc
Ero long sHall we behold

A first-rate archor he'll becowe,
Ag Cupid was of old.

He'll pierce the sparing cagle through ; '
And, proudly $hough he fly,

The double-headed eagle too

® Struck by his bolt, shall die.

But that blind lieathen God of Tove
* . Will he resemble not *
In wearing neitlier clothes nor glove,
Nor be a sans-culotte. )

The secasons In our Jand “combine
With morals and police
T make both old and young incline
To wear their clothes in peace.
- L]
15. THi? PROMISLE,

OU no,more shall barcfoot crawl so
Through the dirt, poor Gerwan freedom
Btockings (as you find you need "em)
You shall have, and stout boots also.

" As respects your houd, npon it
To protect your cars from freezin’
In the chilly winter-season
You shall have a nice warm bonnet.

You shall have, too, savoury micsses—
Grand the future that's before you.
Let no Satyr, I implore you,

Lure you onward to excesscs !

Do not haste on fast and faster ! PR
Render, as bgeomes inferiors,
Die respect to your suberiors ¥
And, the worthy burgumastes”,

178
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16, THE CHANGELING.

CHILD with monstrous pumpkin head,

Grey pigtail, and moustache light red,

Witlh lanky arms and yet stupendous,

No bowels, yot with maw tremendous,—
A changling whi¢h a Corporul
Iko oar cradle had let fall ,

On stealing from it our own baby—

This luonsgu‘. falsehood’s child, (or may be
"T'was in reality the son

f hix own favourite dog aloi }—

What need to say 110$‘much we Rpurn it ?

For heaven's sake, drown it <1 else burn it !

Ll
17. THE JSMPEROR OF CHINA X

1\ Y fathor was @ drendful bore,

1 A good-for uothing dandv;
But I'm a2 mighty Kmperor.

And love a aquper of brandy.

.

These glopious dranghts 1 ‘thers surpass
In this, theiv magical power :

As soon as I have druin d my glass,
All China bursts into flower.

The Middle Kingdcm bursts into life,
A blossoming meadow sceming ;

A nan T welluigh becone, and 1ty wife
Soon gives me sigos of teeming,

On every side abundance rcigms,
The sick no longer need potions ;

Confucius, Court-philosopher, gains
Distinct and positive notions.

The rycbread the soldicrs used to eat
Of almond cakes is made now ;
The very vagabonds in the street
In silk and satin parade now,

The knightly Ordor of Mandarins,.
_Those weak old invalids, dai.ly

APE".ining strength aud fill & their skius,
{And ghaking their pigteils gaily. .

* Evidentlv & satire ;-0 the Kino of Proasin
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The great pagoda, faith's symbgl prized,
Is ready for those who're believing ;

The last of the Jews arc hore baptized,
The Dragon’s order roceiving.

The noble Manchoos exclaim, when freed
From the presence of pevolution :

“The bastinadp is all that we need, v
“We want no constitution !;’

The pupils of Asculapins perhaps
May tell me thot drink’s dissipation

But I continue to,drink my Schinaps,
T'o benefit the nation.

Aed 8o in drinking I persevere;
It tastes like very mamih

My people are happy, awd drink their beer,
And join in shouting Hosanna !

18. CHURCH-GOUNSELLQI. PROMETIIEUS.

N 00D Sir Paulus,* noble rolter,
All the gods are on thee gnzing
With their brows in anger kuitted,
Fugious at the theft amazing

Thou hast practisd in Olympus—
Sorry fgr it they will make thee!

Fear the fate of poor Prometheus
1# Jove's bailifts overtake thee !

L]
Worse indeed his theft, because he
Stole the light in heaven dwelling
To enlighten us weak mortals—
Thou didst steal the works of Schelling,

Just the opposite of light,—mnay,
Darkness we can feel and handle

Like the old Egyptian darkness,—
Not one solitary candle !

* A fumous theolpgical writer, who died in 185"  wthe uge of
ninety. He was formerly Counsclior of the Confstory ( Kirchen.
rath), at Wirzburg, a®d for mang years Profssor of Church
History, &e. at Heidelberg,
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19. TO THE WATCLIMAN
{On a recent occasion).
IF heart and style remain still true,
11l not vbject, whatever you do.
My friend, I never will mistake you,
en though a Counrellor they make yow

They now are raising a tervible din

Because you've beon sworn as a Cennsellor in;

From the Scine to the Elbo, regardless of reason,

For months they've declu.im’d thus against your sad
WICASOD | .

His progress onward is changed of ut

To progress backward; O, auswer us straight—

On Swabian erabs are vou veally ridir ¢ ¥

Is’t only court-ladics you now take pride in ?

. Perchance you are tived, and long for rost ;
All night on your horn you ve been hluwing your liest,
Aud now on a nail you quictly sto v 1t
No longer for Germapy's Lobly v wi'll blow it.

You lic down in bed, and st _ht(vay close
Your eyes, but vainly you ser « for repose,
Before the window the moclars salute ns: @
Awake, Tnberator ! What! sleeping, Brutus ¥

Ah, bawlers like these ean never know why~

The best of watchmen censes to ey ;

These young hrageadocios cannot discever

Why 1an his edertions at length gives over.

You ask me how matters are going gn here ?

No breeze is stirring, the atmospherc’s elear ;

The weathercocks all aro perplex’d, not dxsveming
The proper direction in which to be turning.

20. CONROLING THOUGHTS.
E sleep as Bintus slept of yore,—
And yet he awoke, and ventured to bore
Tu Caosr’s bosom his chilly dugger!
The Romans their tyrunts losed to stagger.— |

No Rowmans are wo, tobacer we smoké,
Enclp#fing)n its fuvourite ta te care invoke ;
Each natiqp its specipl m 1it ppssessos—
The ‘fincst dumplings’Sw 1bia dresses.
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But Gormans arc wo, kindhearted, and brave,
We slecp as soundly as though in the grave ;
And when we awake, onr thirst is excessive,
sut not for the blood of tyrants oppressive,

"Tis nur great prido to be as true

As heart of oak and lindenetoo ;

The Jand which gaks and Hndens gives bi.th to
(lau never produce a Brutus of worth too.

And ¢'en if amoungst us a Brutus were found,

No Cresar exists in the country round ; -
Despite all his scarch, he would find him never,-—
We make good gingerbread however.

We'ae six-and-thirty masters and lords,

(Not one too many 1) who waat their swords
And stars on theiv 1ogal bycasts te protect them;
The Ides of March ean never aficet them.

We eall them Father, aud IMitherland
‘We call the conndry they coumand

By right of desceent, and® love 1o cudl so —
W l(.nro sour-crout and suusages also.

And when our Tathor walls jn the street
We take off our hatewith reverence mect ;
Our purleless Gornma s, dnjuring no man,
Is not a den of inmndorers Roman.

21. THE WORLD TURNED UPSIDE DOWN.

&
FIVHE world is topsy-turvy turn’d,
We walk feet-upnards in it
The woodcocks shoot the sportsmen down,
A dozen in a minute.

The ealves are seen to roast the cook,
On men are riding 1he horses

On freedom of teacling and laws of light
The Catholic owl discourses.

The herring is o sans-culotte,

Tha trutll is told by Dettina, f
And, puss-iff-l.aots hringy Sophocle

On the stage, with learned demeanour.
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An ape for Gevman heroes has built
A Pantheon, for glory zealous; *

And Massmann has lately been using a comb,
As German papers tell us,

The German hears, 1 grieve to suy,
Are atheists unbel®ving,

And in their place the parrots of France
The (‘hristmn‘fuith are roveiving.

The Mounitenr of Uckormark
With cqnal frenzy seems ena-ten;
The dead have on the hivingdhe:
The vilest epitaph written.f

Then Tet us not swim against the . teoam,
Good friends? t&ould serve ns hut badly
Jut Jet us aseend the Lemplehot il
“ Loug life to the king!” shouting gladly.

22 ENLLGHTEN MLONT.
] AVE tlugseales thas ~amn’d thy visiou
Fallen, Michael?  anst thou see

How they’re stenlimg in lerision
All the choicest food from thee ?
L]

In retuen, divine enjoyment
Tromise thiey in reahns above,
Wherr the augels’ sole cmploymeng

Is 10 cool*ns fleshless love,

Michacl, hath thy faith grown weaker,
Or thy apjutite morc strong ?

Thou dost prasp life’s sparkling beaker,
And thou sing'st a hevo-gong,.

Foar not, Michael ! take thy pleasure
While ou earth, and eat what's good ;

When thou'rt dead, thon'li bave full leisure
To digest in peace thy tood.

* A ponte allwgion to the lat« King of Bavaria and his
W.lhalln,

+ This TEem»o a pocm of Fro digrath's, &ntitlod “The Dead
to the Living,”ifor which he w.< prosgeuwed, but acquitted,
In48. ) ~
1 A hill elose to Derlin.
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23. WAIT AWIHILE!

I FECAUSE my hghtmngs are so striking,
You think that 1 can’t thunder too !
You'’re wrong, for I’ve a special liking
For thunder, as I'll prove to you.

This will be seen with #wful clearness
‘When the right moment is at hand ;

You’'ll hear my voice in stargling nearness,—
The word of thunder and mmuu.md

The raging stornt will surely shiver
Tull many an wak upon that day ;

Euach palacc to its base shall gwniver,

o And many a steeple proud give way.

2¢. NIGHT "J‘ll()U(wI‘I'I‘*

‘, 7 HEN, Gormany, L think of thee

At might, all slaaber flies from me |
I cannot close mine cyes for yearning,
And down my checkg run tears all burning.

How awiftly spoeds cach ru]lm«r year!
Sthce T have seen my mother Acar

'[‘wulve years have pas<'d anay ;5 the Jonger
T wiit, my ycmmn;, grows the stronger.

My yearning's growing evermore ;

That wofhan has bewiteh’d nie gore
Dear. dear old woman! with what fervour
I think of her ! may God preserve her!
The dear old thing in e delights,

And in the letters that she writes

1 see bow much her houd is shaking,—
Her mother’s heart, how nearly hreaking !
My mother’s ever in my mind ;

Twelve long long years are loft behind,
Twelve years have follow’d on each other
Sinco to my heart L clasp’d my mother.

For ages Germany will stand ;
Sound to the core is thut dear lix,ndf
Its,0onks and Mndens 1 ghall ever
Find just the sane, they alier never.



180 HEINE'S POEMS.

For Germany T less §hould carc

If my dear mother were not there;

My futherland will never perish

But she may die, whom most T cherish.

Since | my native land saw last,

Into the tomb have inany pass’d

‘Whom I soloved -—When of them thinking
How sudly bleeds my spirit sinking !

1 ngeds must count them,—as I count

My sorrows hicher, higher e ant

I foel as though each corpse were lying

Upon my breust— Thank God, they’re flying !

Thank God ! for through the window-pauc
France's clear daylight Lreaks again;
My fair wife enters, wweetly smiling,
And all my Germun eares Legailing!

NEW SR RING.

PROLOGUE.
AOMETIMES when o’cr pictures tniaing,
3 You have seen the man perchance,
Who is for the battle yoearning,
Well-cquipp’d with shicld and lance.

Yt yonng loves are hov'ring ropnd him,
Stealing lance and sword away ;

They with flow’ry chains have bound him
Though he struggle in dismay.

I, too. in such charming fetters,
Bind mysclf with sad Jdelight,
And T leave it to my betiors
In time's mighty figh: to fight.
1 .
*NEATH the whife tree sitting sadly,
Toa dost bear the far winds wailing,
' Seést how the mut slouds o’er thee
Aro their forins - a mist fast veiling ;
[ 4
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Sie'st how all beneath seems perish'd,
Wood and plain, how shorn and dreary ;
Round thee winter, in thee winter,
I'rozen is thy heart and weary.
Sudden downward fall upon thee
Flakes all white, andy with vexation
Thou dost think the tree is show’ring
Snow-dust from that clevation.

Soon with joytul start thou findost
Tis no snow-dust cold and freezing ;
Fragrant blossoms “tis of springtime
Cov'ring thee and fondly teasing.
What a shudd'ring-sweet enchantinent !
* Iuto May is winter turnjng,
Snow luth changed itsclf to blossoms,
. And thy heart with<ove 1« yearuing,
*)

N the wood, the verdure’s shooting,
K Joy-opprosfd, likg some fair maiden ;
Yt the sun langhs sweetly downward :
“&¥Vcleome, young spring, rapturc-laden 1”
Nightingale ! T hear thee alro,
- - - . . .
Pipfing, blissful-sad and loncly,
Sobbing toues and tong-protracted,
And thyesong of love is only !
.
3.
THE beauteous eyes of the spring’s fair night
A With comfort are downward gazing :
If love hath made thee so small in our sight,
Yet love hath the power of ruising.
Swect Philomel sits on the linden green,
Hor notes mclodiously blending ;
And as to my soul her song pierceth ¢'en,
My soul once more is distending.
. 4.
" 7 HICII flower I Jove, I cannot discoverz
-~ . .
This grief doth impart.
In every calix 1 s#arch like .a lover,
And seck o heart.
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The flowers smell syect inthe sun's setting splendour.
The nl"htm{,,n.l(, HIDES.
I neck for a heart tTmt Like my hcmt is tender,
And like it springs.
The nightingale sings; is sweet song, void of’ gladness,
Conies home tg my breast ;
We're both so oppressd and heavy v.li,h sadness,
So sad aud oppross'l.
.

g
5.
gV\'EET May hath come i love us,
K Flowaers, troes, their hloscms don;
And throughb the blue heavens . bove us
The rosy clouds move .

The nightingalesare singing
On leafy pereh aloft
The snowy lambs ate r-.prmn'in;,
In clover green and soft,
1 cannot be siu;,-iu:r; and spriuging,
111 in the grass 1 Lig: ‘
1 hear a distant ringin
And drcamn of days sone by. '
6. . N
JOFTLY through my spirit ring
Blissful tones loved de u]\, ;
Sound, thoy little song of spring,*
Lchumg *far and (lc arly.

Sound, till thou the home com’st nigh
Of the violet tender

And when thou a rose dost spy.
Say, my love 1 send her.

WJTH the rosc the butterfly’s deep in love
A thousand tines hovering round ;
But round himsclf, all tender like pold.
Tt - sun’s sweet ray is hovering found.

With whom is the rose hesself in luve ?
An an¥ zer I'd fain recvive.,
Is it the siaging nightinuale ? ¢
Is it the silent gtar ! eve ?

~
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I know not with whom the ros is in love.
But cvery one love 1:

The rose, the nightingale, sun’s sweet roy,
The star of cve and buttertly.

8.

AIJTJ the trees with j(:y are shouting,
All the birds arce singing o’cr us—
Tell me, who can be the leader
In this green aud forest chorus?
Can it be the grey ol plover,
‘Wise nods evermore rencwing ?
Or yon pedant, who 1s ever
«In such measured time coo-coo-ing ?
Cun it he yon stork, the giave one,
His director’s airs bedraying? ;
Aund his Jong leg raitling loudly,
Whilst: the music’s ronnd him playing 2
No, the forests concert’s ieader
In my own hewt Aath hiis station,
All the while he's beating time there,—
Amor is his appcllation.

«“ FIYHE nightingale appear’d the first,
“ And as ber melody she sang,
* The apple into blossomn hurst,
“ To Iife the grass and violots sprang.
“ She her own bosow theu did bite,
¢ IIer red blood flow’d, and from the blood
* A beauteous rose-tree came to light,
¢ To whom she sings in loving mood.
* That blood atones for, to this day,
¢ Us birds within the forest here
* Yet when the rose-song dics away,
¢ 'Will all the wood too disappear.”
Thus to his youthfal brood doth speuk
The sparrow in his oaken nest ; l
His mute phprywhile sbo trims her eak,

And proudly sits and looks her best

- eues.
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She is a homely wife and kind,
Broods wcll, and ne’er is scen to pout s
The father makes his children find
Pastime in studying things devout.

10.

VIIE warm and balmy spring night’s air
Hath waken’d every flower,
And take T not the greatest cave,
My heart must succumnb to love’s power.
-

But which of all the flowery thy wmg
Is likely most to suare me ?

The nightingales say, in their bli sful song,
Of the lily 1 ought to bewavs sue. :

11.

"M sore perplex’d, the bells a=: ringing,

~And by my serses I feel Yornaken
The spring and tw oufair ey together

Against my. heart an eo'h ]mvn taken.

The spring and two fair oyes together
Lure on my heart to a new 11111\1(;11 ;
Methinks the nightingales 1nd roses .

Have much to do with all my coufusion.

12 ‘

e

AII ' T yearn for tears all-burning,
Tears of love and gentle-woe,

And T tremble lest this yearning
At the last should overflow.

Ah! love's pangs, that sweetly languish,
And love's bitter joy, so blest,

Creep again, with heavenly anguish,
Into my scarce healdd breast.

13.

r HE c¢yes of splu.g, 80 azure,
Ave pecping {rom the ground ;
Th\) arc the daxting violots,
That I in nos: rays bound.

-~
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I pluck them, thinking dcaeply,
And all the thoughts so deax,
That in my heart are sighing,
The nightingale sings clear.
Yes, all my thonghts she singeth
And warbleth, celsoing far ;
So that my tender scerets
Known to the whole wood are.

14.
‘ IIEN thy dress doth gently touch me,
As thou pass’'st before my face,

How my heart exults, how wildly

Jrollows it thy lovely trace!
"T"hen thou turnest round dn?l gazost

‘With thy large brigh{ cyes ow mo,
And my heart doth feel so startled,

That it scarce can follow thee.

n

. 1.
rVHE slender wateitlily .
Peeps dreamingly out of the Inke ;

The moon, oppress’d with 16ve's sorrow,
= Laoks tenderly dlown for her sake.
With blushes she i-:nds to the water
Onee more her head so sweel - -
Then gees sho the poor pale foellew
Lying before her feet.
16,
T thou hast good cycs, and look’st
- In my songs, when thou hast tried them,

Thou will sec a fair young maiden
Wandering up and down insido them.

If thou hast good ears as well,

Thou canst hoar her voice quite clearly,
And her sighing, laughing, singing

Thy poor hcart will madden nearly.
For she will, with look and word,

Thee, likg me, make wellnigh craly :
An enamour’d %pringtiimc-dreamer

Thou wilt trcad the forest muzy.
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. .17,
", HAT drives thee on, in the spring’s cloar right *
Thou hast driven the flowers all mad with fright.
The violets tremnble and shiver ;
The roscs are all with shame so red,
The lilies are death-pale, and hang their head,
They mourn, and fnlt(,r, and gmiver.,

O darling moon, wLut an innocent race
Those sweet flowerdare | The ;y are right in this case,
I really have acted badly ;
Yet how could J tell that in wait 10 would lie,
When I wus addressing the stars on high,
With ficree love raving so madiy 2

18.

rPHOU swcctlv lookest on me
With cyes so blue and ek ;
My senses feel all-dreany,
And not & woid can ! \pc-ak

I cverywhere am thinhng '
Of thy blue eyes’ -weot smile ;

A sea of blue thoughts is spreading
Over my heart the while.

19.
() NCE again my heart is vanquish’d,
And 1wy rancour is subsiding ;
Once again hath May breath’d on me
Feelings tender and éoufiding
Ouce more late aud early haste T
Through the walks the most frequented,
Under every bummt seek 1
For my fair onc’s fuce lamented.

Ounce more at the verdant river
On the bridge T take my station ;
Reradventure she will come there,
And will sec my desclation.

he waterfall’s loud wusic
ca%! once again woft sighing,
And mybgentle icart well kuswlth
What the white v wves aro replying.

]

*
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Once again in mazy pathways .
I am lost in dreamy vision,

And the birds in every thicket
Hold the fond fool in derigion.

20,

’
YFIIE rose is fragrant-—yct if she divineth
Her own swect fragrance, if the nightingale
Hersclf feels what round maw’s shul softly twinoth,
Wher echoes her swect soug across tho valg,—

I cannot tell. Yet man is with vexation
Oft fill’d by truthe If nightingale and rose
The fecling only feign'd, the fabrication
Wduld still be uscfnl, we pay well supposc.

ECATUSE I love thee, be not scornful,
If, Aying, I avoid thy face;
How ill u.cunds my visage mournfnl
With thine, so fair and full ofe yrace!

Be®use T love thee, overy fanture
Grows pale and thinnor day by day ;

*wetrlt find me bt a hideous creature,—
I'll shun thoe,—be not scoruful, pray.

WANDER ’mid the flowers,
And Jlossoin with them oo ;
I wander as in vision,
And at cach step totter anew.

O hold me fast, my loved one,
Or at thy fect I'1l full,
With love intoxicated,
In tho garden, in presence of all!

23.
S the moon’s fair image qnaketh
In the raging waves of ocean

Whilst she, 1u ¢he vault of heaven,
Moves with silent peacofud motion,
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Thus, beloved one, thou art moving,

Stil) and peaccful, and nonght quaketh
In my heart save thy dear image,

While my own heart 'tis that shaketh.

24.
HE hearts of us two, my loved one,
A Holy Alliance have made;
They well wnderstood cach other,
When close together luid.

™ Alns ! the roso so youthful
That decks thy gentle breast,
Our poor ally and associdbe,
To death was wellnigh pres<d.
‘ 25,
‘TELL me who first taught clocks to chime,
Made minutes, hours, divisiens of time ?
It was u cold and socrowful elf;
He sat in the winter-aight, wrapp’d in himsclf,
And counted the mouse’s s jucakings mysterious,
"And the wood-worw’s reular tick so serimlls.

Tell me who first did kisses suggest ?

It was a mouth all glowing nd blest ;

It kiss’d pud it thought of nothing beside.

The fair month of May was then in its pride,

The flowers were all fron. the carth sast springing,
The sun was Lzuglu'ng, the birds were singing.

26,
I_ OW the pinks arc breathing fragrance !
How the thronging stars so tender,

Golden bee like, sudly glimmer
"Mid the heaven’s blue-violet splendour!

Through the gloom of yonder chestnuts
Gleams the manse, so white and stately,
And I hear the glass door rattling
While the dear voice thrills me gﬁa

-~ oSwect alarm and blisstul tremor,
. Soft | mbraces, terr.a-bringing—
tAnd the?youthful rosc i list'ning,
¢ And the nighting:les are singing,

L

tly.

3
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2. . .
AVE I not the self-same vision
Dreamt hofore of all theso blisscs ?
Were there not these same elysian
Looks of love, and flowers, and lissos ?

By the stream the moon vas peeping
Through the foliage of our bower;

Marble-gods still watch were keeping
At the ontrance in that bous.,

Ah! T know how sgoon is over
Every sweet and blissful vision,
How the snow’s csld dress doth cover
Heart and tree in sad derision,

How e’en we are fast congealing,
Carcless, and no love possussing,
+We, who're now so softly fecling,
Heart to heurt so softly prcwmg,!
”

28. .

I ISSES that one saeals in dapkness,
_ And in darkness then returns——
How such kisscs fire the spizit,
I{ with honest lyve it burns!
Pensive, and with fond remembrance,,
Then the spirit loves to dwell
Much on &ays that long have vayisl’d,
Much on future days as woll.,

Yot methinks that too much thinking
Dang'rous is, if kiss we will ;—

Wecp, then, rather, darling spirit,
Tor to weep is easier still.

20,

HERE was an aged monarch,
His heart was sad, his head was ¢
This poor and aged monarch
A young wife married one day.

Thero was a handsome page, too,
Fair was his hair, and light his
Theilken frain ho carried
Of the aforesaid young Queun.
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\ﬂ'x
Dost know the anciont ballad ?
It sounds so sweet, it sounds so sad
They both of them must perish,
For too much affcetion they had.

. 30.

N my romembrance blossom
The ipages long forsaken—
Within thy *voice what is there
By which so deeply I'm shaken ?
Say not that thou dost love ine!
1 know that carth’'s fairest ireasure,
Swecet love and happy spring sime,
"T'would shape beyond all measure
Say not that thou dost love me!
A silent kiss T'I bestow thee;
Then smile, when I to-movrow
The witherefl rosos show thee,
* .
2 “ 3L
“ ]’ INDEN blogsoms lrunk with moonlishé
4 “TFly about iu fragrant showers,
¢ And the nightingrele’s swdet musie L 4
« Kills the air and leafy bowers.
“Alh! how sweot it is, my loved ong,
*'Neath thtso lindens vo be sitting,
“ When the glimm’ring golden moonbeams
“ Through the fragrant leaves sve flitting.
“ If thou loukest on the Lime-leaf,
“Thou a heart'’s form wilt discover ;
« Thercfore are the lindens ever
« Chosen scats of cach fond lover.
« Yet thou swilest, as though buried
“ In far distant visions yearning—
« 8prak, belovaéd, all the wishes
¢ That in thy dear heart arc burning.”
Mgy darling ! I will 101l thee |
Whendy my thoughts proceed, and whither
Fain I'd see the chilly north-win
Budden bring white snowstorms hither

)
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So that we, with furs well cover'd,
And in gaudy sledges riding,
Cracking whips, with bells loud ringing,
Might o’er streamn and plain be gliding.
32,
FPYHROUGH the forest,sin the moonlight,
I the elves saw riding proudly ;
And I heard their trumpets squnding,
And T hear their bells ving loudly.
Their white horses had upon them
Golden staghorus, whilst proceeding
Swiftly on —likeslights of wild swans
Through the air the train was speeding,
Smilingly the queen bent tow'rds me,
Smiling, as the band rode by me;
It a sign that new love's coming,
Or o sign that death is nigh me?
R
N the morning'send T, violets,
Early in the wood discover’ a,
And & evening bring I roses
Pluck’d while twilight's hour still hover'd.
Kff¥wede thou the hidden language
By theso lovoly flowerets spoken ?
Truth by dag-time, love at night-time—
"1'is of this that they’re the token!
34,
HY letfier, sent to prove me,
Inflicts no sense of wrong ;
No longer wilt thou love me, --
Thy lctler, though, is long.
Twelve sides, to tell thy views all!
A manascript, in fact!
In giving a rcefusal
Far otherwise we act.
ARE not, if my love T'm telhng oy
Unto all the world around,
When my mohith, thy beauty praising,
Full of metaphor is found.
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Andorneath a wood of flowers
Lics, in sheltor safo bolow,
All that deop and glowing secret,

All that deep and secrct glow.

If suspicious spa.rks should issue
From the roser,—-fearless bel

This dull world in flames believes not,
But believes them poetry.

~ 6.
DAY and night alike the sprivgtime
Muakes with sounding, life » 1l-teeming j
Like a verdant echo can it
Enter oven in my dreaming.

Tlen the birds sing yet more swoctly
Than before, and softer broczos
Till the air, thr violet’s fragrauee
With still wilder yeamiuq pioases.
E’en the roses blossom redider,
And a chiid-like gold: n glory
Bear they, like the hea.ls of angels
In the pictures of old story.
And mysclf I almost fancy
Some sweet nightingale, when smgmg
Of my love to those fuir roses,
Wondrous songs wmy vision bringing——
Till I'm waken’d by the sunlight,
Or by that dclicions bustle <
Of the nightingales of springtimo
That before my window rustle.

37.

TARS with golden feet arc wand’ring
K2 Yonder, and they gently weep
That they cannot earth awaken,
¢ Who in night's arms is asleep.

Elst’mng stand the sileut forests,
eﬁ: leaf an car duih seem !
How shadowy arm the mpuntain
" Btretcheth oyt, as though in dream
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What call’d yonder? In my bosom
Rings the echo of the tone.
Was it my beloved one speaking,
Or the nightingale alone?
38,
YHE spring is solemnp monrnful only
Are all ite dreams, each flower appears
Weigh'd down by grief, the seng all-loucly
Of Philomel wakes seeret tears.
O smile thou not, my darling beauty,
O smile not, full of charming grace!
But weep, that itemay he my duty
To kiss a tear from off thy face,
3D e+ .
( NCE more from that fgnd heast 'm driven
g Which I so dearly love, so madly ;
Quee moro from that foud beart ’'m drviven- -
Boside it would I linger gladly,
The chariot rolls, the byidge is quaking,
The stream beneath it flows so sadly ;
Once®nore the joys am I forsaking
Of that fond heart 1 love so madly.
Ini T®av'n rush on the starry legions,
Ax though before wy sorrow flying—
Sweet one, fgrewell ! in distaut regions
My heart for thee will »till be sifkhing.
40.
1\, Y cherish’d wishes Llossom,
And wither again at a breath,
And blossom again and wither,
And so on uniil death.
This know T, and it saddens
All Tove and joy, once so blest ;
My heart is so wise and witty,
And bleeds away in my breast.
- 41,
IKE an old man’s face confonnded
Is tho sky so broad and airy,
Red, vne-cyed, 8nd close surrounded
By the groy clouds’ locks®all hairy

193
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When upon the earth it gazcs,
Flower and bud grow pule and sickly 3
Love and song in all their phasoes
Fude away from men's minds quickly.
42.
“ TITII sullen thougkts in chilly bosomn cherish’d,
T travel sullen through the world so cold ;

The autwinn's enddath come, a hunud mist, doth hold
Deep veil’d from sight the country drear and perish'd.

The winds are piping, hithor, thithe, hending
The red-tingc d leaves, that {row the trees fall fast,
Tho bare plain steams, the wootl sigh "ncath the blast,
The worst of all com s neat—ihe e doscending !

T B2
ATE dutuwmd wists all dripping
4 Spread o’cr hill and valley fuirg
Storms the treew of Teaves o - stripping,
And they gliostly look  wid bare.

But one single rad thec only
Silent and unstripy s seen
Moist with tears of woe, and loncly,
Shakett he his head atadl green.

Ah! this waste my heart displayeth,
And the tree, still full of life,

Summer-green, thy form portrayeth,
Mnuch beloved and beauteous wife !

41. .
G REY 'S the sky and every-day like,
And the town still looks aflicted
Ever weak and castaway liko,
In the Elbe its form’s depieted.
Long each nose is. and its blowing
Tedious an affuir a8 « ver;
A1l with pride arc overllowing,
Both at pomp and <inging cleyer,
mBeaujeous South! G, how adgre 1
Alg' thy gods, thy <ky's swget blisses,
Since these human (dregs dnce more I
See, and weath + foul as this is!
: .
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THE RETURN ITOMLE.

. 1823t

1.

N my life, a life of Garkness,
Once a vision gweet shone bright
Now that vision swaeet hath faded,
And I'm veil’d iu nitter night.

When in darkness children wander,
Soon their spirits dic away,

And to overcome their terror,
Some loud song straight carol they.

“. -, & foolish chid, am singing
In the darkuess spread around ;
Though my song may give no pleasure
Yet mine anguish it hath deown’d.

2.

N vain Would I scck to discover
Why sad and mournful am I ;
My thoughts without ccasing brood over
A tale of the times gone by.

The air is cool, and it darkleth,
And cahinly flows the Rhine;

The pecak of the mountain sparkleth,
While evening’s sun doth shine.

Yon sits8 a wondrous maiden
On highy a maiden fair;

Wxth bright ?lden chcls a.ll-la.del.,
She combs her golden hair.
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She combs it with epmb all-golden,
And sings"the while a song ;
How strange is that melody olden,
As loudly it cchoes along !

It fills with wild terrar the sailor
At soa in his ting skiff;

He looks but on high, and grows paler,
Nor sees the rock-girded cliff.

The waves will the bark and its master
* At length swallow up, then ioethought
*Tis Lore-ley who this disaster
With her fulse singing hath wronght.
LB
DIY heart, 1oy heart is mowrnful,
Yet l\rfuy is gleaming like gold

1 stund, ’gainst tho linden reclining,
High over the, Bastion olid.

Beneath, the, moat’s blae water
Flows poacefully alor

A boy his bark 13 steerig,
And fishes, and pipes his song.

Beyond, in pleasing confusion,
In distant and chequer'd array,
Are men, ard villas, and gardens,
And cattle, woods, meadows so gay.
.

The maidens are bleaching the Nnen,
Aud spring on the grass, like (eer ;

The mill-wheel’s powd’ring diamonds,
Its distant murmur I hear.

Beside the old grey tower
A seutry-box is sct
A red-nccoutred fellow
Walks up and down theve yet.

’

He's playing with his roisket.
’\"hilg‘ gleameth the ~un o’erhead ;

He first ‘presents and shouldegs--
I would that he’d «::vot me dead !
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4. - .
‘/‘TTTH tears through the forest I wander,
The throstle’s sitting on agh ;
She, springing, sings softly yonder :
O whercfore dost thou sigh ?
¢« Swecet bird, thy sistes the swallow
¢ Can telk thee the canse of my gloom ;
¢ She dwells in o nest all hollow,
¢ Beside my sweethwart's roon.”
h%
HE night js damp aud stormy,
No star is iu the sky ;
In the wood, 'neath the rustling brauches
In silence wander 1. ° ¢

A distant light is twinkling *
From the hunter’s loncly cot ;

But within, the scene issbut saddening,
And the Lght can allure me not.

The blind old grandmother'sesitting
e It her leather elbow-cluir,
All-gloomily fix'd like o sfatue,

- Not a word cscapeth hLer there.

("
With curses to «1d fro pacos
The forestor’s red-headed son ;
With fury and scorn he's luughing,
As‘hc throws 'gainst the wall his gan.
The fair spinning-maiden’s weeping,
And moistens the flax with her tcars;
The father’s tervier, whining,
Curl’d up at her feot appoars.
6.
WHEN 1, on my travels, by hazard,
My sweetheamrt’s family fouand,
Her mister and father and mother,—-
They gave mo a weleome all round.
When they for my health had inquirgd,
They addgd, all of u breath,
That=they thou8ht me quite unalier’d,
Though my face was pale®as death.
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I ask’d for their nunis and their cousinr
Aud many a tiresome friend ;

I ask'd for the little puppy
‘Whose soft bark knew no end.

And then for my married swectheart
I ask’d, as if justecall’d to mind,
And they answer'd, in friendly fashion,
Thut sho had but just boen confin’d.

I gave thom my very hest wishos,
Aud lovingly begg'd them apurt

That they'd give her a thougand greetings
From the bottom of my htart.

Then cried the litkde sister:
« The small and gentle hound
“ Grow to be big and savage,
“ And in the Rhine was drown’d.”
That little one'’s iilre my swcpheart,
8o like when sho weurs o smile !
Her eyes arve the same a- her sister's
Which caus'd all my 1ais’ry the whils, ¢

7.
“7 E sat by the fisherman’s cottage,
O'er ocgan cast onr oye; ¢

Then camo tho mists of evening,
And slowly rose on high.

The lamps within the light-house
Were kindled, light by light,
And in the farthest distance
A ship was still in sight.

We spoke of storm and shipwreck,
And of the sailor's strange life,
*Twixt sky and water, *twixt terror

And joy in endless strifc.

"WPspoke, of distant regions, .
Of North and South #,:0ke we,
The many strange race:, yondek,
And custows, straug to see.
: *
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The air on the Ganges is balmy,
And giant-troes extend,

And fair and silent mortuls
Before tho lotos bend.

In Lapland, tho people are dirty,
Flat-headed, broad-mouthed, and small;
They squat round the firc, bake fishes,
And squeak, and speak shrul]y, and squall,

The :naidens carnestly listen'd,
At length not a word was said;
The ship fromn sight had vanish’d,
For darkness o'er all things was spread.

HOU pretty fishor maiden,
Quick, push thy Dk to land ;
Come hither, and sit Doside me,
And toy with me, hand in bhand.

Recline thy héad on gy bosom
Nor be so fearful of me;

T®u trustest thyself, void gf terror,
Each day to the raging sea.

-, *

MY heart is like the ocean,
Hath tompest, ¢bb, and flow,

And many pearls full precious
Lie in its depths below,

0.
THE moon hath softly risen,

And o'cr tho wuves doth’ smile ;
Mine arms hold my sweetheart in prison,
Our hearts both swelling the while.

Blost in her sweet embraces
I calmly reposc on the strand =

Hear'st thou aught in the wind as it races ?
Why ghrinks thy suow-white hand ?

“ 0, ’tis not, the tompest’s oommotmn, "
“’Tig ﬂm’ song of the mermaids Kolow ;
“'ig the voice of m y sisters, whom Ocoan
¢ Swullow’d up in its depths long ago.”
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10.

N the clouds doth rest the moon,
Like a giant-orange gleaming ;
Broad her streaks, with golden rays
QO’er the dusky occan beaming.

Lonely roam I by thg strand
While the billows white are breaking ;
Many sweet words hear I there,
From the water’s depths awaking.
Ah ! the night is long, full long.
And my heart mnust break its shinubers;
Beautecous nymphs, come forth to light,
Dance! and sing your magic nrisbers?

To your bosom tuke.ny head,
Soul and body I surrender )
Sing mge dead,’ curess tne dead,
Drain my life with kisses tenler.
.

REN

IN their grey.-hued clowd: envelopd,
Now the mighty god- are slecping ;
And I Iisten to their snorig,
Stormy weather o’er us cyeoping,
Stormy weather! Raging tempests
On the poor ship bring disaster ;
On these winds who'll place a bridlet—
On theso waves that own no master ?

«

I the storm can never hinder, .

Nor the mast and planks from creaking,
8o I wrap me in my mantle,

Liko the gods for slmuber sceking.

12,
FPYHE wind puts on its breeches again,
. Its white-and watery brecches :

It flogs each billow with mighi and main,
Till iv howls and rushes and pitches, |

Ypmaibe durksome hoight, vwith furipus might
Pours the ‘rain in wild conmotiou ;

It seems as though the aniioni N igh% «
‘Wonld drown the sneicat Ocean.
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To the ship’s ’high mast the sca-mew clings,
‘With hoarse and shrill shrieking and yelling ;

In anxious-wise she flutters her wings,
Aypproaching disasters forctelling.

: 13,
rIYHE storm strikes up fot dancing,

It blusters, pipes, roars with delight ;

Hurrah, how the bark is springing !
How merry and wild is the night!

A living watery mountain

The raging sca builds tow’rd the sky ;

A gloomy abyss here is gapiug,

There, mounts a white tower on high.
.

A vomiting, cursing, and praying

. )
From the cabin bursts thrth "mid the roar;

I cling to the must for protection,
And wish I was sufely on khore.
a4, .
’TIS evening, darkoer ‘tis potting,

Mist veils the sca frofu the eye ;

The waves arc mysteriously fretting,
Whito shadows ire rising on high.

From the billows the moermaid arises,
And sits herself near me on store ;

The veil which her fignre disgnises
Her snowz;white bosoin peeps o'er.

She warmly doth caress me,
And takes my breath away :
Too closely dost thou press me,

Thou lovely water-fay !

“ My arms thus closcly earess thee,
*“ I clasp theo with ull my might ;

 In hope of warmth do T press thee,

“ For gold indeced is the night.”

The moon from her dusky cloister
Of cloudsgsheds a paler ray ;

Thine cyc growd sadder and moister,

-

Thou lovely water-fay !

201
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¢ No sadder nor mroister 'tis growfng,
“ Minec eye is moist and wet,

“ For whoen from the wave I was going,
“ A drop remain’d in it yct.”

The sea-mow mourns shrilly, while ocean
Is growling and heaving its spray ;

Thy hkeart throbs with raging emotion,
Thou lovely water-fay !

“ My hcart throbs with raging emotion,
““ Emotion raging and wild

¢ For I love thee with speochleas devotion,
*Thou durling human child !”

.15
WHEN. I before thy dwelling
At moruing happen to b,
I r¢joice, my little sweet one,
When thee ap$hy windew I sce.

With thy dark-browy ey- s 80 picrcing
My figurc thou dost scan :
Who art thou, and what ails thee, «
Thou strange and sickly man ?
L]

“ I am a German j.oct,
« Well known 1 the German land ;

“ When the best names in it are meckon’d,
“ My pame amongst them will stand.

«

“ My little one, thut which ailg e
¢ Ails cxrowds in the German land ;

¢ When the ficreest sorvows are reckou'd,
¢ My sorrows amongst themn will stand.”

16.

Vl‘HE gleam o’er the occan had faded not,
While the eve's last rays were flitting ;
We sat by the lonely fisherman’s cot,
. Alone and in silence sitting.

-
B waters swell’d, whil: the migt rose above,
Theo restless sca-mew was seregming ;
From out thine eyes, ro full of love, «
The tcars were qui: i ly streaming.

'



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 203

I saw them falling on thy fair hand,
And on my knces soon sank 1,

Angd then fromn off thy snow-white hand
The tears with rapture drank I.

Since that hour, my body hath fust decay’d,
My soul is dying withsycarning ;

I was poison’d, alas! by the hapless maid
With her falling tears so barning.

17.

UP high on yonder mountain

Stands a, stately castle alone,

Whore dwell three beautcous maidens,
Wlhose love in turns 1 have known.

On Seturday Harrviet kiss'd me,
While Sunday was Julin's right ;

On Monday Cunigund follow’d,
‘Who well nigh stifled me quite.

To hold aféte in the castle
On Tucsday my maidens n'gmed;
*he neighbouring lords sad Indics
All came with carriage or steed.

But I was never invited,
To your great wonder, no doubt ;
The whispering aunts and congins
Obscrv’d it, and langh’d right out

. 18.
N tho dim and far horizon
Appeareth, misty und pale,
The city, with all its towers,
In evening twilight's veil.

A humid gust is rufiing
The path o’er the waters dark ;
With mournful measure, the sailor
Is rowing my tiny bark.

The sun ence more ariscth, -
And oyer the earth glcams he,

And shows 1he the spot out yondor
Where my loved one was lost to me.
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19.
LL hail to thee, thou stately
Mysterious town, all hail,
Who erst within thy bosom
My loved one’s form didst veil !
O say, ye towers and gofeways,
O where can my loved one be? -
To your keeping of.yore was she trusted,
And ye wmust her bail be fo me.
The towers, in trath, are gniltloss,
From their plwes they could not come down,
‘When she, with her tranks and boxes,
So hastily went from the town.
The gates, however, they suffor’d
My darling to slip through them straight ;
« A gate is ever found wilfing
To let a fool “* gang ler ain gait.

7

520,
ONCE more my steps thfengh the olden path
Aud the well-known wrects are taken,
Until I come to my Toved one's house,
So empty now and forsaken..

" How narrow and close tive strects appoar !
How nauscous the smeli ot the plaster!
The houses secus tumbling down on my head,
So T haste away, fearing disaster.

21.
NCE more through the halls T pass’'d
Where her troth to moe was plighted :
Oz the spot where her tears fell fust
A serpeut’s brood had alighted.

22,
VFHE night is still, and the strects are deserted,
I this house my love had her dwelling of yore;
"Tig long since she from the city departed,
Y& hér housc still stands cu the spot as before.

* I have herc attempted to imlate a ‘wretched pun 1 the
sriginal, | *
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There stands, too, a man, who.stares up at her casement,
And wrings his hands with the weight of his woes;
T look on his face with shudd'ring amazcmoent,—
The moon doth the form of myseclf disclose.

Thou pallid fellow, thou worthless double!
Why dare to mimic my love's hard lot,
Which many a night gave me gricef and trouble
In former days, on this vory spot ?
23.
I_ OW canst thou sleep in quiet,
And know that I'm still alive ?

I burst the yoke*that’'s upon me,
‘When my olden wrath doth revive.

Dost know the ancient ballad :
How of yore a dead swiplingbrave
At midnight cune to his loved one,
And carricd her down te his grave ?

Believe me, thdu WUII(II‘OI[S beauty,
Thou wondrously 1dvely maid,

I'ngalive still, and feel far stron«ru
Than the whole of the dead’s l)ugd,(le!

* 24,
FPYHE maiden’s asleep in her chamber,
“Twwpeeps the quivering moon ;
 Qutside is a singing and jingling,
“ As theugh to a waltz’s tunc.

T needs must Took through my window,
“To see who's digturbing 1ay rest ;

** There stands a skcloton ghastly
“ Whe's fiddling and singing his best :

“ Thy hand for the dance thou didst pledge me,
¢ And then thy promise didst break ;

* T'o-night there’s a ball in the churchyard,
“ Come with me, the dance to partake,

« He forcibly seizos the maiden,

“ And lures her {from out her abode ?
“8he follows tBe gheleton wildly,

“ Who tiddles and sings on the road.
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“Heo hops and he skips and he fiddles,
* His bones they ruttle awany ;

“ With his skull he keeps nidding and nodding,
“ By the moonlight's glimmering ray.”

C 25,

STOOD, whilp sadly mused I,
And her likeness closcly did sean,

* And her belovéd features

' To glow with lifo began,

Around her lips there gather'd
A sweet and wondrous sio,

And as through tears of sorrow
Her clear eyes shone the while,

And then my tears vosponsive
Adown my ¢hecks did pour- -

;. And ah! I scarcescan believe it,

g That I've lost thee everm e,

P to26.

NHAPTPY Atlis that L amh! Thn doom’d

‘0 To benr's, world, % very world of sorrows ;

" Unbearable’s the load 7 bear, aud o'en
The heart within me's breaking.
O thou proud heart! thy doing "twas indeed,
Thou wouldst be happy, utterly be happy,
Or utterly bo wretched, O proud heart,
Aud now in‘truth thou'tt wretehed'!

27. .
HE years are coming and going,
To the grave whole raccs descend,
And yet the love in my bos#m
Shall never wax fainter or end.
O could 1 but once more hohold thee,
Before thee sink down on my kuee,
And die, as these words T utter :
Dear Madam, I love but theo!
2, )
' ]:;ADREAM’I“: the quiveriug moon gleam’d abovo,
' And the'stars cast a mournful ray ;
I wag borne to the town where dwelléth my love,
Many hundred miles avay

‘ K i
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And when I arrived at her dwelling so blewt,
I kiss’d the stones of tho stair,

‘Which her little foot so often Lad press’d,
And the train of her garment fair.

The night was long, the night was ¢hill,
And cold were the stoges that night ;

Hor pallid form from the window-sill
Look’d down in the moonbgam’s light.

20.

7 HAT means this tear all-loncly
That troubles now my gazo ?
Of olden time8 the offkpring
Still in nine cyc it slays.

It had its shining sisters;
‘Who all have fade® from stght,
With all my joys and surrows,
Yea, faded in storm aad night.

Like clouds have algo fleeted
The stars so Llue and mild,

WV hich into my yearning hosom
Those joys and sorrows once smiled.

Ah ! even my love’s devotion
Like idle brawth did deeay

Thou Wd, old tear all-loncly,
Do thou, too, pass away!

. 30.

VI‘HE pallid autumnal half-moon
Looks down from the clouds on high ;
The parsonage, silent and loncly,
By the side of the churchyard doth lic.

The mother is reading her Bible,

The son on the light turns his eyes,
All-slecpy, the elder daughter

Doth streteh, while the younger thus cries:

% Good heavens, how dreadfully tedious . .
« The days arc! I'm quite in despair!

« 'Tig only whan there’s a burial
¢ One sces aught of life, I declare!
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The mother then suys, midst her reading :
© You're mistaken, four only have died ,
“Since the time when they buried your father
“ By the gate of the churchyard outside.”

The elder daughter says gaping:
Tl starve no leager with you ;
“ Tl go to the Conut to-morvew,
“ He's rich and he loves me too.”

The son bursts out into langhter :

“ At the tavern drink huntsvien three;
“ They’re making money, and gladly

“ Would teach the sceret fo n.0.”

The mother then throws her Bible
Full hard in his lanky face :
“ Wouldst thou dare? thou accursed of heaven;
“ As a robber thy fricuds o disgrace ¢
L]

They hear a knock at the window,
And see a beckoning and
And behold, outside th dead father
In his black preaching-garment doth stdud.

31

HE weather is bad and stormy.
With rgin and teinpest and snew ;
I sit at the window, gazing
Ou the gloomy darkness helow.

N 1
One single light I cce glimn’ving
That slowly moves in the strect ;
"Tis a woman holding a lanten,
And walkivyg with tottering feet.

I expect that she’s making a purchase
Of meal and butter and eggs ;

"Tis to bake a cake for v r daughter
‘I'hat she is out now on her logs.

« Tho daungbter’s ab hone in the arm-chair,
" And slocpily looks wb tho light,
Her golden locks strny over *
. Her face so lovely and bright.

¥
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32. .
'TIS thought that T am tormented,
By love’s bitter sorrow distress’d,
And at length I mysclf believe it
As well as all the rest.

Thou great-cycd little mnaiden,
I ever have whisper’ a5 a.pfu't
I love thee beyond expressioy,
While love is gnawing my heart.
"T'was but in my lonely chamber
That T dared my love to proclaim,
And, ah! I have ever been silent,
When into thy presence 1 cane.

‘When there, the evil angels

Appea.r’d, and my lips {licy held ;
. And, ah! ’tis by cvil angels °
That my joy hath now boen dispell’d.

g3
THY tender ily-fingors,
Could I once again but *%kiss thom,

*Press them softly to 1y Reart,
And then die in silent weeping !
O thy violet oyes so radiant
Hover near me. day and night,
And I'pn troubled : what forebodeth
All this swect, this blue enigfna?

St
IIATH' she then no word é’er spokew
“ Of thy passion, hapless lover ©
¢ In her sweet cycs couldst thou nover
« Signs of answering love discover ?
“ Through her swect cyes couldst thou never
“ Reach her soul, and so get at her?
“ Yet thou art not thought a blockhead,
¢ Worthy friend, in such a matter.”
- - 35-
HEY laved each other, but neigheor
Would be the first to confess ;
Like foes, they®gaz’d at each other,
And would die of their love's distress.

09
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They parted at length, and thereafter,
Except in vision, ne’er met ;
From lifo they long have departed,
And scarcely know of it yet.
36.
ND when 1 to you my grict did confide,
You only yawu'd, and nothing replied
Bnt when T redured my sorrow to rhyme,
You praised me greatly, and ¢all’d it sublimwe.
37.
CATLTL'D the devil, and he cann,
And with wonder his form &id T ¢loscly sean
He is not ugly, and is not lane,
But really a haudsome and charming tuun.
A man in the prime of life is the devil,
Obliging, a man of the'world, and civil: .
A diplomatist too, well skill’d i dobate,
He talks right gliBly of chureh and state.
He¢’s rathor pale, bat it's really not strange,
For his studies ¢hrongh 8¢ i<krit and Hegel rungec.
Fouqué is still bis fuvour..e poet; .
But criticism hell touch no more,
But has handed that subjeet entirely o’cr
To his grandmother MTecate, that sho may know it.
My juridieal works did he kindly praisc,
His favourite hobby in former days, o
He said that wy friendship was not too dear,
Aud then he nodded, and look’d severc,.
And afterwards asked if it wasn’t tho case
We had mct at the Spanish ambassador’s rout 2
And when T look’d him full in the face
I saw Lim to be an old friend without doubt,
88.
"\/ AN, revile not thou the devil,
.L For the path of Life is short,
And damnation cverlasting
Is too truc, vot merce report.
Man, pay all the dclt+ thou owest,
For tho path of 1i1v is long,
And thou’lt often luve toborrow
Just as ususl, r ;,bf or wrong,.

?
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39,

THE three holy kings from the Eastern land
Inquired in overy city :
Where goeth the road to Bethlehem.

Yo boys and maidens pretty ?

The young and the old, they could not tell,
The kings.went onward discrectly ;

They follow'd the track of a golden star,
That sparkled brightly and sweetly.

The star stood still over Joseph’s house,
And they enter’d the dwelling lowly;
The oxen bellew’d, the infant cried,
While sang the three kings holy.
10, *
D Y child, we once Wero cliildren,
Two children, little and gay ;

Wo erawl’d inkide the hédhhouse,
And hid in the straw in play.

[ ]
We erow'd as the cocks are abeustom’d,
* And when the people eane by,
“ Cock-a~-doodle-doo ! "—and they fancied
"T'was really the cock’s shrill ery.

The chests within our courtyard
Withepaper we nicely lined,,
And in them lived togcther,
Ina dwelling quite to our mind.

The agedcat of our neighbour
Came oft to visit us there ;

‘We made her our bows and onr curtsies,
And plenty of compliments fair.

For her health we used to inquire
In languago friendly and soft;

Since then wo have ask’d the same juestion
Of many old cats full oft.

Wo uséd fo sit, while wo wisely
Discourked, in the way of old men,
And lamented that all was better
n the olden days than then;
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How love and truth and religion
From out of the world had fled,
How very dear was the coffee,
How scarce was the gold, we said.

Those childish sports have vanish’'d,
And all is fast rolling away ;

The world, aud the times, and religion,
And gold, love, and truth all decay.

41.
:D’./[Y heart is sore oppress'd, with sighing
I think upon the days of vore;
The world was then in calmmess lying,
And men were peaceful everuiore.

All now is changed, in mournful choras
‘Want and confusion round us spread ;
The Lord seems dead that erst rul’d o’cer us

Bencath us, is the Devil drad.

All now appears so trear nud sadden’d,
Decay’d and cold, of'juy bereft,

That, were we not by love still gladden’d,,
No single resting-place were left.

42,
/XS the gleaming moon is picrcing
4% Through the darksome cloudeabove,

So from out time’s darksome mirror
Peeps a vision full of love.

All upon the deck were sitting,
Proudly sailing down the Rhine,
And the shores, in summer verdure,

In the setting sun did shiue.

Thoughtfully wus T reclining,
Bent before a lovely maid ;

In her beauteous, pallid featurcs

+ 1.0y the golden sunlight play’d.

Lutes were sounding, youths were sﬁlging,
. Wondfous was our joy that day ;

And the heavons becuie still, blder,

, And our souls son." high away.

v
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Hills and castles, woods and meadows,
Like a vision flcctod by,

And I saw them all reflected
Iu the lovely maiden’s eye.

43.
IN vision saw I my lowcd one
A worn, sad woman one day ;
Her once so-blooming figure
Had wither’d and fallen away.

A child in her arms she carried,
By the hand another she led,
And grief and poverty plainly
In her walk, louks, and garments T read.

Across the market she t,u‘ttcr’d,
And then did 1 meetdicr cye;
She looked npon me, and gently
I spuke to her thus, with a sigh:

“ Come with the to my divelling,
“ For thou art pale and ill, «
“eaAnd food and drink 1’11
¢ By industry and skill.

« T'I1 also nourish and cherish
* The children that with thee T sec
“ But, my child so poor und unljappy,
“ T'll eare the most for thee.

“ I never will remind thee

¢« That T*loved thee so dearly of yore,
¢ And when at Iength thou diest,

« I'll weep at thy grave full sore.”

44.
“ JPRIEND ! why always thus cndeavour
- % To repeat the sume old story ?
“ Wilt thou brooding sit for cver
“ On lovc s eggs grown old and hoary ?

“ Ah! ’tm but the usual custom, .
 Chickens from the shells are crawlmg,
“ In.a book'thqu seck'st to thrust ‘em,
# While they're fluttoring and calling !”
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45.
I)RYTHEE, be not thou impatient
1f there still are Joudly ringing
Many of my old sad numbers
In the ngwest songs 1'm singing.
Wait awhile, and soony the echo
Will have died away of sorrow,
And a new-born song-spring softiy
From the heal'd heart shoot to-morrow,
16,
’TIS now full time that my folly Tdrop,
And return to sober reason;
This comedy now "fvere hettor to sep
That we've playud for so long a scason.
In a gay and highly romantic stylo
The gorgeous coulisses were painted ; .
My knight's cloak glittor’d, while T wus the while
With the finost sc uqn.twnﬁ mquumt(,d

And now that 1, while moxe sober T grow,
Am against this toying wnm;,lung
1 feol that Tm still as wrrdchod as though
« A comedy still T were l»luyi}xg.
Alas ! unconsciously and in just
Of wmy foclings wag 1 1he narrator ;
And I've play’q with iy own death in my breast,
The dying gladiator.
47.
FPVIIE mounarch Wiswamitra
Is restlessly striving now ;
He must needs, by fighting aud penance,
Obtain Wasischtw's cow,

0O monarch Wiswamitra,
O what an ox art thou,

To have all this fighting and penance,
,And all for nought but a cow !

48. i

- ET net grief, my heart, come o'er thee
Buar thy lot with faith unsheken,
- For what winter nuy have fiken )
Wlll rotummf Sprin;: rastom thee
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And how much remaineth over !
And how fair the world is still !
And, my heart. if "tis thy will,

Thou of All mayst be the lover!

49.
FLOWRET thou rescmDBlest,
So_ pure and fair and blest;
But when I view thee, sorrow
Straight erecpeth to my breast
T fecl as though inspired
My hands on thy head to lay,
And pray that God may kecp thee
So blest, fair, pure, for aye.
50.,
HILD! it would b¢ thy perdition,
And the greatest paind I've tuken
Ne'er within thy fond heart tow’rd me
Loving feelings to awhken.
Now that Fve so soon’ suceeeded,
To my vow I'n*wellnigh. faithless,
» And this thought steals v'er nie ofien :
Would that thou could’st love me nathless

.
% 5l

7 1HEN on my couch T'm lying
In night and pillowy conccal’d,
A sweet and churming image
, Before me stands reveal'd.
As saon as silent slumber
Hath closed mine eyes in sleop,
Into my dream this image
Doth softly, gently creep.
Yet with the dream of morning
1t ne’er doth melt away,
For in mine inmost bosom
I bear it all the day.
. mon 52,
B/’ AIDEN with the mouth so rosy, |
With the eyes so swoet d#nd bright,

Q my darlipg little maiden,
I of thee think day and night.
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Long is now the winter evening,
Fain would 1 disperse its gloom,

Sittiug by thee, talking with thee
In thy trusty little room.

To my lips Id fain be pressing
Thy dear little snowy hand,
With my falling téars carcssing

Thy dear little snowy hand.

53.
IMHOUGH outside snow-pile + are forming,
Though 'tis hailing, though ’tis storming,
Rattling gainst the window-pane,
Nevermore will 1 complain,
For within my bregst T bear
Spring-joys and love’s imago fair.
23
OME make prayers to thv Madonna,
L) Others noto Paul and Peter ;

Thee alone, pf suns th: fairest,
Thee alone will T ¢’er Eonour, '

Lot me be with kisses laden,
Bo thou kindly, be thou dracious, |
"Moungst all maidens sun the fairest,

"Neath the s\l\u the fairest maiden!
¢

5.
I 1D not my pallid face betray .
. My loving woe unto thee? °*
And wilt thou that my haughity mouth
With begging words shall woo thee ?
Alas! this mouth is far too proud,
"T'was madc but for kissing and sighing ;
Perchanee it may speak a scomful word,
While I with sorrow am dying.

56. -~
WORTHY friond, thow'rt deep in love,
And Beneath new pangs thou'rt fretting ;
Darker grows it in thy head, ¢ ° .
In thy heart ’tis light: » getting
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Worthy friend, thou’rt deep in love,

And thou fain would’st hide thy yearning ;
Yet I see thy heart’s fierce glow

Through thy waistcoat hotly burning.

57.
I FAIN would linger 1Y thee,
And rest beside thee too ;

Away thou needs must hio thee,
Thou hast so much to do.

1 said that I surrender’d
My very soul to thee;

Au answering bow was tendor'd,
Thou laughedst full of glee.

Thou cruclly didst use me,

« And treat my love amiss ;

At last thou didst rofuse me
The usual purting kiss. *

Don't think that T degm it my duty
To shoot myself any the morb ;
T all of this, my heauty, e
Has happen’d to me before
¥
58.
g PAIR qf sapphires are thine cgés,
So clear, so swectly roving ;
O three times happy is the man
Whom thosg fair oyes are loving,

Thy heart, it is a diaraond,
A sparkling radiance throwing ;
O three times happy is the man
For whom with love 'tis glowing.

Thy lips are very rubics bright,
One never can sce fairer ;

O three times happy is the man
Who of thejr, love is sharer.

O did I know the happy man ! . L
O could I unattended

Within the green wood meet with him,—
His lusk would soon be endeéd !
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59,
"‘, HILE with loving words, but lying,
I have bound mo to thy breast,
Now in my own fetters dying,
1uto earnest turns my jost.
‘When thou jostingly dust fly me,
By a rightful impulsc led, .
Then the powers of hell draw nigh me,
And I really shoot me dead.

60.
oo fragnientary is World and Lifo :
I'll go to the German professs, who's rife
With schemes for putting Life's pic s togethor,
Whereby a passubla Systen’s unfurl'd;
Ragged mnightcaps and dressing-gowns keep out the
weather, .
Stop the gaps in thg edifice crach’d of the world.
« 6L .
FEYHIS excuing the yv've a party,
The house is 3ill'd with light ;
Jy yonder shining window
A shadowy form’s inesight.

Thou see’st me not, in darkness
1 stm\d below wnd apart ;
Still less' canst thou see ever

Tuside my darksomne heart.
My darksome heart doth love, thed,
It loves theo and it breaks,
And breaks, and bleeds, and quivers,
But thou see’st not how it aches.

62,
I WOULD that my woos all their fulness
In one single word could couvey ;
T the merry winds straight would 1 give it,
Who would merrily bear it gyay.
* That wprd go teceming with sadposs
They would carry, my loved one, to thee
Thou wouldst hear it at every moment,
Wouldst hear it where’er thou mightst ba.

L4
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As soon as thine cyelids at nighttime
Arxe peacefully closeéd in sleep,
My word would straightway pursne thoe
Far mto thy visions most deep.
63.
VFHOU hast pearls, thou hyst diamonds also,
Hast all that mortals adore;
Thine cyes are among the fairest,—
My loved one, what wouldst thou have more?
Upon thine eyes so beanteous
Dve written many a score
Of sweet immortal ballads,—
My loved vno, what wouldst thou have more ?
And with thine cyes so beautcons
Hast thou tormented e sore,
Apd brought me to utter peldition,—
My loved onc, what wouldst; thou have more ?
. 6t
I E who for the firs§ time loveth,
Though ’tis hopeless, is o 'God ;
Buf the man who hopeless loveth
For the second timge’s—a fool.
1, a fool like thir, am loving
Onece more, with no love responsivef;
Sun and mwon and stars arc laugldng,
1, too, join the laugh and —die.
- 65,
NEVER thatch’d the timid coldnoess
Of thy spirit, from the first,
‘With my love’s untutor’d holdness,
Which through rucks delights to burst.
Thou in love dost love the highway,
And T seo thee walk through life
With thy husband taking thy way,
As an honest tecring wife!

» — 66,
OUNSEL thoy gave me, and good instructions
Pour’d on me honours, by way of seduction
Said I Bad only to®wait for a while,
And their protoction upon me should smile.
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Spite tho protection they bid mo hold cherisl’d,
I before long should of hunger have perish’d,
Had T not happen’d a good man to sec,

Who took an interest kindly in meo.

Good man indeed ! for he gives mo my food ;
Never can T forget conduct so good.

Pity I cannot with kisses reply, .

For the good man is no other than—T ¢

67.
FIYHIS young man, so good an worthy,
Cannot be too much respected ;
Oft he gives me wine and nys-:%f-w .
Gives me liguors ‘Well sclocred.,

Coat and trousers fit him neatly,

- His eravat s still tore sightly §
And go comes he cvery morning
For my health 18 ask polit ;ly.

Of my wide-spread g‘lmy :poaks he,
Of my talcuts and my graces;
Eagerly at my digposa!
All his rervices he places.
L]

And in company at cvening,
With a fice as if inspired

Hc declaimsNbefore the Iadies -
All my poems so admired.

O it is indeed most pleasant
Such & young man to discover
In the present day, when surcly
All things good will soon be over.

G8.
I DREAMT that T was Lord of all,
And sat in heaven proudly ;
The angels, ranged around my throne,
Al praised my verses loudly. |

e And cakes I ate, and comtits too,
In value mauy a florin;
And Cardinal I drank the whike,
And had no nced of -corin’.

%
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Plagued by ennui, I long'd to be
On earth, with all its evil ;

And were 1 not the Lord of a.]l
I'd fain have been the devil,

Thou long-legg'd Angel, Gabricl, go,
And hasten downward thither,

And find my worthy fri¢nd Eugene,
And bring him to me hither.

Within the College seek him not,
But o’er a glass of braudy ;

Seek for him not in Hedwig's Church,
But at Miss Mceyer’s so handy.

The Angel then spread ont his wings,
And with his whole seul in it

Flew down, and scized my worthy friend,
And brought him in % minute.

Ay, youth, I am the Lord, of all,
And rule o’er every nation ; H

I always told thee I should come
To power and reputation.

Fch day I work such miraeles
As greatly would dclight thee;
The town of A—"— Tl happy mal
To-day, and so excite thee. f
The paving stones upon the roud
Shall all be now converted,
And, 1y, an oyster, fresh and clear,
In each shall be inscrted.

A constant shower of lemon-juice
Like dew, shall serve as pickle,

And in the gutters of the streets
The finest wine shall trickle.

How all the A—er's straight rejoice,
And to the banquet hasten !

The judges from the gutter drink
As if it were a basin.

And how af, this divine repast
Rojoice the poets needy !

Lieutenants lick the stree®s quite dry,
And ensigns poor and greedy.
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The cnsigns and lieutenants are
‘Wise in their gonceration ;

They always think the present time
The weighticst in creation.

69,
ROM boautcous lips compell’d to part, and carried
Away from beauteous arms fuxt clasp’d around me,
Yot one more day I gladly would have tarried,
When came thice post-boy with his stewds, and found me,

Child, this is very life, an endless wailing,
An endless farewell-taking, endless parting;
Is then thy heart to clasp mine tuavailing ?
Could not thine « 'ye yetain e, ¢ cu at starting ¥

. 70
'\ E travelled alove in the loomy
Post-chaise she whole of the night;
Each lean'd on the other's bosow,
And jested with heartes o light.

‘When morning dgwn’d apon us, .
My child, Low we did stare,

For the blmd passenger,* Asnor,
Was s1£...\:r betwesn us there!

7l.

]:_ "EAVEN knows where the haughty hussy
May have will'd to pitch her tent,
Swearing, with the rain fust fallings,
All the city through 1 went.

From onc tavern to another
Ran I swiftly in the rain,

And to every surly waiter
Did I turn myseclf in vain.

Then I saw her at o window,
Nodding, tittering as well :
o Could T tell that thou wouldst 1veh,
Mmden‘ such a grand hotcl? °

b .A “blind pnwngor 1.+ ug in G¥rmau a person who travels
withaut peying his fare!

1
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i, 72.
Ll}ilfe ot ing visions the Louses
: g all in a row; .

Deep hidden 1
In silence T &Y mantle,
. ard go.
The high cathedray
The hour of {welveyor 4 .
My love, with her chafth paoc_lf“m :
Awgits me with raptur®? kisses,

The moon is my attendant,

And kindly gleams in the »
And when I arriye at her dweld

I joyfully call up on high: ™

I thank thee, my olden companic
That thou hast thus lightcd nth

I now at Iength can release thee, W& 5
Light the rest of the world now, .

And find’st thou some moxtal enamour Y
In solitude mournin y his fate.

As me thou of old time didst coinfort,
Mim also O comfort thon straight!

y 73,
WHAT fulschiood lics in kisseg?
ry'dl

In mere show what joy’s con,
In betrayal, O what bliss is !

Swecter still to be betray’d!
Though 'thou mayst resist me, fairest,
Yt I know what thou allowest ;

Il avow whato'er thou swearest,
I will swear what thou avowest.

7t

PON thy snowy bosom
My head all-softly I lay,
And sceretly can listen
To what thy heart doth say.

The blue hussars are blowing,
And riding in at the gate ;

To-morrow mg heart-beloved one
Will surely desert me atraight.
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If thou wilt descrt me to-morro
At least to-day thou art mi
And i thine arms so besut:
With twofold bliss T

5.

TIIE blue hussars “}4 - blowing.

And riding "“jm ut the g 541!0 :

1 come then, my 1670 4 one, and bring thee
A noscgay of Toses straight.

Thosoe were in¢ ced wild doings.
Much folk and warlike dlhplil\ !

By far 00 “any were quartey'd
Within -fhy bmom that day.

fler'd many a bitter auguish
love's fiery glow.
“Wood is now s dear. the fire
Will forack of fhiel expirve —

Mo foi ! :tis Lettor so. .
Think of this, O youthful fair one!
Chasc awny the tears thit wear one,

And i foolish love's alarms ;
If thy IXe may not have perish’ d.
O forget thy love once cherisl’d’—
Mu foi ! within my arms.

. .
FIVHE cunuchs controverted,
When 1 raiscd up my voice ;
They grumbled und asserted
My singing was not choice.
Aud then they all raised sweetly
Their voicelets petty and shrill ;
They sang so finely and neatly,
Like crystal sounded theip tgill.
.They gang of love's fivrce yearning,
Of loving effusions and love,
To tears the ladies wil turning, .
With tuncs 80 ad.pted to move.

‘ L4

:}F/youthful years dl(l lauguish,

4
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] 8.
I LEFT you at first in July at the warmest,
In January now 1 find you once more ;
In the midst of the heat you then were complaining,
And now you are cool’d, and cold to the core.
1 shall soon leave again, and when next I'm returning
Neither warm shall I find you, nor yet quite cold;
T ghall walk o’er your grave with silent composure,
While my own heart within mo is wretched and old.
79.
RT thou then indeed so hostile,
Art thou tpw’rds me changed so sadly ¥
I by all moans shall lament i,
Thou hast treated me sp badly.
O ungrateful lips, how could ye
Speak with malice crutl-hearved
Of the man who ofttimes Liss’d you
Lovingly, in days dopartéd ?

¥ AH! once more the eyes are’on me,
Which did greet me once with gladness,
And the lips once more address me,
Which once sweeton’d life’s long sgduoss.
E'en the voice I hear, whose accorts
Charm'd me, as they sweetly fiater'd ;
I alono am not the saine one,
Havipg home return’d, all-alter’d.
By those anms so white and beauteous
Lovingly embraced and closely,
To her heart I now am clinging,
Dull of feeling and morosely.

81.
N the walls of Salamanca~
Boft refreshing winds are playing;

There, with my bclovéd Donna,

On a siyngr’s eve I'm straying.
Round the fair one’s slender body ,

Doth my arm with rapture linger,
And her bosom’s hanghty motion

Feel 1 with e .oving finger.
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Yet a whisper fraught with sorrow
Through the linden trees is moving,
And, beneath, the dusky millstream
Murmurs sad dreams, disupproving,
“ Ah, Scfiora! a foreboding
¢ Tells mo, 1 shall henee bo driven
« On tho walls of Salamanca
« Ne'er again to walk "tis given.”
62
HY voice and thine ey, when w. first saw each other,
Couvinced me thou saw’st e with heart not
ostrangoed ;
And had it not been for thy tyrait v other,
I think that we kieses should straigtt have oxchungod.
To-morrow again T depart from the eity,
Aud on, in myeolden eourse, wander 15
At the winde= muy fair one is lurlug in pity,
And frienady greotiygs 1 throv up on high.
* 83
( VER the mounitains th -un mounts in splendour,
Afar sound thebells of the Iambs as theys stray ;
My loved one, my lamb, iny snn bright and tender,
How gladly once more woulll Isce thee to-day!
1 gazo up on Figh, with Jooks fond and loving—
My child, fake thee well, T wust wanger from theo ;
In vain! for her curtain is siill and unmoving—
8he slumbering lieth and dreameth of me.

81, .
T Halle, in the market
Two mighty lions are standing.

Thou lion-scorn of Halle,
Mecthinks they've tamed thee finely!
At Halle, ie tho market,
A mighty giant’s standing,
e hath a sword, and moves not,
He's turn’d to stone by terror,
At Halle, in the macket,
A mighty church is standing.’
The students of esch fiuctipn
Have there a plac« for praying.
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85.
LIMM'RING lies the summer even
Over wood and verdant meadows,
And the gold moon, fragrance shedding,
Gleameth from the azure heaven.

Criekets at the brook with shrillness
Chirp ; thore’s motion,in the water,
And the wand’rer hears a splashing,

And a breathing in the stillness.

Yonder at the lone stream sparkling,
See, the beauteous elf is bathing ;
Arm and neck, so whitc and lovely,

Glisten in the moonbeams darkling.

86.
N the strange roads night is lying,
Heart is sick and dimbs arc weary ;

But the moonbeams, softly vying,
8hed their light like blessings cheery.

Ah, sweet moon ! thy rudiant splendour
Scarcs away cach frror nightly ;

All my woes dissolve, and tender
Dew o’erflows my oyclid$ lightly.

‘ 87.
DEATH uothing is but cooling’ night,
d life is nought but sultry day ;
Dn.rkness draws nigh, I slumber
Wearied by day’s bright light.

Over my hed ariseth a tree,
There sings the youthful nightingale ;
She sings of love cxulting,

In drecams ’tis heard by me.

88.
AY, whore is thy beauteous mistress,
“ Whom thou sangest in the hour
“ When thy heart was pierced so strangely
“ By the ﬂa,mes of magic power ?”
All those ﬂames are now exiinguish’d,
And my heart is cold and weary,
And this book}s the urn that holdeth
My love’s ashes sad angd dreary.
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89,
I‘ULL long have I my head tormented
With ceaseless thinking, day and night ;
And yet thy darling eyes compel me
To love thee, in my own despite.

Now stand I, where thine eyes are gleaming,

Charm’d by theiressweet expressive light ;
That I should love again thus deeply

I scarcely can believe aright.

90.
"‘TH EN thou hast become y wedded wife
Thy joy shall know no n:casure;

Thou'lt hve in happiness all thy life,

In uninterrupted pleasure.

And T will very patient be

E'en 'neath thy reviling and curses;
But we must part most certainly

1f thou abusest*my verscs

TO9L
ITTLE by thee coviprehended,
Little knew T thee, good brother

When we in the mud descended

Soon we understood each other.

92.
NEA R me dwelleth Don Henrigpes,
As the “ handsome ” known and féted ;
QOur apartinents are adjoining,
By a thin wall separated.

Salamauca’s demes arc blushing
As he in the streets is walking
Rattling spurs, mustachios twirling,
With his dogs behind him stalking.

But at evening’s silent hour he
All alone at howme is sxttmg,
His guitar his fingers twanging,
tsweet dreams through his famy flitting,

e

On the chords with vigour plays he,
His wild phantasics beginning—

(D it drives me mad 1. hear Rim

. Keeping up his w:utched dinning
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THE HARTZ-JOURNEY.
1824,

PREFACE.

IN black coats and silken stockings,
White and courtly frills they hide them,
Gentle speeches and embraces—

Had they only hearts inside them !

Hearts within the breast, and love, too,
Tu the heart, yca, love all-burning ;
Ah! I'm sick of.their false prating
Of love’s sorrows aud love’s yearning.

Tl ascend the distunt mowtutaing
Where the peaccful huds are gfanding,
Where the broezes free are blowing,
And tho busem free's expanding.

I'll ascend the distant moantuins
Where the dusky fire are springing,

Angl the haughty clouds are roaming,
Brooks are murmuring, bifds are singing.

Fare ye well, ye pblish’d chambers,
Polish’d lords and dames beguiling §
To the mountains now ascending
Tl look down upon you, smiling.

1.

ON the mounta.m stands the cottage
Of the aged mountaineer ;
There the dark-green fir is rubtlmg,
And the golden moon shines clear.

In the cottage stands an arm-chair,
Richly carved and wondrously ;
He that on it sits is happy,
And thg bappy one am 1!

On the footstool sits the maiden,
On my knee her arms repose ;

Eyes are like twe stars all azure,
Mouth is like the purple rose.

229
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And the stars so sweet and azure,
Largo as heaven, sho on me throws,
And she puts her lily-finger
Mocking on the purple rose.
No. we're seen not by the mother,
For with industry she spins;
The guitar the fathe® playing,
Some o0ld melody begins.
Aud the maiden whispers softly,
Softly, in a tone suppress’d :
Many & most important sceret
She to me hath soon confess'd :
« Since the death of aunt, howev.r,
“ We can't go to see the sight
« Of the shooting-match at Goslai,
* Which wes suchea great delight.
“ Whereas here 'tis very lonely
* On the mount’aiu-top, viu know;
‘< All the winter we've entively
¢ Ag thougly buried & the snow.
“ And T am a 1imid m.aiden,
 And as fearful as a child
« Of the wicked mountain spirits,
“ Whd-at night 10am fierce and wild ”—
Sudden is the sweet ove silent,
Terrified by what she said,
And her little eyes she covers
With her little hands in dread.
Louder roars outside the fir-trec, '
And the spinning-whecl loud hums;
Meanwhile the gnitar is tinkling,
And the olden tune it strums:
¢ Fear thee not, my little darling,
“ At the wicked spirits’ might;
“ Angels keep, my little durling,
*¢ Safe watch o'er thee ilay and night.”
2. s o w
FIR—TREE with grocn finger’s knocking
At the window rusall and low,
And the moon, the y. llow list'ner,
~ Through it her'sw - et light doth throw.
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Father, mother, gently snoring,

1n the neighbouring chamber sleep,
Yet we two are gaily talking,

So that wide awake we keep.

“That thou’rt wont to pray too often,
“ Is a thing I'll eredit ne'cr,
“ For thy lips’ convulsive quivring
“ I1I accords with thoughts of prayer.
“ Ay, that quivring, cold and evil,
* Every time affrights me sore,
*Yet thine cyes’ mild lustre husheth
“ Thy sad anguish evermore.
« I, too, doubt if thou believest
¢ All that is the Chyistian's boast ;
“ Dost belicve in God the Fathar,
“ In the Son and Htly Ghest? "—
Ah, my child! when yet gu infant
' Sitting on my mothcr’s knee,
1 believed in God the Father,
Ruling all thingd wondrously ;

®Who tho beautcous carth ereated,
And the men that on it move ;

Who to suns, nfoons, stars predestined
All their tracks wherein to rove.

When,emy child, T grew still bigger
Many more things T conceived,

And my reason wax’d yet stronger,
And Lin the Son believed.

In the Son beloved, who, loving,
Open’d to us love’s door wide,

And who in reward, as usual,
By tho mob was crucified.

Now that I amn grown, have read much,
Wander'd over many a coast,

Doth my heart swell, and in earnest
I bolieve the Holy Ghost.

He hath done the greatest marvels,
And still greater doeth he;

I1e hath bursf the tyrants’ strongholds,
Scrvants from their yeko set froe.
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Olden deadly wounds he healeth,
And renews the olden law :
All men equal are, aud noble
From the earliest breath they draw.

Every evil cloud he chaseth,
Drives the brain’s dark weft away,
That corrupteth love and plessure,
Grinuing at us night and day.

Thousand knights well arm’d for battle
Hath the Holy Ghost orduirn’d,

All his pleasure to accomplish,
All by mighty zeal sustatn’d.

Sce, their trusty gwords are gleaming !
See, thicir noble banners wave ®

Ah. my child! hast thou seen vver
Knights like &his, go proud uud brave ?

Now, my child, lopk on me¢ boldly,
Kiss me, look uporp me nigh !
Such a daring knight. n.y fair one,

Of the Holy,Ghost am 1!

o 3
o

SILEN TLY the 1aoon is hiding
. In the dark green fir-tree’s renr
And our lamp within the chamber
Flickers faint, with glimmer dregr.

But my azure eyes arc beaming”
With a light that brighter plays,

And the purple rose is glowing,
And the darling maiden says:

“ Little elves and little people
¢« Pilfer all our bread and bacon ;
“ In tho drawor at night they’re lying,
** But by morning al) is taken.

.“ Next our cream the little people

“ From the milk ur wont to sup,
# Leaving, too, the buowl ungover’d,
. And the cat $he rest drinks up.
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¢ And the cat & witch indeed is,

« For she crawls, while night-storms lower,
«Up the spirit-mountain yonder

% To the ancient ruin’d tower.

¢ There a castle erst was standing,
“Full of joy and glittcring arms;

4 Knights and squires,’in merry torch-danece,
« Mingled with the ladies’ charms,

“Then a wicked old cnchantress
¢ Men and castle too bewiteh'd ;
“ Nought remaincth but the ruins,
“Where the owls their nest have pitch'd.

“ Yet my late aunt used to tell us:
“ If the proper word.ds said

“ At the proper hour at mghttuno
“ At the proper placo o’erhtad,

“ Then the ruins will be ehanged
* To a castle fair onge more,

* Knights and squires “nd ladies gaily
* Will be dancing as of yore.

% Him by whom that word is spoken
¢ Mon and cartle will obey ;
* Drums and trumpets will proclaim him,
* Heralding his sev’reign sway,”
Thus the charming legends issuo
From the mouth so like a rose,
Whilg an azuro starry radiance
From ker sweet eyes overflows,

Round my hand the littlo maiden
Twines her golden hair with gleo,
Calls by pretty names my fingors,
Kisses, laughs, then mute is she,
All within that silont chamber
On me looks with trusting oye;
Table, cupboard,—I could fancy
I had seen them formerly.
Like & friend the house-clock prajtles,
The guitar scarce audibly
Of itself begins to tinkle,
And as in a dresm sit {.
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Now's the proper place discover'd,
Now the proper hour hath sounded ;
If the proper word I utter’d,
Maidon, thon wouldst be astounded.

If that word I straightway utter'd,
Midnight would grow dim and guake,
Fir and streamlet roar more loudly,
And the aged mountain wuke.
Lute’s soft strains and pigmy music
From the mountain’s clefts would burst,
And a flowering wood shont from them
Ag in joyous spring-time orsi.
Flowers, all-hardy magic fowers.
Lecaves of size so fabulous,
Fragrant, variod, hasty-quiv'rin s,
As though passkon stirr’d them thus.
Roses, wild as flames all-glowing,
Dart from ot the mass ko goms ;
Lilies, like 1o crystal arvows,
Upward ghoot tow'rd hicaven their stoms.
And the sturs, like suis in greatness
Downward gnze with yearning glow ;
In the lily's giant-calix «
They their gurhing radiance throw.
Yet ourselves, my Jarling maiden,
Alter’d more than all we scent;
Giold and silk and torches’ lustre
Joyously around us gleam. .
Thou, yea thou, becom’st a princess,
To a castlo turns this cot;
Knights and squires and ladies gaily
Dauce with rapture, tiring not.
Thee and all, both men and castle,
I, yea I, huve gaiv’d to-day ;
Drums and trompets lowl proclaim me,
Heralding my sovreign sway !
4. . =
JHEPHERD boy's u king,—on greeu hills
As a throne he =itteth down
. O’er his head the s all-sadiant *
Ir his cvor golds. erown.
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At his feet the shoep are lying,
Gentle fawners, streak’d with red ;

Calves as cavalicrs attend him,
Proudly o’er the pastures spread.

Kids are all his court-performers,
With the birds and cows as well,
And hoe has kis chambdr-music
To the sound of flute and bell.

And it sounds and sings so sweetly,
And the time so sweetly keep

Waterfall and nodding fir-trees,
And the king then goes to sleep.

In the meantime acts ag ruler
His prime minister, ilie hound,

While his loud and sutly barhing
Echoes all the country round.

Sleepily the young king murmurs :
¢°Tig a heavy task to reign;

“ Ah! right gladly would 1 find me

® «With my queen at home again !

“¢ In my queen’s arms soft and tender
* Calmly rests my kingly head,

“ And my vast and bonndless kingdom
“ 1n her dear cyes lics outspread.”

RIGHTER in the East ’tis growing
Through the sun’s soft glimm’ring motion;
Far and wido the mountain-summits
Float within the misty occan.

Wiih the speed of wind I'd hasten,
If I seven-league boots had only,
Ovcer yonder mountain-summits
To my darling’s dwelling lonely.

Gontly would I draw the curtain s
From the bed wherein she’s lying,

Gently would Lykiss her forehead,
And her mouth, with rulies vying,
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Still more gently would T whisper
In her lily-ear so tender :

« Titink in drearas, we love each other,
« And our love will nc'er surrender.”

6.

I AM the princessslse,
And dwell in Ilsenstein;
Come with me to my castle,
And there midst pleasures be mine,

Thy head I'll softly moisten
With my pellucid wave; .
Thou shalt forget thine anguish,
Poor sorrow-strigken knave!

Within my amns so suowy,
Upon my snowy breast,

Shalt thou repose®and dream there
Of olden legeuds blest.

T'll kiss thee aud cmbrate thee,
As T embraced and kis:. d

The darling Kaiser Llenry,
Who doth no longer exist,

Nonc live except the 1iving,
The dend arc dead and gone ;

And I am fuir and blooming,
My luughing heart beats on.

And ag my heart is beating,
My crystul castle doth ring; |
The knights and maidens are dauneing,
The squires all-joyfully spring.

The silken traing urc rustling,
"The spurs of iron are worn,

The dwarfs beat drum and trumpet,
And fiddle and pluy the horn,

+ Buf thee shall my arm hold wa;'mly
As Kaiser Henry it held ;
1 held him fast imprison'd, - o .
When loudly the trus:pet’s note swell’
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THE BALTIC.
PART L 1825.

1. EVENING TWILIGHT.

Y ocecan’s pallid strand
Sat I, tormented in spirit and lonely.

The sun sank lower and lower, and throw
Red glowing streaks upon the water,
And the snowy, spreading billows,
By the flood hard-press'd,
Foam’d and roar’d still nearer and nearcr—
A wonderful sound, a whisp'ring and piping,
A laughing and murmuring, sighing and rushing,
Between times a lullaby-homnc-sounding singing,--
Methinks I hear some olden tradition
Priméval, fuvourite legend,
Which I erst as a stifipling
Learnt from the neighbours’ children,
When we, on the summer cyenings,
On the house-door 8 steps all cower'd
Cosily £or quiet talking,
With our Iittle hearts all attentlve,
And our eyes all wisely curious ;—
Whilst the bigger muidens,
Close by their fyagrant flowerpots
Sut at the opposite windew
Rosy their faccs,
Swiling, illumed by the moon.

L

2. SUNSET.

THE glowing ruddy sun descends
Down to the far up-shuddormg
Bilvery-grey world-ocean
iry images, rosily breath’d upon,
After him roll, and over against him,
Out of the’ agtumnal gllmmm ing veil of clouds,
With face all mouinful and pele as den.th )
Bursicth forth the moon,
And behind her, like sparks of light,
Misty-broad, glimmer the stars,
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-

Once in the heavens there glitter'd, -
Join'd in fond union,

Luna the goddess and Sol the god,

And around them the stars all cluster’d,
Their little, innocent children.

But evil tongues then whisper’d disunion,
And they parted in anger,
That glorious, radiaut pair. .

Now, in the daytime. in splendour all lonely,
Wanders the Sun-god in realms on high,—
On account of his majosty

Greatly suno-to and worshipp'd

By haughty, bliss-hardcen’d mottals.

But in the night-timo,

In heaven wanders Isuna,

Unhappy mothyr, .

With all her orphan’ starry children,

And she gleams immsilent sorross,

And loving maidens and gentlo poets

Devote to her tears and Somrs.

The geutle Lmia! woman?!: minded,
Still doth she love hor beantiful spouse.
Towards the cvening. trerabling and pale,
Peeps she forth from the light ¢louds around,
And looks at the partir.g one mournfully,
And fain would cry in hor anguish @ § Come!
“Come! the children all long for thee- -7
But the disdainful Sun-god, .
At the sight of his spousc, ‘gins glgwing

With still deeper purple,

1 anger and grief,

And inflexibly hastens he

Dowr to his flood-chilly widow’d bed.

* * * L -

Evil and backbiting tongues

Thus brought grief and destvuction

F’en 5 ongst the godheads iramortal.
And the poor godheads, youder‘in heaven,
‘Wander in’ misery, *
Comfortless over their en.iless tracks, .
And death cannot reach hem,
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And with them they trail
Their bright desolation.

But I, the mere man,
The lowly-planted, the blest-with-deuth one,
I sorrow no longer.

3. THE NIGHT ON THE STRAND.

S“TARLESS and cold is tho night,
) The ocean boils ;

And over the ses, fiat on its belly,

Lics the misshapen Northwind ;

With groaning and stifled mysterious voice,

A sullen grumbler, good-humour’d for once,

Prates he away to the waves,

Telling many a wild tradition, -

Giant-legends, murderous humorous, |

Primeval Sagas from Norway,

And the while, far cehoing, laughs he and howls he
lixoreists’ songs of the 1dda,

Girey old Runic proverbs,

So darkly-daring, and magie-forcible,

That ti®d white sons of Ocean

Spring up on high, all ¢cxulting,

In madden’d exeitemend.

Mcanwhile, along the flat shore,

Over the flood moisten’d sand,

Paces a stranger, whose heart within him

Is wilder far fthan wind and waters;

There where he walks

Sparks fly out, and shells are crackling,

And he veils himselt in his dark-grey mantle,
And quickly moves on through the blustering night ; —
(Guided in safety by yon little light,

That sweetly, invitingly glimmers,

From the lone fishermun’s cottage.

Father and brother are out on the sea,

And ail all alone is staying

Within the hiit the fisherman’s daughter,
The wondrously dovely fisherman’s daugiter.
By the hegrth she’s sitting,

And lists to the watel-kettle's
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Homely, sweet foreboding humming,

And shakes in the fire the crackling brushwood,
And on it blows,

So that the lights, all ruddy and flickering,
Magic-sweetly are reflocted

On her fair blooming features,

On her tendcr, SNOWY slmuldcr,

Which, moving gently, peeps .

From out her coarse grey smock,

And on her little, anxious hand,

Which fastens firmer her under-garmont,
Over her graceful hip.

But sudden. the door bursts open.-

The nightly stranger entereth in ;

Love-secure, bis eyc reposes

On the snowy, bl(,l\l](—'r maiden,

‘Who, trembling, ffcar him standb, .
Like to a startled hlyg;

And he throws his mantlc to ea.rfh

And laughs and speaks :*

¢ Sce now. my child, I've kep‘ my word

¢ And I cowe, and with me lath come

“The olden time. when the gods from the heaveus
“ Came down to carth, to tho ddughters of mortals,
* And the daughters of mortals embraced they,

¢ And from them there issned

“ Sceptre-bearing races of mouarchs,

¢ And heroes, wonders of earth.

¢ But start not, my child, any longer

“ Because of my godllead

“ And T pray thee give me some tea mix’d with rum,
“« For 'tis cold out of doors,

. “ And amid such night breczos

“ Freeze even we, we godheads immortal,

“ And easily catch the divinest of colds,

“ Ard a cough that proves quite cternal.”

4. POSEIIVN. .
\HF, sun’s bright rays were playing
Over the' wide- rullm" b: adth of the sea ;
Far in the roadstead gllttel 1 the ship
Destingd tn home to couvey e *
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»But a propitious wind was yet wanting,
And 1 sat on the white downs all calinly
Hard by the lonely strand,

And I read the song of Odysseus,

The olden. ever-youthful song,

From out whose sea-beflutter’'d leaves
Joyfully rose to mect me

T'he breath of the daeities,

And the shining spring-time of mortals,
And the blooming heaven of Hellas.

My generous heart accompanicd truly

The ron of Laertes in wanderings and troubles,
Placed itself with Lim, spirit-tormented,

At guestly hearths,

241

Whire beanteous queens were ¥pinning their purple

And help'd him to lie, and sueceed i escaping
From giants’ caverns and nymphs’ ecmbraces,
Follow'd him down®o Cinnneriaa night.

And in tempest and shipwreck,

Anrd with him endured unsgoakable torments.
Sighinggspuke I: “ Thou wicked Poscidou,

** Thiue anger is fearful ; *

“ 1 myself am anxious

* As to my own return.”

Scarce breath’d 1 these words,

Wheu the sea Yoam’d on high,

And out of the snowy billows arose

The sedge-becrowned head of the seagod,
And scornfully cried be:

“ Fear not, little poet!
“ I'll not for one moment endanger
“ Thy poor little vessel,
“ And thy doear life shall not be tormented
“ iy any critical tossing. .
* For thou, little poct, hast never aunoy'd me,
*“No singlo turret was injurcd by thee
“In Priam’s sycred fortress,
¢ No single hair didst thou ¢'cr singe
“In the eye of my son Polyphemus,
“ And thow hast uc’ersbeen advised or protected
*“ By the goddess of wisdom, Pallas Athene!”
B
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Thus cried Poseidon,

And sunk ‘neath ibe ocean agnin ;
And at the vulgar scwman’s wit
Langh’d under the water
Asnplitrite, the clumsy fishwoman,
And the silly danghters of Nercus.

5. HOMAGE.

XTE songs! O my trusty numbers !

Up, up! and on with your urms!?
Bid the trumpet to blow,
And raise high on my shicld
The youthtul maiden,
Who's now to rule my heart,
My undivided heart, as queen.

Huil to thee, youthiu] :llg(uml

From the sun on high
T'ear T his sparkling wuddy gold, «
And of it weave a diadem
For thine anointed head.
From the flutteritg bluc-stik: 1 heaven's voil,
Whercin night’s dimmonds are gleaming, .
fut T a costly pice,
And hang. a8 coronation mantte,
Upon thy regal shouldess.
T give to thee, as conrtierr,
Some well-bedizen’d sonnetr,
Haughty terzinas and courtly stanzas;
My wit shall nerve thee as foutman, ‘
And ar court-fool my phantasy,
As herald, the laughing tears on iy scutcheon,
My humour shall serve thee.
Dut I, O my queen,
Before thev kucel down,
In homage, on reds velvet cushion,
And to thee hand over
The small bit of rcason,
Which. sut of compassion, wis left mo
By ber who last govern'd thy kifgdom!
N [

6. DECT.ARATION.
(‘ NWARD glimmering camesthe eveniug,
Wilder tosséd tke fl < d,

¥ ‘

.

B ]
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And T sat on the strand, regarding

The snowy dance of the billows,

And goon my bosom swell’d like the xea:

A deep home-sickness yearningly seized me

For thee, thou darling form

‘Who everywhoere surround’ st me.

Aud cvorywhere call’st me,

Fverywhere, overywhere,

In the moan of the wind, in the roar of the ocean,
In the sigh within my own breast.

With brittle reed T wrote on the sand :

“ Agues, I love thee!”

But wicked billows soon pour’d themsclves
Over the blissful coufession,

Iffacing it all, *

Ah too fragile reed, ah fost®seatter d sand,

Ah tugitive billows, I'll trust yon no more!

The heavens grow dwrker, iy heart g grows uldm
And with vigorous hand froum the forests of Nor way
Tear I the highest fir-tree, .

And plungo it decp

In Btoa’s glowing abyss, and thercafter

With fire-imbued giayt-pen

I write on the dark veil of heaven :

“ Agnes, 1 love thee!I”

Fvery nightexleams thenceforward

On high that cternal ficry writing,

And all generations of farthest descendauts

Read gladly the heavenly sentenee :

“ Agnes, I love thee!”

7. IN THE CABIN AT NIGHT.

THE sca its pearls possessoth,
And heaven its stars containeth,
But, O my heart, my heart,

My heart its love hath also.

Vast is The sch and the heavens, R
Yet vastor'is my henrt, *

Ang, fairer than pearls or the stars

Glitt’reth and Deaeth my love.
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Thou little youthful maiden,
Come to my heart so vast;
My heart wnd the sea aud the heaven-
For very love are dying.
* * * *

‘Gainst the aznre veil of heaven,

Where the beanteons, stavs are twinklieg,
Fain 1I'd press my lips with widour,
Press them wildly, mudly weeping,

Yonder sturs the very eyes are

Of my loved one, thousand-chaccing
Glimner they and greet mo kimdy
From the azure veil of heaven.

Tow’rd the azure val of heaven,
Tow’rd the eyes of iy beloved one,
Lift I up my arms in worship,

And I pray, andvhus beseechiticm :

Beantcous eyes, ve fghts of morey,
O make happy my pooe svirit,
Lot me die, and as my gr.crdon,
Win both you afid all your heaven !

* * [®3 *
From those heavenir eyes above me
Light and ticmbling sparks are fulling
Through the night, aud then my spirit
Loving-wide and wider strctcheth.

O ye heavenly eyes above me !

Weep yourselves into my spirit.

That my spirit may run over

With thoso tears so sweet and starry!
¥ * * *

Cradled by the occan billows,

And by thonghts that seem like visions
Sileut lic T in the cabin,

In? e durk bed in the corner.

*  Through the open hatel:way ‘écehl
There on high the star:. all-radiant,
Those swect cyes 80 drarlycherish'd «
Of my sweet anddent iy loved one.
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Those swect eyes 8o dearly cherish'd

TFar above my head are watching,

And they tinkle and they beckon

From the azure veil of heaven.

Tow’rd the azure veil of heaven

Gaze 1 many an hour with raptuve,

Till a white and misty ctriain

Irom me hides those cyes so chierish’d,

*Gainst the boarded side of the ship,

Where my dreaming head is lying,

Rave the billows, the furious billows.

They roar and they murmur

Thus soft in my car :
O foolish young fellow !
* Thine arm is short, and the leavers are wide,
¢ And yonder stars ave tirnald aailed Oire
“In vain is thy yegroing, in vain is thy sighing,
* The best thou caw’st do is to sleep !

¥* * * »

I dreamt, and dreaming saW a spacious heuth,
Fur overspread with white. with yghitest snow,
And "neath that white snow buricd I was lyiug,
And slept the lonesome, chilly sleep of death,

Yet from on high, fiom ont the darkling heavens,
Look'd down gpon my grave those cyes all-starry.
Those eyes so sweet ! In trinmph they were gleaming,
In calm and radiant but cxeessive love.
8. STORM.
rl‘HE tempest is raging,
- It floggeth the hillows,

And thoe billows, ticrce-foaming and rearing,

Rise up on high, and with lifc arc all heaving

The snowy watery wountains,

And the small bark ¢limbs o’cr them,

Labouring hastily,

And suddenly plungeth it down

In the black, wid«-guping abyss of the flood.—

O sea! * .

Mother of beaaty, the foam-arisen one!

Grandmother of lo¥o! O spare me !

Already flutters, corpse-scenting,
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The snowy, spirit-like sea-mow,
And wetleth his beak 'gainst the mast,
Aud longs,—cager to taste,—for the heart
Which proclaimeth the fame of thy daughter,
And which thy grandson, the little roguc,
Chose for his plaything.

L3

In vain my entrealics and prayers !

My cry dies away in the blustering storm,

In the wind’s battle-shout ;

It voars and pipes and cerackles and howls,

Like a madhouse of noises !

And, between times, 1 audibly hear
Harp-strains alluring,

Songs all wild and ycgening,

S])ll’lt-ﬂ]bltlﬂé, and spirit-rending,

And the voice I remomber!

Tar away, on the rotk-const of Statiand,
Where the old grey castle projecteth

Over the wild raging sca,e

There at the lofty and arch: d window,
Standeth a woman, “beaute. s but i1,
Softly-transparent and roai ble-pale,

And she's playing her harp and she's singing,
And the wind through Ler long locks fmu th it« way
And heareth hor gloomy soug .

Over the wide and tempest-toss’d sea.

9. CALM AT SEA.

C ATM at sca! Iis beams all radiant
Throws the sun across the wator,
And amid the heaving jewels,

Furrows green the ship is tracing.

Near the stcersman lies the boutswain
Ou his stomach, snoring gently ;

Near the mast, the sails repriring,
Squats the cabin-boy, all-tarvy. .

Put behind his checks so dirty
Red blood springs, a mou uful qluv ‘ring |
Round his wide mouth glays, dnd s'u]]y
Stare bis eyes, io large . ad handsome.

&
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For the captain stands before him,
Raving, cursing, *‘ thief” exclaiming .
“Thief! a herring you have stolen
¢ From the barrcl, O you rascul!”

Calm at sea! TFrom out the waters
Tifts himsclf a clever fishkin :

In the sun his head heswarmeth,
Splashing with his tail so gaily.

But the sca-mow, soaring over,
Shooteth down upon the fishkin,
And his sudden prize fast holding
In his bill, again mounts upward.

10. THE OCLEAN SPECTRE,

BUT T upon the ship's ed@e was lying,

And gazed with my ¢ves all Arcamy
Down on the glassy pe Tlueid water,
And gazed yet deper and decper—
"Pill, deep in the occan’s abysses,
At tirst like a glitnmering mist,
They, bit by nt, with hues more’decided,
Domes of chiurches and towersmappeared,
And at last, clear as sunlight, « city,
Antiquarian Notherlandish,
And swarming with life.
Reverent myen, in garments of black,
With snowy frills and chains of honour,
And lengthy swords and lengthy faces,
Over the erowded market are pacing
Tow'rd the high-stair’d council-chamber,
Where Emperors’ stony images
Keep guard with sceptre and sword : —
Hard by, in front of the long row of houses,
With mirror-like glistening windows,
Stand the lindens all trinue’d iftto pyramids,
And silken rustling maideus are wandering,
A golden band round their slender bodies,
Their bloagning faces neatly surrounded
By head- dros'pes velvet and Black,
From whence their abundant locks are escaping.
Gay young followg, in Spanish costume,
Proudly are passing and nodding.



248 HEINE’S POEMS.

Aged women,

In garments all brown and strange-looking,
Psalm-book and rosary in haud,

Husten with tripping step

Tow'rd the cathedral church,

Impell’d by the sound of the bells,

And the rushing notes ,of the organ.

Mysterious awe seizeth e too,

Jaused by the distant sound;

A neler-ending yearning and sudress deep
Steal o’er my heart,

My scarcely heal'd heart ;

It seemis as though its bitter wonnd:

By dear lips were kiss'd open,

And onee again were bleeding

With drops hot gnd rud ly,

Which Long and slowly downwaxd fall
Upon an ancient house helow ¢

Tu yon deep-oecan city,

Upou an ancient and lngh -gubled house,
Where sits in.lonely melan. toly

A waiden ut the window,

Ier hew! on her arm reelined,

Like to some poor, forgotten ¢hild,

And 1 know thee, thou noor, forgotten child!

Thus deep. thus deep, then L
Thou hidd’st thyself from me

In gome childish conceit,

And couldst not reascend,

Aud sattest strange, aumong strange pwplo,
Five hundred years,

And I meanwhile, with goul full of grief,
Sought thee over all the carth,

And ever sought thee,

Thou ever-beloved one,

Thou loug-time-lost oue,

Thou finally-found one,—

I've found thee at last. and again, behold
Fhy countenpnec sweet,

Thine cycs so prudent aund faithful,

Thy smilc so dear—

And never again will T lave thee,

5
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And downward hasten 1 to thee,
And with wide-spreading arms
Throw myself down on thy heart.

But just in time

1 wasg scized by the foot by the Captain,
And torn from the side of the ship,
While he cried, langhing bifterly :

“ Why, Doctor, acc you mad ?”’

11. PURIFTCATION.

» EMAIN thou in thy occan-depths,
N Delirious dream,
That erst so many a night
My heart with false joy hast tormeunted,
And now, an occan-spectre, e
E’en in bright deylight threaton’st wne—
Remain below, eternally,
And T'1l throw dgvn to thee th re
All my sins and my sorrows,
And folly’s cap aud bells
That round my head so 18ng have.rattled,
And éhe cold and glistening scrpent-skin
Of hypocrisy,
Which so long hath twined round my spirit,
My sickly spirit,
My God-denying, angel-denying
Unhappy spfrit -
Hoilo ! hoiho! Tlore comes the wind !
Over the p'wiu ro destruetive when smooth
Hastens the stip,
And my vescued spirit rejoices.

12. PEACE.

]; IGTI in the heavens there stood the sun
Cradled in snowy clouds, ,

Tho sca was still,

And musing 1 lay at the helm of the ship,

Drcamily musing,—and half in waking

And half inslamber, I gazed upon Christ,

The Saviour of man. .

In streaming and snowy garment

1Ic wander’d, giantsgreat,

Over land and sea; .
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His head reach’d high to the heavens,
His hands he streteh’d out in blessing
Over land and seu ;

And as a heart in his hosom

Bore lie the sun,

"T'he sun all ruddy and flaming,

And the ruddy and flamipg sunny-heart
Shed its beams of mercy

And its beautcous, bliss-giving light,
Lighting and warming

Over land and sca.

Sounds of bells were solemnly drawing
Here and there, like swans were drawing
By rosy bands the gliding ship,
And drew it sportively tow’rd the greon shore,
Where men were dwelling, in high and turreted
O’crhanging town.
O blessings of poace  how still the town !
Hush'd was the hollow sound
Of busy and sweltering trade.
And through the ¢lean mul‘ - boing strects
Were passing men in white attire,
Palin-brauches hearing,
And when two chanced to meet,
They view'd cach other with inward intelligencs,
And trembling, in love and sweet dunml
Kiss'd on the torehead each other,
Aud gazed up on high
At the Saviour's sunny-heart,
‘Which, glad and atoningly
Beam'd down its ruddy blood,
And three times blest, thus spake they :
« Praisod be Jesus Christ 17

x " * *

Couldst thou this vision have only imagined,
What wouldst thou not give for it,

My deavost friend!

Thou who in head and loins art go weak,
And so strongs in thy faith,

And the Trinity worship'« in Umty,

And the dog and the cross and the paw
Of thy lofty patronesg d:ly kissest,

%
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And hast work’d thy way upward by canting

Ag wn Aulic Counsellor, Magistrate,

And at last as a Government Counsellor

In the pious town *

Where flourish both sand and religion,

And the patient watcr of sacred Sprec

Washes souls and dilutes the tga—

Conldst thou this vision have only fmagined,

My dearest friend !

Thou hadst borne it up high, to the market place,
Thy countenance pallid and blinking

Had been dissolved in devotion and lowliness,
And her Sercne Highness,

Knchanted and trembling with rapture,

Taud with thee sunk in prayer op the knee,

And Ler eyes, beaming brightly,

Had promismd, by way of incrcaso of sulury,

A buandred Prussiun gollars sterlina,

Aud thou, with folded hands, wouldst have stammer'd
= Praised be Jesus Christg!”

PART TL 1826,
1. SEA RALUTATION.

TEUTALATTA L Tl fattal

." Hail to thee, O thou Ocean eternc!
Hail to thee ter? thousand times
Trom hearts all cxulting,
As formerly hail'd thee
Ten thousand Grocian hearts,
Misfortunc-contending, homeward-aspiring,
World-renown’d Grecian hearts.

The billows were heaviug,

They heaved aud they bluster'd,
The sun shed hastily downwards
His light so sportive and rosy-hued ;

The sudden-sturtled flocks of sca-mews

Flutter'd along, loud seresming,

Tho horses were gtuinping, the bneklors wero ringing,
And afar there resounded triumphantly :

Thalatta! Fhalatta!

* Berlin, .
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Hail to theo, O thou Ocean eternc !
Like voices of home thy waters are rushing,
Like visions of childhood saw I a glimmcring
Over thy heaving billowy-realm,

nd olden remebranee again tells mo storios
Of all the darling, beautiful playtlungs,
Of all the glittoring Christimas preseuts,
Of all the ruddy coral branches.
The gold fish, pearls and colonr’d shells
Which thou mysteriously dost keep
Down yonder in bright crystal be.se,

O how lLave [ languish’d in drear toreign lands!

Like to a wither'd flower

In the tin case of a botanist,

Lay in my bosom my hoart;

Mcthought whole winters long T sat

An invalid, i darksome sick room,

And now 1 suddenly acave it, .

And with duzzhing rays am [ ¢@rooted

By cmerald springtime, the suany-awaken’d,

Aud the snowy blossoming 1oes are all rustling,

And the youthful Howers wom me gaze

With cyes all chequer’d wel fragrant; [ loughing,
There’s a perfume and hnnnnmg and breathing and
And the bivds in the azure heavens arc singing —
Thalatta! Thalatta !

Thom valiaut retreating beart!

How oft, how bitter-oft, wast thou

Hard press’d by the Northern barbarian women !
From large victorvious cyes

Shot they their hurning arrows ;

With words both ervoked and polish’d

They threatened to eleave my breast,

With enuiform bitlets-doux harass’d they

My poor distracted brain—

Tu vain T Leld my shield to vesist them,

The arrows whizz'd and the Tlows crash’d heavily,
And by ine Northern burbarviau wopen

Back to the sca was I driven.

And freely breathing T hailed the sea,

The darling lifo-saving sea, o

Thalatta ! Thalatta !
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2. THUNDERSTORM.

I_ EAVILY lies on the veean the storm,

And through the darksome wall of clouds
Quivers the forked hightning flash,
Suddenly gleaming and suddenly vanishiug,
Like a thought from the head of Cronion.
Over tho descrt, far-heaving water
Afar the thunders are rolling,
The snowy billowy horses are springing,
‘Which Boreas’ sclf did engender
Out of the beautiful marces of Erichton,
And the seafowl are mowrntfully fluttering,
Like shadowy corpses by Styx,
By Charon repulsed from his desolate bavlk.

Toor, but merry little ship, o

Youder dancing the strangest davee!

ZEolus sends it hus brishest attendants,

‘Who wildly strikegup for the fiv licsome dane ;
The one is piping, another is blowing,

The third is beatiyg the hollow double-bass —
And the staggering sailor stands at the rudder.
And om the compass is steadily looking,

That trembling soul of the vessel,

And raises his hands i entreaty to heaven ;
O rescue me, Castor, thou heve gigantie,
**And thou, knight of the ring, Polydeuces !

3. MK SHIFWREORED ONE.
[ OPE and love! All crnmbled to atoms !
And 1 mysclf, like to a corpse

Thrown up by the growling sea,

Lie on the strand,

The dreary, naked strand.

Before me, tho watery waste is heaving,
Dchind me lic but sorrow and miscry,

And over me high arc passing thé clouds,
The formless grey-hued daughters of air,
‘Who out of the sea, in misty buckets,
Draw up the water,

And wearily drag it and drag it,

Then spill it again in the sea,
A mournfal and tedipus business,

And useless as e'en my own life.
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The billows murmur, the sca-mews are screaming,
Olden remembrances over me drift,

Dreams long forgotten and images perish’d,
Paintully sweet come to light.

In the North a woman is living,

A beanteous woman, royally fair.

Her slender figure, like a tall eypress,

By an alluring white robe is embraced ;
Her dark and flowing tresses,

Like to a blissful night, arc streaming
Down from her lofty, braid-ci--wnéd head,
And dreamily-sweetly form ringlets

Over her sweet pale face ;

And out of her sweet pale fucc,

Large and o'erpoworing, bewms an cye
Like a black sun in radiance.

QO thou black sun, how often,

Enchantingly oft.n, T drank frm thece
Wild flames of inspiration

And stood and reel’d, all Grunk with fire, —
Then hover'd & mild au * dovelike smile
Round the high-coutracsed hanghty lips,
And the high-contracted haughty Lips
Dreath’d forth words as sweet ag moonlight,
And tender as the rose’s fragrance—

And then my spirit scoended,

And flew, like an eagle. strarght up into heavent
Peace, ye billows and sca-mews!

Al 18 now over, huppiness, hope.

Hope. ay, and love! 1 lie on the snore,

A loncly and shipwrecked man,

And press my countenance glowing

Deep in the humid sand.

4. SUNSET.

HE beautcous sun
Hath dalmnly descended down to the sea;
Th. heaving waters alrcady are dyed
By dusky night ;
Nought but the cvening’s red
With golden light still spreadeth o’er them,
And the rushing for of the fload
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*Gainst the shore presseth the snowy Lillows
‘Which merrily, hastily skip,

T.ike wool-cover’d flocks of lambkins

‘Whom the singing sheep-boy at even
Homeward doth drive.

“ How fair is the sun I"-—

So spake, after long silence, my friend,
Who with me wander’d along the strand,
And half in sport and half in sad carncst
Assured he me that the sun was only

A lovely woman,* whow the old sea-god
Out of convenicnee married ;

All the day long she joyously wander'd

In the high heavens, deck'd out with purple,
And glitt'ring with dismondg,

And all-bcloved and all-admirad

By every mortal creature,

And every morta] creature roj icing

With her sweet glances’ light and warinth ;

But in the evening, impelld all-disconsolate,

Once more returneth shethome .
To the moist house and desert Arms
Of her grey -headed spouse.

« Believe me”-- herd added my friend,

JWith langhter aud «ighing and Inughter again:
* They're living below in the tendcrest union !
« Either they're sleeping or gquarrelling fiercely,

“ So that up here ¢’en the ocean is roaring,
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s« And the tisherman hears in the rush of the waves

« How the old man's abusing his wife:
“ <« Thou round weneh of the universe !
“ ¢ Beaming coquettish one!

«¢ All the day long thon art glowing for others,

“ < At night for me thou art frosty and tired.’
¢« After this curtain lectnre .

 As o matter of course the proud sun

“ Bursts into tears, lamenting her niisery,

“ And cries s0 s.n.dly and long. that the sea-god
« Suddenly sprinfzs from his bed all dlstm(,te(l

“ And hn.stlly swims to the surface of*ocean,
“To regover his b}:eath an his scnses.

* 1t will be remembered that the sun is feminine in German
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« I 8w him mysclf, in the night just past, .
“ Rising out of the sea us high as his bosom ;

¢ A jacket of yellow flaunel he wore,

“ And a lily-white nighteap,

“ Aud a face all wither’d and dry.”

. THF SONG OF THE OCEANIDES.

JHADOWS of evening o’or ocoun are falling,

1. Andlonely, with none but his lonely soul with him,
Sits there a man on the dreary strand,
Aund looks, with death-chilly Took, np on high
Tow’rd the spucions, death-ehilly var It of heaven,
And looks on the spacious billowy niin,
Aund over the spacious hillowy main
Like airy sailors, his sizys are floatim,

Returning again o ssponstingly,
For they h.wo fommnd fast tlosod 1he heart
Wherein they faiu wenld anchor - -
And he groans so lond, that the s 10wy sea mews,
Startled away from their sandy nests,
TFlutter urovnd hiny in flocke
And he spealks unto thuu the:se laughing words

“Ye bluck-leggad Birds,

“With snowy pinions o'cr the s fluttering,
“With crooked beaks ti o sea water suckiy up,
“ And train-oily seal’s flesh devonring,
« Your life is bitter as is voiar food !
“ But 1, the happy one, taste nought but sweetness !
“ T taste the rose’s sweet exhalation, s

¢ The moonlight-nourished bride of the nightingale;
“ T ta~te, too, the sweetness of all things:

“ Loving and being loved !

1

¢ She loves me ! she loves me! the beanteons maiden !
¢« Now stands sho at home in her house’s high baleony,

“ And looks in the twilight abroad, o’er tho lng]nwm'

¢ And darkens, and for me doth yenrn-l assure vou'
¢ In vain she looketh around and she sigheth,

“ And sighing descends she down to the garden,

“ And wanders in {ragrance : nd moonlight,

¢ And speaks to the flower «nd telleth them

“How I, the beloved one w precious am, °

8o worthy of luve—1 a. - are you!
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tAnd thcu in bed,in slimber. in drean,

o My darling form around her sports bhssfully,
¢ And then at morning at breakfast

¢« Upon her glistening bread and butter

« Secs she my countenanco smiling,

* And she eats it for love—TI assurc you!”

Thus is he boasting and boastiug,

And betweentimes the sea-mews are screaming,
Like old ironical chucekling;

The mists of twilight risc up on Ligh;

Out of the violet clouds, all-gloomily,
Peepeth the grass-ycllow moon;

High are roaring the billows of ocean,

And from the depths of tho high-roaring sca,
Mournful as whispering gales of wind,
Soundeth the song of the Occapides,

The brautcous compassionateo sep-nymphs,
And loudest of all the voice o entiralling
Of eleus’ spouse, the silvery-footed oue,
And they’re sighing and bmguw

0 fool, thou fool! thou hee t‘ ring f()ol’
“Thon sorrow-tormented one !

* Cruclly murder’d are all thy bright hopus,
“Thy bosom's frolicsome children,

 Ayd ah! thy heart, ti y Niobe-heart

< Through gricfyturu’d to stone!

¢ Withiu thy head “tis now night,
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* And through it are flashing the Lightuings of frenzy.

* And thou boastest of sorrow!

0 fuol, thou fool! thon hectoring fool !

“ Headstrong art thou as thy forefather,

¢ The lofty Titan, who hcavenly fire

 Stole from the gods and gave nnto mortals,

“ And, vulture-tormented, chain’d to the rock,

“ Defied ¢'on Olympus, defied, groanihg loudly,
“ So that in vecan's far depths did we hear it,

* And to him came with a comforting song.

0 fool, thou fgpl! thou hectoring fool!

“ But thoun art morg powerless even than hg,

“ And thou would’st do well to honour the deities,
“ And patiensly bear the burden of sorrow,

¥ And puticntly bear with it, long, a.y, full l(mg,



258 HEINE'S POKMS.

¢ Till Atlas himself his paticnce hath lost, ,
¢ And the heavy world from his shoulders throws off
* Tuto eternal night.”

Thus sounded the song of the Oceanides,

The beauteous compassionate watcr-nymuphs,
Till still louder billows at last overpower'd it
Then weut the moon in the rear of the clouds,
And night 'gan to yawn, )

And long I sat in the durkness, with woeping.

6. 'THLE GODS OF (-REECE,

PIYULL-BLOSSOMING moon! ia thy fuir light
Like Liquid gold, the ocean gloums:

Liko daylight’s cleavness. yet el 70 into twilight,

Over the strand’s wide plain all is Iviug

In the starless clgar aznze heavens

Hover the snowy clouds,

Like colussal figures of deitios ¢

Of glittering marble.

No, 'tis not so, no clowdse<ce i they be!

"Tis they themsclves, the Cods of old Hellus,
‘Who once su joyously ruled o’er the world,
But now, tormented and perigh'd,

Like monster spectres sro moving along
Over the midnight hewven.

Wond'ring and strangely Dhlinded, obschved [
The airy pantheon,

The solemnly mute and fearfully moving
Figures gigantic, .

He yonder’s Cronion, the monarclh of Leaven ;
Spow-white are the locks of his head,

Locks so famous for shaking Olvinpus ;

He holds in his hand bis extinguished bolt,
And in his face lic misfortunc and gricf,
And yet without change his olden pride.
Thore times indeed were botier, O Zeus,
When thou didst tuke pleasure divinely

In youths and in nymphs .ud in hacatombs !
Bat even the Grods can 1« iyn not for ever,
Thé younger press hard ou their elders, *
As thou didst onco qn iy grey headed father

§ 4
H Ve -
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And all thy Titan uncles hard press,

Jupiter Parricida !

Thee, too, I recognise, haughty Herc!

Spite of all thy jcalous anxiety,

Hath another thy sceptre obtain'd,

And thou art no longer the queen of the heavens,
And fixed is now thy beaming eye,

Aud powerless lic thy lily-white arms,

And never more thy vengeance can reach

The God-impregnated virgin,

And the wonder-working son of the deity.
Theo, too, I recognise, Pallas Athene!

With shicld and wisdom couldest thon not
Avert the destruction of deitios?

Thee, too, T recognise; theea Aphrodito !

Erst the golden one ! now jhe silver oue!
True thou'rt still deck’d with the charins of thy girdle,
Yet I sceretly tregble at thougt of tly beanty,
And would 1 cnjoy thy bouutiful charins,

Like heroes before me, of feur 1 should dice,
To me thou appearest the goddess of curpses,
Venuw Libitinag ! .

No longer with love is tow'rd thee looking,
Yonder, the torrible Arves;

And sadly is looking FPhabus Apollo,

Y'he stripling,  His lyre iy silent

That sonndé&d =o joyous at feasts of the Gods.
Still sadder appearcth Iephaestns,

And truly, the lame one ! no longer

Tills he the office of Hcebe,

And busily pours, in the Giods’ congregation,
The nectar delicious—And long is extinguish’d
The inextinguishuble langhter of deities.

O ye¢ Gods, I never could love ygu,

For cver distasteful I've found the Greciaus,
And ¢’en the Romans I greatly hate.

Yot holy ¢ompassion and shuddering pity
Stream thromgh my Leart.

‘When I now brhold you on high, .
Grodheads deserted,

Dead and night-wa sdering shadows,

Misty and weak. searcd by the very wind—
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And when I bethink me how airy and cowardly ¢
The godheads are, who overcame you,

The new. now-ruling, mournful godheads,

"I'he mischievous ones in tho sheepskin of meckuess,
Then over me steals a glorious resentineut,

And fain would T break the new-horn temples,

And fight on your side, ye anciens deities,

For you, and your good ambrosial rights,

And before your lofty altars,

The once-more-restored, the sacrifico stenming,

Fauin would T kneel down and prav,

And, praying, raise tow'rd you iy arms.—-

K3

For evermore, ye ancient deitics.
Have ye been wont, in the combaty of mortals.
To joiu yoursclves to the side of the vietor,
And thercfore i® man hore high-mmded than ye.
Aud in combats o$ deities decu J it right ‘
To take the part of the vanguisi'd deities.

* » e *
Thus did I speak, and v1sit a1y redden'd
Yon pale cloudy fjgures o+ high,
And on wme they gased like dying ones,
Sorrow-illumined, und suddenly vauish'd.
The moon, too, hid herself
Behind the clouds that darkly came over her;  *
IHigh up roarcd the sea, ®
And then triumphantly stood in the heavens
The stars all-cterval.

7. QULSTIONS.
I;Y the sen, by the desert night-cover’d sea
. Standeth a vouth,
His breast 1ull of sadness, hig head full of doubtings,
And with gloomy Itps he asks of the billows :

* O apswer me Life's hidden riddle,

“ Tha ridle primeval and pantful,

“{hver which many « head .. been pomng,

¢ Heads in hieroglyphical nichteaps,e

« Heads in turbans and swarthy bonnets,

« Heads in perukes. and a ‘housand other *

¢ Poar and perspiring hics.ss of us mortale—
4

: ¢
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¢ Tell me what significs man ?
* ¥rom whonce doth he come ? And where doth e g, ?
* Who dwelleth amongst tho golden stars yonder ¥”

The billows are murm’ring their mnrmur cternal,
The wind is blowing, the clouds arc flying,

Tho stars are twinkling, all-listless and cold.
And a fool is awaiting an answer.

8. THE PH(ENIX. [ward,

HERE comes a bird who hath lown from the wost-
He flies tow'rd the cust,
Tow’rd the eastern garden-home,
Where the spices so fragrant are growing,
And palms are waving and wells are cooling—
And, flying, the wondrous hird thus singeth
She loves him, she loves hine!
His image she bears in Lor little bosom,
And bears it sweetl¥ and secretly hidden,
Nor knows it herself !
But in Ler vision, before hor he stunds,
She prays, and she weeps, and she Kisses his hands,
And calls on his name, .
And calling awakes she and licth all-startled,
And rubbeth Ler bewnteous eyes in amazement—
She loves him! she foves him !

¢ 9. 1CHO, deck

" Y AINST the mast reclining, and high on the lofty
Stood 1 and heard I the song of the bird.

Like black-green steeds, with silvery manes,

The white and curling billows were springing ;

Like flocks of swans were sailing past us,

‘With glittering sails, the men of Heligoland,

The nomads bold of the Baltic.

Over my head, in the azuro cterne,

Snowy clouds wero fluttering on,

‘While sparkled the sun everlasting,

The rose of thp heavgns, the fiery-bloomiug on«,

Who joyfully migror'd himself in the ocean ;

And heaven and ocean and with them my heari

In echo resounded: .

She loves him ! She Inves him!
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10, SEA-SICKNESS.

r l‘HE dark-grey clouds of the aftcrnoon

Deeper are sinking fast over the sea,
‘Which darkly seemeth to rise to meot them,
And between them the ship drives on.

Sea-sick sit I unmoved by the mast,

And make nbservations réspecting myself,
Primoval, ash-groy observations,

Which Futher Lot of old did muke

‘When he had drunk too much of 1} - grape,
And afterwards found himsel amiss

At times I bothink me of olden stories :

How cross-mark’d pilgrims of oldcn d.ys

In stormy Jmnnoyr, the cumfortmg nunmge
Roligiously kiss'd of the Holy Virgin ; ]

How knights, where sick ifi such res t-mlsnry,
The darling glove of their wor slnpp ! mistress
Pross'd to their lips and then were tomforted—
But I am sitting, and chew with vexation

An ancient herring; the corgte: ter salty

After hard drinking or indig -tion!

All this timo the slup is fighting

With the furious, heaving floode

Now like a rearing buttle-steed stands it
On its hinder part, so that the rudder eracks ;
Now it plnnges headforward down again ®
In the howling abyss of the waters;

Again, as though carclessly lovc-faint .
Thinks it to lay itself down

On the black breast of the billow gl,v,,n,ntlc,
‘Who mightily onward roars,

And sudden, a desolate occan-waterfall,

In snowy curlings plunges down&(wllobg,
And covers me over.with foam.

All this swaying and hov'ring and tossing

Is quite unendurablo!

In vain .th my eyo koep watch and seok for
The German goust. But, ala~, nought but water §
Evorntore water, fast-movm;ﬁ water !

As th¢ wintor-wanderer at  venimg '
Longd for a cowforting witm cap of tes,

¥ :
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#0 now doth long my heart for thee,

My German Fatherland !

For over may thy sweet soil be cover’d

With whims and hussars und horrible verscs,
And lukewarm slonder treatises ;

For over may thy stately zcbras

Feed upon roses instead of on thistles ;

For ever may thy noble baboons

In idle adornment trick themselves out,

And think themsclves better than all the other
Lowminded heavy and Inmbering cattle ;

For ever may thy asscmblage of sunails

Look on thanselves as iminortal,

Becaasc they creep so slowly along,

And may they daily colloct men's opinions
‘Whether tho cheencmite belopgs to the cheose
And hold for a long time grave consultations
How the Egyptian sheup to improve,

So that themr wool may be better in quality,
And the shepherd may shear them like all other sheep,
‘Without a distinction—  * v

For evermore may folly and wrong

Cover thee, Germany, utterly!

Still am T yearning for thee,

For thou art terra ;) ma at leust !

11. IN HARDBOUR.

I APPY tho man who arrives safe in harbour,
And behind him hath left the ocean and tempests,

And now so warmly and quietly sits,

Iu the townhall-cellar of Bremen !

See how the world is truly and lovingly

In the bumper fully depicted,

And how the hcavinﬁnicmcosm

Bunuily flows to the thirsty heart »

All T discern in the glass,

Olden and new traditions of nations,

Turks and Grecks, und Hegel and Gans,*

Citron-forests and watch parades,

Berlin and Schilda and Tunis and HamBurg,

* Edward Gans, a dist. ignished German professor, and pnoil
of Hegel, whose works he edited.  Hp dicd in 1539,
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But most of all the form of my loved one, '
That angel-head on the Rhenish wino’s gold ground.

0, how fair, how fair art thou, loved ono!

'Thou art a very rose,

Not like the rose of fuir Schiras,

The nightingale’s bride, of whom Hafis once sang;
Not like the r. sc of Shyron,

"The sacred and red one, the proplict honowr'd one;
But thou’rt like the rose in the ccllar at Brewmen ! *
That is the rosc of all roses,

The older sho grows, the fuirer sle blossonis,

And her Leavenly fragrance hath gladdon’d my bosom.
Hath served to inspire me, served to enchant me.
And did the head of tihe cellar of Broinen

Not hold me fast, yes fest by my hair.

1 surely had tmnb.lcd! «

The worthy man! we sat together,

And drank like brethren, ¢

We spoke of lofty mysterious things,

We sigh’d und sank in the,arms of each other,
And he did convelt meo to love’s religion,

T drank to the healsh of my bittercst cuemies,
And every wretched poct 1 pardoned

As I myself for pardon would*hope ;

T wept with devotion, aud lastly

The doors of the place were unto me open’d
Whero the twelve apostles, the sacred tuns,
Silently preach, though understood plainly
By every nation. “
Trne men indeed !

In wooden coats, from without all-invisible,
Inwardly ave they more radiant and fairer
Than all the haughty pricsts of the temple,
And Herod’s satellites cringing¥nd courtiers,
All glitt'ring in gold and clothdd in purple;
Ever/my wont is to say

Not awmongst the mere commou people,

* Omé section of the famous BremenCellar 1% ealled the Rose,

and ie said to centain hock of hi fwoeen two and three centuries

old. Another part is called th«: Apostles’ Cellar, and has in it -
twelvg vats, known as the Twrive Apgostlus, also fill of very old
wine.

Ve
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No, in the best and politest society,
Counstoantly lived the monarch of heaven.

Hallelujeli! How sweetly wave round me

The palm-treos of Bethel!

How fragrant the myrrh is of Hebrou!

How Jordan is roaring, and reeling with rapture,
‘While my immortal soul also ie reeling,

And T reel with it, and whilst thus reeling,

I'm brought up the stairs and into the daylight
By the worthy head of the cellar of Bremen.

Thou worthy head of the cellar of Bremen !
See where sit on the roofs of the houses
The angels, all well-drunken and singing ;
The glowing sun high up in the heavens

Is nought but the red and drunken nose
Which the World-Spirit sticlls out,

And round the World-Spirit’s red nose
Whirleth the whole of the drunken world.

12. EPILOGUE.

L ]
AS op the plain shoot up the whehtstalks
So do the thoughts in the spirit of man
Grow up and waver;
But the gentle thoughts of the poct
Arg as tho red and blue-colour’d flowers
Moerrily bloomging between them.

Red and blug-colour'd flowers !

The surly reaper rejects you as uscless,

Woodoen flails all-scornfully thresh you,

Even the necedy traveller,

‘Whom your sight rojoices and quickens,

Shaketh his head,

And calleth you protg weeds ;

But the rustic virgin,™

"The twiner of garlands,

Dotb honour and pluck yon,

And with you decketh her beauteons locks,

And thus adorn’d, makes heste to the dance,

Where pipes and fiddles sweetly are soupnding,

Or to the silent becch-tree, " |sound
Where the voice of #he loved ome still sweeter doth
Than pipes or than fiddles. -
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MONOLOGUE.
(From Bouk * Le Grand.™)
lN olden legends, golden castles stood [danced,
Where harps were sounding, beauteous maidens

And spruce attendants flash’d, and jessawine

And rosc and myrtle shed their fragrance round—

And yet one single word of disenchantment

Madc all this eplendour in a momént vanish,

And nought remain’d behind but olden ruins

And croaking birds of night and drear morass.

80 have I, too, with but one single word,

All Nature'’s blooming glories disenchanted.

There lies she now, as lifeless, cold, vnd pale

As some bedizen'd regul corpse mighi be,
..Whose checkbones have been colour'd red by art,

Aud in whose hand a sceptre hath been placed.

His lips however wither'd look and ycllow,

For they forgot to dye them red we well ;

And mice are springing o’cer his 1¢gal nosey

And ridicule the poud’rous gelden scepire.
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ATTA TROLL,

A SUMMER-NIGHT'S DREANM.

CAPUT L

IIEMM’D close in by gloomy mountaius
Proudly o’er each wther rising,
Lull’d to sleep by wilddy-dashing

- Cataracts, like some fair vision,
Tn the valley “lies the charming
Cauterets. Its snow-white houses
All have bulconies; ypon them
fand fair ladies, laughing loudly.
Laughing loudly, downward look they
On the chequer’d-noisy murket,
Where there dance a male and female
Bear, to sound of bagpipe-music.

Atta TFoll and his dear wife ’tis
(Hor they call the swarthy Mumma),
‘Who are dancing, and with wonder
The Biscwyans are rejoicing.

Stately, and with solemn grandeur,
Dances noble Atta Troll ;

Yet his shagey partner’s wanting
Both in dignity and manners.

Yes, I have a shrewd suspicion
That she is too much accustom’d
To the vulgar shameless dances

At the GrandeChaumiére at Paris.
E'en the éxccllent bear-leader, o
Whg with chain conducts the couple
Secms the immtrality

Of her dance to notice plainly.
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And he oft bestows upon her

With his whip fast-falling lashes.
And the swarthy Mumma howls then,
And awakes tho mountain cchoes.

This bear-leader six Madonnas
‘Wears upon his pointed hat,

To protect his head from bullets
Or from lice perchance it may be.
O'cr his shoulder there is hanging,
Many-hued, an altar coversi,
Doing office as o mantle ;

Knife and pistol Jurk heneuth it.

He had been a monk when yornger,
Then beeame a zobber-captain .
Then, to juin the jwo vocutious,
"Pook the strvice of Don Cailos,

When Don Carlos had to deamper
‘With the knights of his round table,
And his paladins were driven

To pursuc some honest ealling,

(Thus Schnapphahnshi twrn'd an amthur
Then our Imight becanye bear-leader,
And across the country travell'd
Leading Atta Troll aud Munoa.

Aund in sight of all the people, *

In the market, they must dance now
Atta Troll must in the market o

Of this city dance in fetters! o

Atta Troll, who once was dwclling
Liko & haughty desert-monarch

Ou the airy mountain, dances

In u valley to the rabble!

And for filthy lucre merely

He must dance, who forerly
« Tn the majesty of terror
; Folt himself so high cxalted ! o
{ Whenshis younger doys recals he,
> His lost lordship of tlie forest,

{ Then grow] forth despaising noises
Frnm the soul pf Atta Troll,

.

s | &
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Gloomy looks he, liko a swarthy
Moorish prince of Freiligrath ;*
As the latter drums but badly,
So with rage he badly dances.

But instead of pity, wakes he

Only laughter. Even Juliet

From the balcony laughs downward
At his leaps of desperation.—

Juliet has not in her hosom

Any feelings ; Fronch by nation,
Outwardly she lives; her outside
1s delightful and enchanting.

Her sweet looks compose a blissful
Net of rays, within whoso weshes
Is our heart fast held W prison,
+ Like & fish, and gently struggles,
L]

CATPUT IL

HAT a swarthy Fyciligrathian
Moorish prince with anxlous longing
G tho big drum’s skin should rattle,
Till with violencs tis broken,

Is a very drnm-affecting

And a drumskin-breaking matter--
But jnst fancy the confusion
When a bear has burst his fetters!

Both tle music and the laughter

Straight ade hush'd ; with screans of torror
Rush the people from the market,

Pale as death turn all the ladies.

Yes, from out his slavish fettcrs
Atta Troll has frecd himself
Suddeuly, and springing wildly,
Through the narrow strects he hastens—
(Each one civilly makes way),
Up the'rocks he nimbly clambors,
Then looks down, as if in scorn,—#then
Vanisghes within the mountaius,

*

* Sce Freiligiath's Poens.
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On the empty market stund now
Swarthy Muming, and bear-leader
All alone. In angry fury
On the ground his hat he flingeth,
Trampling on it,—thc Madonnas
Trampling also, tears the covermg
Y¥rom ms ugly ngked body,
Swears at such ingratitude,*
Such black bear’s ingratitude !
For he constantly had treated
Atta Troll in friendly fashion,
And instructed Inm in danemg
All Le had to him was owing,

Ven his verv hic.  Tu vain they
Offer’d him a hubdred dollars
For the sk of A#ta Troll!
Then upon the poor black Maumma,
Who, a form of silent sor Pw,
Oun her hinder paws impl nmg,
Stood befure the mgich  uraged one.

Fell the much enrage ! one’s fury

With redoubled stre nwl.}n He bonts Lz,

(alls her even (huwn (‘metum,

Madame Mufioz ond Putana.—

All this happeu'd 10 a beanteous

Sultry summer aftcrnoon, *

And the night which then sucecedcd

To that day was quitc superh. o

Alwost half that night conswutd 1

On the house’s balcony ;

Juliet was beside me standing,

(Gazing on the sturs above us.

Sighing said <he: “ Ah, in Paris

“ Fairest ard the stars of all,

* When they on a winter evening

¢ Tn the strect mud me reflectod 1

CAPUT 0L, .

SUMMER—N [GHT 3 dream! All-fantastic
Aimless is my song.  Yos, airaloss

As our love and as vur ljving,

: As Creator and creniion !

' -
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ITis own wiil alone obeying,
Galloping along or ﬂying.
Revels in tho realmos of fuble
My beloved Pegasus.
He's no serviceable, virtuous
Cuarthorse of the citizens,
Nor a battle-steed of pgty,
‘With pathetic ncighs and stamping!
Golden-mounted are the hoofs all
Of mny white and winged charger,
Cords of pearls the guiding reins are,
And at will 1 let himn wander.
Bear me whereso’er thou wouldest !
Over stecp and merry hill-paths,
‘Where cascades with méurnful shrieking -
Warn ‘gainst madnesss abyseos!
Bear me on through silent alleys,
Where the solemn osks arc standing,
‘While primcval swect traditions
From their knotted reots have birth!
ket me drink there, while I moisten
My dim eyes,—ah, now I languish
For the sparkling wondrous water
That imparts both sight and knowledge!
All my blindness goes! my gaze
Pierces®to the decpest rock-cleft,
To the cave of Atta Troll,
And Ianderstand his language !
Strange ’tis how familiar to me
This bear-language now appearcth !
In my dear home have I never
Heard thoso sounds in earlicr days?
CAPUT 1V.
ONCEVAL, thou noble®valley !
Whonsoe'er T hear thy name,
That blue flower so long departed
O’er my bosom sheds its fragrance !
Then the glitt'ring dream-world rscs
‘Which for thousand years had faded,
And’the mighty spirit-eyes
Gazo upon me, till I'm awe-struck !
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Rattling sounds'awake. There struggle
Saracen and Frankish knight;

Asg though bleeding and despairing
Ring Orlando’s bugle-notes

In the vale of Roneeval,

Hard beside Orlando’s gap—
Christen’d thus, because the hero,
Seceking how to foree a passage,
With his trusty sword Duranda
Struck with such death-deuding fury
On the wall of rock, that plais v
To this day arc scon its traces -

There within a gloomy hallow
C(lose surrounded by o thichet
Of wild fir-trees, safely Tuddou
Lics the cate of Atta Troll.

In the bosom’of his fam’ly e

Rests he atter all the hard- nps
Of his flight wud the dastiosses
Of his public show%nd uavels.

Sweet the mecting ! .11 his young oues®
Found he in that happy cavern

Where with Mumina hef begot them.—
Four bis rons, ana daughters two.

Well-lick'd maidens were the latier,
Fair their hair, like parsons’ daughtcrs
Brown the youths, the youngest oply
With the single car is black.

Now this youngest was the dwiling
Of his mother, who when plaving
Happcu’d once to bite his car off,
And for very love she ate it.

He's a very genial stripling,

At gymnastics very clever

And he turns a somersanit

Li.e the posture-mastor Myssmaug.

Bprig ¢f autochthonic humour,e
He his mother-tonguc loves ouly,
nd has never loarnt thegjargon
f the Grecian and the Roman.
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Fresh and free and good and merry,
Soap he bolds in dotestation,
(Luxury of modern washing,)
Like the posture-master Massmann.

But our young friend is most genial
‘Where upon the tree he clambers,
Which along the stecpegt rock-side
From the devp abyss upriseth,

And extendeth to the summit,

When the family at night-time
Gather all around their father,
Toying in the evening coolness.
Then the old ono loves to tell them
‘What he in the world has witness'd ;

How he many men and cities
Had bebeld, and greutly suffi.'d,

Like Lacrtes'gnoble offspring,

But in one thing still unlike him, —
Numely, that is wife went with Tim,
His dear black Pencldpe.

Atta Troll then also tells them
Of the wondrous approbation
That he, by his skill in dancing,
Had acquired m ev'ry quarter.
He ussyred them young and old
Had exultingly admired liim,
When e dancod upon the market
To the swect notes of the bagpipe.

In particular the ladies,

Those dear counoisscurs of all things,
Had with vohemence applauded,

And had ogled himn with favour.

O the vanity of Artists! ¢

Our old dancing bear with simpers
Calls to mind the time when late he
To the public show'd his talent.
Overcowe by sclf laudation,

He would fain by act exhibit
That*he's no mepe hoaster only,

Bt a really first rate dancer.

273
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Frowm the ground then sudden springs ha,
On his hinder paws upstanding,

And, as formerly, ho dances

Tho gavotte, his favourite dance,

Mute, with muzzles gaping open,

The young bears look on with wonder,
Whilo their father in tho moonlight
Capers here and there thus strangely.

CAPUT V,

N the cavern, by his yowig ones,

Sick at heart, upon his b..ck lies
Atta Troll, while thoughtful »ucks he

At his paws, and sucks, uud growls:

* Mumma, Mummnn, swarthy jewel,
“ Whom I out of life’s wide ncean
« Once did fish, in life’s «v de ocean
“Once again T now have tost theo!

¢« Shall T ngp'er agaia “chold thee,

“ Or beyond the gra+o p'rhaps only,

“ Whore, sot’ freo from earthly trummels,
“ Thy dear soul is glorified ?

“ Would that I, alas! could once more
“Lick thy well-belovéd muzzle, |

¢ My dear Mumma, which so sweetly
« Stroked me over, as with houcy'!

* Would that T again could suafile
 That sweet smell, thy own peculiar,
0 1y dear and swarthy Muomma,
“ Charming as the scent of roses !

¢ But, alas ! my Mumma’s pining

“ In the fetters of those rascals,

* Who, the name of men adopting,

“ Deem themsclves cr ation’s masters.

« Death and hell 1 Thesé mep duworthy
« Aritocracy’s arch cmblems,

“ Look down on th~ an’'mal kingdom

“ Proudly and divlainfully,
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+ Tgke away our wives ad children,
« Fettor us, ill-treat us, even

« Kill us, for tho sake of selling

¢ QOur poor hide and our poor carcass!

« And they think theinselves permitted
¢ Wicked deeds like this to practise

* ’Gainst us bears especiplly,

« And the riguts of nian they call it !

¢ Rights of man indecd! Fine rights these!
¢ Tell me who bestow’d them on you?

¢« Nature certainly nc’cr did so,

¢ For she’s not unnatural !

* Rights of man indecd! Who gave you
« This great privile 60 I nonder ?

¢« Reason certainly ne’er nd 50,

« For she’s not unrenscnable !

¢ Men, pray anc ye any hetter

“ Than we others, just for cating

¢« All your dinners boil'd or roasted ?

¢ In a raw statc we co¥ ours, »

«%et is the result the samos

* To us both.—No, food can never
* Make one noble; he is noble

“ Who both nobly feels and acteth,

* Mcn, pray are ye any better

“ Just because the arts and science

“ With success yo follow?  Wo now
“ Never give ourselves the trouble.,

“ Are thore not such things as learnéd
 Dogs, and horses too, who reckon

¢ Just like councillors of Commerce ?
* Do not hares the drum play fincly ?

“ Arc not many beavers adopts

“ In the art of hydrostatics ?

“ Were not clysters first invented

* By thg, cleverness of storks?

“ Wmte not asses criticisms ?

. “ Are not apes all good comodmns ?

¢ Is there any greater mimie

¢ Than Batavia, long-tail’d monkey ¢
L]

.
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¢ Are not nightingales good singors ?
“ And is Freiligrath no poet,

¢ Who can sing of lions better

“ Than his countryman the Camel ?

¢« T myself the art of dancing

“ Have advanced as much as Raumer

“ That of writipg. Writes he better

** Than I dance,—yes, I the bear?

¢ Mecn, why are yo any better

¢ Than we others? Uprizht hold ye,
¢ Tt is truc, your heads, but in them

“ Low-born thoughts are ovor creeping.

“ Mcn, pray arc ye any hottir

* Than are we, because your skin is

** Smooth and glist’ning? This advantage
“ Ye but giare with every serpent,

« Human rice, iwo leggid serpents !

“ Well 1 sec the reason why ye

¢ Broeches wear ; with foreign wool ye
“ Hide your scrpdat nnkedness !

* Childreny guard yourselves agninst thoso
 Hairless and misshapen creatures !

“ My dcar davghters, ‘never marry

¢ Any monster that wears brecches !”

More than this I'i! rot report mow,
How the bear in his wild mauia
For equality, kept reasoning
All about the human race.

For, to say the truth, I also

Am 2 1an, and never will 1

Tell again such foolish libels,
Which are, after all, offensive.
Yes, I am*a man, and Letter
Than the other sucking creaturcs,
And the interests of the race
Ne’er will T renouncs: promoting.
In the fight with other creatures
Faithfully I'll oves struggle

For humanity,— the holy .
Rights of man that he is born to.

(4
Ve
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CAPUT VL

YET perchance ’tis beneficial

For us men, who form the higher
Kind of livestock, to discover
How they rcason down below us.
Yes, below us, in the gloomy
Mournful sph( ros of fellpwship,
In the beasts ‘inferior strata,
Brood resentment, misery, pude.
That which natural hist'ry ever,
Equally with common custom,
Has for centuries adwitted
Is denied with impious muzzle.
That false doctrine by the aged
In the young ones’ ears is grumbled
Which ‘assails both enl¥ivatio:
And humanity on carth.
« Children 1”7 Atta Troll thus growl'd.
As he hither roll'd and thither
On his carpet wanting eouch : .
“¥nto us belongs the Future !
“If each bear but thought as I do,
“If all beasts hut thought so too,
“ With united forces would we
“Take up arms against the tyrants.
“ Then the bear would form alliance
“ With the horse, the clephant
“ T'wine his trunk in loving fashion
“ Ronnd the valiant ox’s horn.
“Bear and wolf of cvery colour,
 Goat and monkey, ¢’en the hare
¢ For a time would work in common,
‘ And our tnumph would be certain.
¢ Union, union is the’ essential
*¢ Requisite ; alone, we're conquer'd
¢ Easily, but j Jjoin a together
“We wopld ovarrcach the tyrants.
“ Union! ution! and we’ll triumpk,
“And Monopoly s vile swiy
“ Be o’erthrown, 2nd we'll establish

“ A just kingdom for us befwtb.
.
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« Full equality for all, then,

«“Of God's creatures, irrespective
“ Of their faith, or skin, or odour,
“ Be its fundamental maxim !

« Striet equality ! Each donkoy
“ Be entitled to high office ;

¢ On the other‘hand, the lion

¢ Carry to the mill the sack.

¢ As respects the dog, indloed he

©Is a very servile rascal,

¢« Since for centuries has maun

¢« Like o dog no’er ceased to treat him,

“ Yet in our free state we'll give him
“ Once aguin hig,olden rights,

« His presériptive birthright, and he
“Soon again will be ennwbled.

“Yos, the Jows shall then enjoy too
“ All the rights of ¢.tizcns,

¢ And by law be nuade the equals
¢ Of all otlicr sucking creatures.

“Only dancing in theé market

¢ For the Jew shall not be lawful ;
¢ This amendment 1 insist on

¢ In the interest of my art.

“Tor a sense of style, of rigid «
“ Plastic art in motion’s wansing
“To that race, who really ruin

“ What there is of public tasto.”

CATUT VIL

GLOOM Y, in his gloomy cavern,
Squats, in his belov'd home-eirele,”

Atta Troll, the misanthrope,

And he shows his tecth, pnd grqwls thus:

¢ Mea, the pert and valgar follows !

“BSmile away! Irom all your smjling

“And from you offenstve yoke too

@ Sha.ll‘t,he, comsing day release us!
i . i

E
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%71 am always most offended

« By that sour-sweet kind of quivring

¢ Round the month,—these smiles of man
« Find I really past all bearing!

# When I in his pallid visage

“See display’d that fatal quiv'ring,

“ All my cntrails in mysbody

¢ Turn right round with indignation.

« More impertinently even

“ Than by words, a man lays open
“ By his smile the deopest hidden
“ Insolence of his vile shirit.

“ They are always smiling! Even

¢ When by docency is necded

“Real solemnity of feapure,—

¢ F’en in love’s most solemn inoment !

“They are always smiling! Even

“ When they’re dancing. In this manncr
“They degrade this noble science,

¢« Which should bo a Rind of Worship.
“'Yes, the dance throughout®all ages

< Was a pious act of faith ;

“ Solomnly around tho altar

“Turn’d the priests in mystic circle.

¢ Thusdn olden time King David

¢ Danced before the ark of covnant;
“ Dancing was an act of worship,
“Was a prayer upon thoe legs !

“J have ever understood thus

¢ Dancing, when upon the markot
“To the people I was dancing,
¢“Who with their applauso repaid me.
“ This applause, I must confbss it,

¢ Often made me feel quite happy ;

“ For extorting admiration

“ From pne’s fges is very sweot |

¢ But in their enthusiasm .
“8till they smile. The art of dancing
¢« Powerless is t.~ make them better,

“ And they frivolous remain.”
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CAPUT VIIL o

MANY a very virtuous burgher
Smells but budly, whilst the servants
Of a king with ambergris

Or clse lavender are scented.

Virgin spirits may be met with
‘Which of green soap bear the odour,
Whilst the criminal with rose-oil
May have wash'd himself demurely,

Do not therefore turn your :wse up,
(rentle reader, if wt.he cave of

Atta Troll may not remind you

Of Arabia’s #weetost spices.

Tarry in that recking cirele,
"Mid those piiscrable stenches,
Where to his, young son the hero
As from out a cloud thus <peaks:

¢ Child, my child, thou youngest oftspring
“Of my loins, nowsplace thy one ear

“ Closo beside thy f.cher’s muzzle, .

« And suck in my solomn words!

“ Guard against man's Ways of thinking,
““They destroy Loth soul and body ;

¢ ’Mongst all men ihere’s no such thing us
“ Any ordinary mun,

“ E’en the Germans, once 8o noble,
“ E’en the very sons of Tuiscop

¢ Our own primitive rolations,

¢« They too have degenerated.

“ They’ve become now faithless, godless,
¢« Even preaching athcism—

¢ Child, my ‘child, be on thy gnard,
“’Gainst both Feuerbach and Bauer }*

* Never be an Atheist,

*“ Monster void of all resptet for*
“The Creator—-a (‘reator N
"“"Twas who madc thig univergse! .,

* Well-knowa Germ;n writers.
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“ Highw#bove us, sun and moon

“ And the stars too (both the tail-less
« And all those with tails provided)
¢ Are reflections of His power.

¢« Down below us, land and sea

¢« Are the echo of His glory,

“ And each living creatire praises
¢ Evermore His excellencies.

« F’en the smallest silver-louse that
*“In the aged pilgrim’s beard

¢ In life’s pilgrimage is sharer,

*¢ Sings the great liternal’s praises !
* In yon starry bright pavilion,

¢ On the golden seat of power,

“ World-directing and, mawoes.,

¢ Sits a mighty polar be.r

*¢ Free from spot and snow-white glitt’ring
¢ Is his skin; his head is cover'd

“ With a crown of dianonds,

** Which illumines allMhe heavens.

*“In his face is harmony,:

“ And the silent deeds of thinking ;

¢ 1f he signs but with his sceptre,

¢ All the spheres resound with singing.
“ At his feet bear-saints are sitting

* Piously, who meckly suffer'd

“ While on esrth, and in their paws they
“ Hold the palms of martyrdom.

¢ Ofttimes onc amongst them rises,

% Then another,—by the Spirit

“ Secming mov'd, and straightway dance they

“ Their most solemn sacred damce—6

¢ Sacred danco, where mercy’s radiance

“ Renders talent quite supertluous,

¢ And the soul for very rapture

¢ From, the skjn attempts to leap!

¢ Q ghall I, unworthy Troll, .

“ E'er partake this great salvation?

¢ And from eartls's debasing sorrows

“ To the roalms of bligs soar upwards ?
.
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O shall 1, all-drunk with heaven,

¢ In the stars’ pavilion yonder,

¢ With the palm and with the glory,
¢ Dance before the Mastcr’s throne ?”

CAPUT IX.

IKE the tongue as red as scarlet,
‘Which a swarthy Freiligrathian
Moorish prinee with scornful fary
From his sullen mouth p1otruded,

So the moon from out the gloomy
Clouds of hicaven advanced,  Afar off
“ataracts are roaring, skoepless
And morosely through the ni,zht.

Atta T'roll tipon he summit

X his fav'rue 10ck standsgonely,
Lonely, and to the .zl)u.»

Downward Liowls hie iu the nightwind :

¢ Yes, T ath o beaf 1 am so,—
¢ Him ye christen shaggy bear,
* Growler, qu,grlm, and Bruin,
¢ And Leav'n ¥nows hdw many others!

“Yeg, T am a bewr, T am so,

* The wneouth and boorish ereature,
“T'm the awkward dromedary

* Of your scorn aml cruel laughter.

“T'm the butt of all your wit,

¢ I’m the bugbear, with whose terrors

“ Ye at night your childrun frighten,

¢ Human children, when they’re naughty.

“I’m the joke of all your idle

« Nurs'ry storics, well I know it,
« And I now proclaim it loudly
“To man’s paltry world below.

* Hear it, hear ; a bear am I

“ My descent T not ashamed of, .

“ But am proud  it. as though I °

“ Spmnf from 'V oses Mendelssohn I
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’ CAPUT X.
TWO dark figures, wild and surly,
. And upon their all-fours gliding,
Force their way across the gloomy
Grove of firs at midnight’s hour.
This is Atta Troll, tho futher,
And his son, young nhster one-car.
Where tho wood grows somewhat lighter
By the stone of blood they halted.
¢ This old stono "—growl’d Atta Troll,—
* Is the altar where the Druids
¢ In tho days of superstition
¢ Human sacrifices offer’d.
“ O their cruclty accursid !
‘¢ All the hair uponeny bhack
“ Bristles when T think upon it ;
“ Blood was pour’d out to God’s honour!
“ Now these men arc more enlighten’d,
* And no Jonger kill each other
“Morely in cxcessivk zeal *
®% For tho interests of heawen.
“’Tis no longer pious fancices, .
*¢ Madnoess, nor enthusinssm,
¢ But mere vanity and sclf-love
‘¢ Makes them now commit their murders.
¢ On the good things of tho earth
¢ Barerly they'ro ever seizing
¢’Tis an cudless round of fighting,
¢ For himsclf cach person stealeth !

“Yeos! the heritage of all

“Is the individual’s booty ;

« Of tho rights, then, of possossion

¢ Speaks he, thinking of his own!

“ Of his own ! Possession’s rights too |
0, the cruel theft, the lying!

‘¢ None but man could have invented
“Such comnlingled fraud and madnoss,

¢ Private property was never *

“ Made by Nature ; pocketless,

« With no pockets in our skins, we
*# Ev'ry one the world first entered.

2838
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¢ Not a single onc amongst us
¢ At his birth had such a pucket
“ In his body’s outer skin,
“ Whero he might conceal his robb'ries.
¢ Man alone, that smooth-skinn’d being,
* Who with foreign wool s0 nicely
‘* Clothes himself, had «’er the sharpness
“To provide himself with pockets.
¢ Pockets | They’re as much ’gainst nature
*¢ As is private property,
¢ As possession’s rights themcelvex are—
“Mcen in fact are but pickpoctets!
“ Ficrcely hate I them! My hodred
“ Unto thee, my sen, bequeath I
=~ ¢ Here upon this altgr shalt theu
“ Swear to mgh wndying hatred!
“ Be implacably the death-frwe
* Of those wicked vile ¢« ppressors
* To the very end of 1 fe, —
« Swear it, svwear it 7 10, my son!”
And the youngster -wore, as onco did
Hannibal. The moon, all yellow,
On the stone of blood lodk'd wildly,
And the pair of nusanthropes.
By-and by welll tell the story
ITow the young bear ever faithful
To his oath remain’d.  Our lyre shall
In another Epic praise him. *
As respeets friend Atta Troll,
We will leave bim for the present,
Presently to come across him,
All the surer, with a bullet.
All thy stcalthy machinations,
Traitor 'gainst man’s mnjesty,
Now at length arc ternunated,
.ind thy hour will sound to-morrow !
CAPUT XL ° *
L]KE‘some drow-y bayadcres
Look the monutains, standing shiv'ring
In their snowy s! 1sts of chuds,
Flut‘l:'riqg in th¢ nreeze of morning.
*
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Yet they soon become enliven’d

By the sun-god stripping from them
All the veil that’s hanging o’er them,
Lighting up their nuked beauty !
Early in the morn I started

With Lascaro on our journey

Bound to hunt the bear. At noonday
We arrived at Pont d'Espagne.

8o they call the bridge which leadeth
Out of France and into Spain,

To the land of west-barbarians,
Who're a thousand years bchind us,—

Yes, a thousand years behind us
In all modern civlisadion ;

My barbarians to the custward
But a hundred years behind are.

Slowly, alufbost trembling, left I

France's sacred territory,

Blessed fatherland of freedom
.And the women that\| love'!

On the middle of the bridge

A poor Spaniard sat. Doop miw'ry
Lurk'd behind his tatter'd mantle,
Misery in his cyes was lurking’.

An ol crazy mandoline

With his wither'd fingers pinch’d he ;
Shrill the discord which re-echoed
From th: rocks, as in derision.

Oftentimes his figure bent he

Downward tow'rd the’ abyss with laughter,
Tinkling barder then than ever,

While the following words he sang :

¢ In the middle of my bosom

¢ Stands a little golden table;

“ Round the little golden table
< Stand fourslittle golden chairs.

¢ On the golden chairs are sittimg

« Ljttle ladies, golden arrows

“ In their hair,—at cards they’re playing,
** But ’tis only Clara wins,

285
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“ As she wins, she laughs with slynoss;
“ Ah! within my bosom, Clara,
* Thou’lt be ov'ry time a winner,
¢ For thou holdest nought but trumps.”

‘Wand’ring onward, to myself I

Spoke : “’Tis singular that madness

« Sits and sings ypon yon bridge,

¢ That from France to Spain leads over.
¢« ITs this madman but the emblem

¢ Of the interchange 'mongst nations

t Of their thoughts ? or his own country’s
“ Wild and crazy title-page »”

We arrived not until evening

At the wretched small posada,

.. Where an olla-podrida

In a dirty dich was“smoking.
There I swaltow’d some garjanzos,
Heavy, large as musket- bidlets,
Indigestible to Germans,
Though to dumpling- they’re accustom’d.
it companion te ﬁu: cooking .
Was the bed. ith insects pepper’d
It appear’d. The bugs,.alas! are
Far the greatest foes of man.
Fiercer thau tho wrath of thousand
Elephants, I find the hatred
Of one tiny littlo bug,
‘When across my bod it crawleth. ¢
One must let them bite in quiet,—-
This is bad enough,—still more ’tis
If one crushes them. The stink then
Keeps one all night long in torment.
Yes, the ficr¢ost carthly trouble
Is the fight with noxious vermin,
‘Who a stench employ as weapons,—
Te a duel with a bug!
CAPUT XII.- .

HOW they rave, the race of“poets,

E’en the tam«: ones, singing ever
And exclaiming : ** Natuve’s surely
“ The Creator’s magbty temple—

L
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“ I8 a tomplo all whose glories

“ Mo our Maker's fume bear witness,

“ Sun and moon and stays all hanging
- In its eupols as lamps.”

Well and good, my worthy people!
Yet confess that in this temple

Are the stairs uncomfortable,

Bad and incouvenient sthirs !

All this up-and-down-stairs going,
Mountain-climbing and this jumping
Over rocks is very tiring

To the legs as well as spirit.

Close beside me walk’d Lascaro,
Pale aud lanky, like a tapoer;

Never spoke he, never laugh'd Le, )
He, tho dead son of thd sore™ress,

“Yes, ’tis said thet he's o dead"man,
Dead long since, but yet his mother
Old Uraca’s magic science
Kept him living in appearance,—
That acenrsdd temple-sta¥gcage !

Tt excecds my comprehension

How my neck esciped from breaking,
Stumbling o'er u precipice. .
How the cataracts wero shrieking !
How tho tempost flogg’d the fir-trees
Till they howl'd! The clouds began tov
Crashing snddenly—bad weathor |

In o little fishing cottago

By the Lac-de-(iobe soou found we
Shelter and some trout for luncheon ;
Most delicious were the latter.

In an arm-chair was reclining,

111 and grey, the ferryman ;

On him his two pretty nioces,

Like a pair of angels, waited.
Stoutish'augels,‘ rather Flemish,
Seeming from a frame descended
Of a Rubens ; gold their tresses,
Full of health théir eyes, and lignid.
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Their vermilion cheeks were dimpled,
‘With a secret slyness in them ;

Strong their limbs were, and voluptuous,.
Giving pleasure to the fancy.

Dear, affcctionate young creatures,
Keeping up a sweet discussion,

As to which dripk would be relish’d
Most of all by their sick uncle.

If the onc the cup should bring him
Full of well-boil’d lindou: blossoms,
Then the other hastes to feed him
With an clder-flow’r decoction.

< I’11 not drink of either of shewmn,”
Cried impaticntly the old mun;

-« Feteh sowe wine, that 1 1n~ty offer

“ To my getests some better drink !

Whother it was winc they: gave me
At the Lac-de-Gobe. 1 rea.lly

Cannot say. Methinks in Brunswick
By the name of M they’d call it.

Of the ver y-be{I” black goat-skin
Was the wine-skin. stinking foually ;
Yet the old wan drank with plwburo,
And he scemi’d guite well and joyous.

He recounted the achiovements
Of the smungglers and banditti,
Merrily and freely living

In the Pyrencan forests.

Many old traditions also

Well he kuew : amongst the others
Were the battles of the giants
‘With the bears in times primeval.

Yes, the bears then and the giants
Struggled fiercely for the mast'ry

Of these mountains and these valleys,
Ere by man they were discover’'d.
But when man arvived, the giunts
Fled away from vut the country
Stupified, for little brains

Are contain’d i heads gigantic.

’
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And"tis said the silly fellows,
On arriving at the ocean,

And observing how the heavens
In its azure depths were mirror'd,

Cleverly supposed the ocean

To be heaven, and plunged down in it,
Full of godlike confidepce,

And were drown’d, the whole together.

As respects the bears, however,
They are gradually being

Kill’d by man, their numbers yearly
In the mountain still decreasing.

¢ Thus on earth” exclaim’d the old man,
“ One gives place unto another,

¢ And when men areput an end to,

¢ Then the dwarfs will be t*ic masters.

»
“ Yes, the clever little people,
“ Who the mountain's womb inhabit,
“ "Mongst the goldenwpines of riches
¢ Diggring and collecgisgi*s nymbly.

« How they from, their hiding-places

“ With their small sly heads keep peeping !
¢ Oft I've seen them in the moonlight,

<« Andghen trembled at the future;

« At the power their gold will give them ;
¢« Ah, Y fear lest our descendants

«“ Fly for'refuge, like the stupid

¢ Giants, to the watery heaven !

CAPUT XIII.

IN the black and rocky ealdron

Rest the waters deep of ocean ;

Stars, all pale and melancholy,

Peep from heaven. Night reigns, and silence.

Night #&nd, silence. Oars are moving.
Like a splashing wondrous secret”
Floats the bark. The old man’s nieces
Play the part of*ferrymen,
R v
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Joyously and nimbly rowing ;

Ofttimes glisten in the darkness

Their stout naked arms, illumined

By the stars,—their great blue eycs, too,

By my side Lascaro sitting

Is as pale and mute as usual,

And the fearful thought shoots through me:
Is he but a very corpse ten ?

I myself, —am I dead also,

And embarking on my journey
With my ghostly comrades by me
To the chilly realm of shadows ?

And this lake, can it bo St.x’s
Gloomy flood ? | Has Proscrpina,
In default of Charon's presvuco,
Sent her waiting-maids to fotch me?
No! I am not yet depareed

And extingnish’'d; in my spirit

Is the living flame of life still
Glowing, blazing,;md exulting.

And these wma¥icus, gaily pulling
At their oars, and o'er mo splaghing
With the water dripping frow them,
Full of merriment and laughter,—

These two fresh and sprightly dpmscls
Are most certainly not ghostly
Chambermaids in hell residing,
Waiting-maids of Proserpina!

That 1 might be fully certain

Of thoir upper-worldliness,

And by practical expericnce
Ascertain my own existenos,
Hastily my«lips applicd T

To their rosy checks’ soft dimples,
And then framed this syllogism ;
Yes, I kiss, and so I'm livipg !
When we reach’d the shore, again I

* Kisg'd the pair of kindly maidens ;

In this coin, and.no other,

. Would they tat.e the passage-money,
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CATUT XIV.

IOLET-COLOUR’'D mountain summits
Smile from out the sunny gold-ground;
To the slope a village clingeth,
Beeming like a daring bird’s nest.
When I climb’d up to it, found I
That the old ones all had flown,
And that nofie were now remaining
Save the young, who could not fly yet;
Pretty boys. and little maidens, '
Almost hidden in their scarlet
Or white woollen caps, whilst playing
At a marriage, in the markct.
Still they play'd regardless of me,
And I saw how the enamour’d
Mouse-prince knelt pthctically
To the fair cat-emperor’s d: ighter.
Poor young prince!  Alas! he's married
To the beauty. She morosely
‘Wrangles, bites him, and they eats him;
When he’s dead, the giige is over.
Almost all the day I Linger'd
With the childres, and we chatted
Like old friends. They fain would ask me
‘Who I was, and what my business.
“ Dear%young friends, my native country
« Is eall’d Germany,” T told them :
¢ Bears aure found there in abundance,
¢ And my business is bear-hunting.
* There I've torn the skin from many
¢t Of their bearish cars, and sometimes
“ Found myself full soroly handled
“ By the paws of Master Bruin.
“ Yet with ill-lick'd doltards’daily
“ 1 was foreed to keep on wrangling
“ In my own dear home, and found it
¢ Get af length, beyond all bearing.
* And accordingly here came I, .
** Some more noble prey desiring,
“ And I fain woul® try my forces
¢ 'Gainst thoe mighty Atta Troll,
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“ He’s a noble adversary,

¢ Worthy of me. Ah! I often

“ Have in Germany been victor,
* When my victory ashamed me.”

When I took my leave, around me
Danced tho pretty little beings
In a rondo, whilkt thus sang they :
¢« @irofflino, Girofflette !”

Full of charming impudence

Stepp'd at last the youngest tow’rds me,
Bowing lowly twice, thrice, four times,
While with pleasing voice thus sang she :

“ When the king 1 chance to meet with,

¢ Then I make him two low curtsies ;

“ When thegueen I chance to meet with,,
¢ Then 1 mako Ler curtsies three.

“ But whene'er the devil happens

“ With his borns tp come across me,

“ Then I curts’c%vicc , thrice, four times —
« Girofflino, "Gitoffletic 1"

“ Girofflino, Girofflette '

Sang the chorus, ard with bant'ring
Round my legs kopt gaily whirlin,

With their circling dance and sing-song.

Whilst descending to the valley .
That swoet echo still pursued me
Evermore, like birds’ soft chirping :
¢ Girofflino, Girofflette!”

CAPUT XV.

ROCKY Blocks, of size gigantic,
' All-misshapen and distorted,
(Gaze upon me like fierce monsters
Tuw’d to stone, from times primeval.

Btrange the sight! Groy cloufls are hov'ring
High above me, like their double; ,

They’re the pallid counterfeit

Of those wild and stuay figuree.
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In the distance roars the streamlet,

And the wind howls through the fir-trees ;
*Tis & noiso inexorable,

And as wretched as despair.

Solitude most terrible !

Troops of jackdaws black are sitting

On the baiter’d crumbling fir-trees,
Fluttering with their lalne wings strangely,
Close beside me goes Lascaro,

Pale and silent,—I myseclf, too,

Looking like incarnate madness,

With grim death as my companion,

Wild and wretched is the courtry ;

Lies it ‘neath a curse? Methinks I

On the roots of yonder Atunted

Treo can marks of bldod diggover.

It o'ershadoweth a cottage, *
Which is modestly half-hidden

In the carth; with mcek entreaty
Beems its thatch to gazc upon thee.
They who this poor co.dphabit
Are Cagols,* surviving relifs

Of a race that deep in darkness
Lives a sad despised existence.

=3n, the hearts of the Biscayans
Still iserooted fast the loathing
Of Cagots, dark heritago
From dark days of superstition.
In Bagnéres cathedral cven
Is a narrow grated entranco; .
This, the sacristan inform’d me,
Was the door Cagots went in at.
Once to them all other ingress
To the church was interdictéd,
And by stealth they had to enter
In God's holy house, like felons.
There, gpon adowly footstool,
Sat the poer Cagots, and pray’d there
All alone,-—as though ‘infected,
Sever'd from the, congregation.

* A race not unlike the Orétins.
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But the consecrated tapers

Of this century flare brightly,
And their lustre scares the evil
Shadows of the middle ages!

8o outside remained Lascaro,
Whilst 1 the Cagot’s poor cottago
Enter’d, and my dhand extonded
Kindly to my sufi’ring brother.

Anda I also kis+'d bis infant,
Who close-clinging to the bo om
Of his wife, suck’d greedily,
Looking like & sickly spider.

CAPUT XVL
' HEN thou sct’st yon mountain summits
From a distance, they o gleaming

As {hough deck’d with gol® uid purple,
Proud and prinecly in the sunlight.

But when close atand  this splendour
Vanishes, and 1 other

Earthly loveliness and glory,

"Tas tho play of lights d8ceived thee.

‘What to theo scem’d gold and purple

Is, alas! but comnon snow, -
Common snow, whivh, pale and wretched,
Lives a weary lifv and lonely.

Just above mo hoard I plainly *
How the hapless snow was crackling,
To the heartless cold winds telling
All the tale of its whito sorrows.

“ (), how slowly pass here,” sigh’d it,

¢ Tn the desert waste the bours!

% () theso hours that scens quite endless,
¢ T 'ke cternities hard f) ,zen!

3 *
¢ Hapless snow! O had I only,
% ’Stead of on these mountain summits,
¢ Fallen into yonder « 1llpy, o
% Yonder vale, wher« How'rs are blooming,
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L]
¢ Then should T have softly melted,
¢ And become a brook, whilst fairest
¢ Village maidens in my waters
“ Would bave washed their smiling faces.

¢ Yes, perchance I should have floated
¢ To the ocoan, there becoming

“ Some fair pearl, and sp be destin’d

“ To adorn o’ monarch’s crown !”

When I heard this pretty language,
Said 1: ¢ Darling snow, I'm doubtful
¢ Whether such a brilliant future

¢ Would have met thee in the valley.

¢ Clomfort take ! But few, amongst you
“Turn to pea.r]‘; ; t.]mu wouldst have fallen
“Probubly in some small poddle,

“ And bocome a picee of dirt}”

Whilst I in this friendly fashion
With the snow held conversation,
Came a shot, and from above me
Fhl to carth a tawny vuiwous.

"T'was a joke of friend T.ascaro,

Sportsman’s joke; and yet his features
tti]l continued tix’d and solemn,

His gum-barrcl only smoking.

He in silence tore a feather

From the bird’s tail, and then stuck it
On the top of his peak’d felt-hat,
And then hasten’d on as usual. *

‘Wellnigh ghostly *twas to seo him,
As his shadow with tho feather

On the white snow of the moeuntain,
Black and long, was onward moving.

CAPUT XVII.
LIKE’ a.streot there runs valley,
Known by name of Spirit-Hollow;
Rugged ¢liffs on cither side of’t
'Rme to glddy eidvation,
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On the widest, stcepest slope there,
Peers Uraca’s daring cottage

Like a watch-low’r o’er the valley ;
Thither follow’d I Lascaro.

‘With his mother held he counsel

In mysterious signal-languago,

As to how great, Atta Troll

Might be best allur’d and vanquish’d.

For we had cxplored his traces
Curofully, and he no longer

Could cscape us. Now are number'd,
Atta Troll, thy days on carth

As to whether 61d Uraca
Was in truth o enighty witch
<Oy distinction, as the people
In the Pyrgices asserted,

T’ll not venture to determitie ;

This much know I, her exterior

‘Was suspicious, and susprcious

‘Was her red eyegp cons=tant dripping.
Evil was herr i?{k, and squinting,
And tho poor cows (‘tig reported)
‘Whom she look’d on, in their udders
Had the milk dried suddenly.

It is cven said that many .
Fatted swine and strongest oxen

She had put to death, by merely.
Stroking with her wither'd hunds.

She at times for such offences
Was exposed to accusations
To the justice. But tho lutter
‘Was a follower of Voltaire,

. Just & modern, shallow worldling,

Void of faith and penctration,

And the’ accusers sceptically

 Were dismiss’d, wellnigh with iggult.

. Publicly Uraca follow’d .

-Quite an honest ocenpation,

: Namely, selling mouutain-sim; lns

 And stuﬂ'd blrds te; those who sought them.
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Full her cottage was of suchlike
Curiosities, and frightful

Was the smell of fungi in it,
Cuckoo-flow’rs and elderberries.

There was quite a fine collection

Of the vulture tribe display’'d there,
With their wings extended fully,

And their mdnstrous beaks projecting,

Was’t the strange plants’ smell that mounted
To my head and stupified me?

Wondrous feelings stole across me,

As I gazed upon those birds.

They’re perchance enchanted mortals,
Who, by magic art o’exrpower’d,

To the wretched stuffd condition

Of poor birds have been coftyerted.

Fixedly they szaze upon me,
Sadly, yot with much impaticnce;
Often they appear to throw
Tow'rd the witch shy ~lances also.

But the latter, old Uracaj—=
Closo beside her gon Lascaro
Cowers in the chimney corner,

- Mflting lIcad aud casting bullets,—

Bulletw that by fate arc destined
To destroy poor Atta Troll.

How the flames with hasty motion
Quiver o'er the witch’s features !

She inccssantly keops moving

Her thin lips, but nothing'says she;
Mutters she the witches’ blessing,
That the casting be successful 2

Oft she chuckles and oft nods she
To Ler son, but he continues
Earnestly his occupation,

And agsilently as Death.

Swelt’'ring "neath my awe-struck feelings,
To the window went I, seeking

For fresh air, apd then look’d downward
O’er the valley far below me,
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What I saw on that oceasion
"I'ween the hours of twelve and one,
I will faithfully and neatly

Tell you in the following chapters.

CAPUT XVIIT.

ND it was the time of full moon
On St. Jolfu the Baptist’r evening,
‘When the wild hunt’s apparition
Rush'd along the Spirit-tollow.

From the window of Uraca’s
Witchlike hut I cxeellently
Could observe the spirit-urmy
As it sped aloug the valley.

“Capital the place P stood in

For observing what was passing ;
I enjoy'd a full sight of tit
Grave-avison dead men's pastime.

Cracking whips, gnd «lwuts and halloing,
Yelping dog @ neishing horses,

Notes of hunting-horns and laughter,
ow they joyously re-echoced !

On in front by wuy of vanguard

Ran the wondrous game they hupted;
Stag and sow, in herds enormous,
With the pack of houuds behind them.

Huntsmen out of every region®
Aund of.every age were gather'd;
Hard by Nimrod of Assyria,
For example, rode Charles X—.

High upon éheir snowy horses

"On they rush’d ; on foot there follow’d
The piqueurs, the leashes holding,
Avd the pages with the torches,
‘ * -

» Many in the wild procession .

‘Beem’d to me well-kuown,  The horseman

‘In the golden glist ning armour,—*

i Was he not the grc.w King Arthur ?
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And Sir Ogier, he of Denmark,
Wore he not his green and glancing
Coat of ringéd mail, that gave him
All the’ appearance of a frog ?

Tn the long train alsg saw I
Many intellectuul heroes ;
"I'nere I 1ccognmml our Wolfgang,
By his eyes’ txceeding fustro.
Being damn’d by Hengstenberg,
In lus grave he cannot slumber,
But his carthly love for hunting
With the heathen throng continues.
By his mouth’s sweet smile T also
Knew again the worthy William,*
Whom the Puritans had likewise ,
Cursed with bitterness ; thig sinner
*Needs must _]nm at night that savage

Army, on a black stocd mounted ;
On an ass, and close beside him
Rode a man,—and, O good heavens,
By his weary, praying ¢ r*cstm es,
By his pious snow-whito mg_ﬂltcap.
By his grief of seul, T straightway
Knew our old fm'und, Francis Horn!

+ o ot for writing commentarics
On the*world-child Shakespear, must he
After death, poor fellow, with him
Ride amidst tho wild hunt’s twnult!
Ah! he now must ride, poor Francis,
Who to walk was well-nigh frighten’d ;
‘Who ne’er moved, except when pmymg,
Or when Lha.ttmg o’cr the tea-tray!
‘Would not all the aged maidens,
Long accustomod to carcss Bim,
Shudder if they came to hear that
Francis was o savage huntsman !
When ke breaks into a gullop,
The great William with derision
Looks on his poor commentator
Who at donkey’s pace goes after,

* Shakespoar,
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Helplessly and wildly clinging
To the pommel of his donkey,
Yet in death as well as lifetime
Following faithfully his author,

Many ladies saw I also

In the spirits’ wild procession,

Many beauteous,nymphs amougst the
With their slender, youthful figures.

They astraddle sat their horses,
Mythologicully naked ;

Yet their long and curling tresses
Fell low down, like golden mavtles.

Garlands on thejr heads they earried,
LArd with saucy backward-bending
Superciliov:lgcwanton postures

Leafy wands kept ever swipgiag,

Hard beside them saw T certain
Closely-button’d dames em horseback,
On their laflies” saddles. sitting

With their feksons on thoir fists.

As in parody behind them

On their knackers, lanky ponies,
Rode a troop of gay bedizen’d .
Women, looking like comedians. =

Full of beauty were their features,
But perchance a little bold ;

Madly wore they shouting with their
Cheeks s0 full and wanton-painted.

How they joyously re-echocd,

Notes of hunting-horns and laughter,
Yelping dogk and neighing horses,
Cracking whips and shouts and halloi

CAPUT XIX,

[ e
TP UT, resombling beaaty's trefoil,
In the midst of the procession
Figures three I noticd 3, ne'er I
Can forget those lovely women,
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Easily the first one knew I

By the crescent on her forehead ;

Like a statue pure, all-proudly

Onward rode the mighty goddess.

High up-turn’d appear’d her tunic,

Half hor breast and hip disclosing ;
Torehlight, moonlight both were playing
Gaily round her snowy ‘members.

‘White as marble were her features,
Cold as marble too; and fearful
‘Was the numbness and the paleness
Of that face, so stern and noblc.

Yet within her black cye plainly

Terribly but sweetly sparkled

A mysterious, glowing fire, -
_Spirit-dazzling and consumeng.

0, how alter’d was Diana

‘Who, with haughty chastity,

To a stag once turn’d Acteon,

And as prey to dogs abandon'd!

Boes she oxpiate this criiae. mow
Join'd 1o these gallant companions ?
Like a wretched spectral creaturc

. Nightly through the air she travels.
Lad, indeed, but all the stronger
She to thoughts of lust awakeuns,
And within her cyes ’tis burning,
Like a very brand of hell.

All the lost tinie now laments she,
When mankind were far more handsomo,
And by quantity perchance she

Now makes up for quality.

Close beside her rode a bealty
Whose fair features were not chisell’d
In such Grocian muuld yet glisten’d
With the Celtic race’s charms,

This one was the fay Abuude,

‘Whom I easily distingnish’d

By the sweetnosg of her smile,

And her mad and hearty laughter!

£3 »
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Hale and rosy were her features,

As though limn'd by Master Greuze;
Heart-shaped was her mouth, and open,
Showing tecth of dazzling whiteness.
Night-dress blue and flutt'ring wore she,
That the wind to lift attempted ;

Evon in my brightest visions

Nover suw I such fair shoulders!
Searcely could T keep from springing
Out of window to embrace thom

111 should 1 have fured, however,

For my neck should 1 have breken.

She, alas! wonld but have 1ithaxr'd
If before ber feel. all-bleeding,
e bt doep abyss J tubled, -

Al! a laugk Tike this well know It
And the third of those fai® women,
Who so deeply stive’d thy bosom,— -
‘Was she but a female de vil

Like the other two firet wmoention’d ?
‘Whether demii™she or angel,

Know I not; in case of women

One knows never where the angel
Ceases, and the dowee cotamences.
On her glowing sickly foatm s o
Lay au oriental charm,

And her costly robes reminded
Of Schehezerade’s sy set storigs.
Soft hey lips, just hike pomegranates,
And her nose a bending lily.

And her memboers cool and slender
As the palms iu the oasis.

On a snowy palfrey sat she,

Whose gold bridle by two negroes
‘Was conducted, who on foot

By the princess’ side werg walking,
And in truth she was o princefs,
Was the aucen of far Judma, R
Was the lovely wife «f ¥lerod,
MWho the Baptist’s b :1d demandeds
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For this deed of blood she also

‘Was accurs’d, and as a spectre

With the wild hunt must keep riding,
Even to the day of judgment.

In her hands sho evermore

Bears the charger with the Baptist's
Head upon it, which she kisses,—

Yes, the head she kissos wildly.

For sho once loved John the Baptist;

In the Bible ’tis not written,

Yet in popular tradition

Lives IHerodias’ bloody love.

Otherwise there's no explaining

That strange faucy of the lady,—

Would a woman ever gsk for C o
That man’s head for whom sy, cared not ¢

Bhe was somewhat angry, may be,
With Lim,— had him. too, hcheaded ;
But when she upon the charger

Saw the much-loved head lie lifeless,

B8re she wept, and lost b .mmaes,
And ghe died of lyve’s delirium.
(Love's deliviun ! Pleonasm !
Love must alwu s be delirinm !)
Evorpaight avising, hears she

As Y've said, the bloody head

In her hand as she goes hunting,
Yot with foolish woman's fancy

She at times the head hurls from her
Through thoe air, with childish laughter,
Aud then eatches it again

Very nimbly, like a plaything.

And us she was riding by we.

On me look’d she, and she noddoed

2o coquettishly and fondly,

That my inmost heart was shaken,

Three timea up and downwurd moving
The procession pass’'d, and three times
Did tife lovcly apoerition

Greet me, as she rode before me.
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When the train at last had faded,
And the tumult was oxtinguish'd,
Still that loving salutation
Glow’d within my inmost brain.

And throughout the livelong night
I my weary limbs kept tossing

On the straw (for feather heds
Were not in Uraca’s cottngo),

And methought: What meaning was thers
In that strange, mysterious n«dding
Wherefere didst thou gaze upon me

‘With such tenderness, Herodiuw ?

CAPUT XX,

TWAQ the suntise. Golden arrows
Shot* against the white mist fiercely,
‘Which turr’d red, as thoulrh sore wounded,
And in light and glory melted.

Finally the victory’s won,

And the dygdhe trin.phator,

Stood, in full and bewning splendour,
On the summit of the wountain.

All the birds in noisy chorus
Twitter'd in their secret nests,
And a smell of herbs arose too,
Like a concert of swect odours. |

At the earliest dawn of morning
To the valley we descended,

And whilst friend Lascaro follow'd
On the traces of the bear,

I the time tc kill attempted

With my thoughts, and yct this thinking
Made me at the last quite weary,

A:d a little mournful ¢+ en.

, Weary, then, and mournful sank I

'On the soft moss-bank beside me.
" Under yonder mighty gsh-tree,

- Where tho little str-urlet flow'd,
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Which, with its mysterious plashing
So mysteriously befool'd mo,

That all thoughts and power of thinking
From my spirit pass'd away.

And a raging yearning seized me
For a dreaw, for death, fiv madness,
For that woman-rider, whom I

In the spirit-march had seen.

0 yé lovely nightly faces,

Scared away by beams of morning,
Tell me, whither have ye fleetod ?
Tell me, where ye dwell at daytime ?
TUnder olden temples’ ruins,

Far away in the Romagna

(So ig said) Diana rcﬁlgn

Seclks by day from Christ's ot union,
Only in the midnight darkness

From her hiding place she ventares,
And rejoices in the chaso

With her heathenish companions.

eind the beantoous fay Abupde

Of the Nuzarenes is fearful, *

And throughont the day she lingers
Safe within hev Avalan.

g fair il Lies decp-hidden

Far off, in the silent ocoan

Of romance, that none can reach save
On the fubled horse's pinions,

Novor there casts eare its anchor,
Never there appears o steamner, ¢
Full of wonder-secking blockheads,
Witk tobaceo-pipes in mouth.

Never reaches there the langnid
Sound of bells, so dull and tedions,—
That ineessant bim-bom clatter
Which the fairies so detest.

There, ig never-troubled plensure,
And in youth cternal blovming,

Stilt resides the joyous lady,

Our blond dame, the fay Abunde,
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Laughingly her walks there takes she
Under lofty heliotropes,

With her talking train beside her,
World-departed Paladins.

Well, and thou, Herodias, prythee
Say where art thou? Ah, T know it,
Thou art dead, and liest buriud

By the town Jerusalem! .

Stifily sleeps by day thy body,

In its marble coffin prison'd :

Yet the cracking whips and t.nlloing
Walken thec at widnight’s hoar,

And the wild array thou followost
With Diana and Abnnde,
Witl. “hv merry lunting comrade 8,

Who huld“‘%qbs and’pain detested.

O what sweet socicty !

Could T hunt with you bw msoht-tlm(,
Through the forests ! By thy side
Always would I ride, Porodias!

For ’tis thee J dove the dearest!
More thun yonder Groeian goddess, .
More than youder Northibrn fairy,
Love T thee, thou Jewess dead !

Yos, I love thee!  Well T know iy - =
By the trembling of miy spirit ;

Love thou me, and be my dullulg,
Sweet Herodias, beautcous wolan

T'in the yery knight thou wantest !
Little trily it concerns me

That thou'rt dead and damn’d already,
For I'm free from prejudices.

My own happiness ’tis oply

That concerns me, and at times I
Feel inclined to doubt it truly

T- the living I belong’

Take me as thy knight, I pray.thee
As thy Cavalicr servente,

And thy mantle will 1 earry

‘and e€'cn all thy whiuns put up w1th.
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Every night I'll ride beside thee,
With the army wild carecring
Merrily we F11 talk and lu.ugh thon
At my frenzied conversation.

Thus the time T'll shorten for thee
In the night ; but yet by day-time
All our joy will fly, and woeping
On that grave I'll také my scat.

les, I'll sit by day-time weeping
On the regal vault’s sad ruins,

On the grave of thee, my loved one,
By the town Jcrusalem.

Aged Jews, who chance to pass me,
Then will surcly think T'm bonomng
For the temple’s degolation,

And the town Jerusatem. s

® CAPUT XXI.
RGONAUTS withont a ghip,

14X Who on foot the mountain visit,
eAnd instead of golden flecees

Aim at nothing but a bear’s skin,—
We're, alas ! poor devils only,

Heroes of o rundern fashion,

47 no classic poet ever

Will in song immortalize us.

Yet we notwithstanding suffer’d
Serious hardships! O what rain

Fell upon us on the summit,

‘Where no tree or hackney-coach was!

Ficrce the storm, its bonds were broken,
And in buckets it descended ;

Jason surcly was at Cole s

Never dreneh’d in such a show’r-buth !

“ An umbrella! Gladly would I
“Give you mx-.md—tlurty kings*
“ For'the lodn of ono wmbrella 17

Cried I,—and the water dripp'd still.

* Allndmg to the large number of petty statey into whick
Germany is divided.
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Fagg'd to death, and out of temper.
We return’d, like half-drown’d puppies
Latc at night, as best wo couid,

To the witcl’s lofty cottage.

There beside the glowing fire-place

Sat Uraca, busy conbing

Her great fat and ugly pug-dog;
Quickly she dismiss'd the latter,

To attend to us instead,

Aud my bed she soon got ready,
Looscening fivst iy espardilles,

Thut uncomfortable foot-gear---

Help'd me to andress, my steesings
Pulling off; 1 found thew sticking

B my k. grs, as closp and faithind

As the fricndship of a blockhead.

¢« Quick ! a dressing-gown ¢ 1'd give you
¢ Six-amd-thirty kings for only

« One dry dressing-gown 1”7 exelaim’d T,

As my wet shirt stean. d upon me.

Freezing an® ®ith ¢ attering tecth, | )

Stoud awhile upon the hearth ;

3y the five then driven senseloss
On the straw at length 1 sank.

ut 1 slept not. Biinking look’d< -
On the witch, who by the chimney
Sat. and held the head and shoulders
Of her son upon her lap,

Helping o undress him,  Near her
Stood upright her ugly pug-dog,
And he in his front paw managed
Cleverly to hold a pot.

From the pot Uraca tork some
Reddish fat, and with it rubb’d the
Ribs and bosom of her xon,
hubbing hastily, with trembling.

And while rubbing hita and salving,

She a cradle-song was humming |
Through lLer nose. whilgt strangely crackled
On the hearth the -uddy flames.
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Like a corpse, all yellow, bony,
On his mother’s lap the son lay
Sorrowful ag death, wide open
Starced his hollow, pallid eyes.

Is he truly but o dead man

Who each night by love maternal
Hath a life enchanted giv'n him

Dy the aid of strongestewitch-salve?
Wortdrous the half-sleep of fever,
Where the Jeaden libs feol weary
As though fotter’d, aud the senses
O'er-cxeited, wide awake!

How the herb-smell in the ehamber
Troubled me ! With painful effort
Thought I where I had already
Swmelt the sume, but ¥ain my “ionghts were.

How the wing a-down the chimney
Gave me pain!  Like sighs it sounded
Of dejected dried-up spivits,—

Like the sound of well-known voicos,
Most of all was 1 tormentad,

By the stuff’d Lirds, which were standing
On a shelf above my head,

Near the place where T was lying,

Tl g their wings were slowly flapping
And with awfal motion, bending
Downward tow'rd me, forward pushing
Their long heaks, like human noscs.
Ah! where have 1 seen already

Noses such as these? At Hanbrg,
Or at Frankfort, in the Jews' street ?
Sad the glimmering recolloction !

Lot Jast was oveppower'd o

Quite by slecp, and in the place of
Wakeful, terrible phantasinas,

Came a lealtlful, steady dream,

And 1 dregmt that this poor cottage
Suddenly becawe o ball-room

Which by eolumns was supported,
And by candelabru lighted. ’
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Some invisible musicians

Play'd from out Rolert-le-Diable
That fine crazy dance of nuns;
All alone I wall’d about there.

But at length the doors were open’d,
Open'd wide and then advanced
‘With a step both slow and statcly
Guests of wonderful appearanco.

They were solely bears and spirits ¢
Walking bolt upright, each bear
Led a spirit ag his partner,

In a snow-white grave-cloth hidden.

In this mauner pair'd, began they
Waltzing up and down with vigour

Ip biw-higl. The: sight was curious,
Laughablésbat also fearful !

For the ankward bears sooy iound it
Diffienlt to keep in step

With the white and airy figures,
Who whirl'd round with easy motion.

But those panreunhappy creatures
Were incxorably driven,

And their snorting overpower’d
Ken the’ orchestial double buss.

Oftentimes one couple jostled .7
"(zainst another, and the bear

Gave the spirit that had push’d him
Some hard kicks on his hind quattors.
Often in the dance’s bustle
Would & bear tear off the shroud
From the head of his companion,
Aud a death’s head was disclosed theu.
But at length with joyous uproar
Crash'd the trumpets aw! tho cymbals,
And the kettle-drums loud thunder’d,
£.ad there came the gallopade.

To the end of this T dreamt not,—
For a stupid clumsy Lear

Trod upon my corns, and made me'
Cry aloud, and go «woké me.
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CAPUT XXII.
PHCEBU,S in his sunny droschka

Tash’d his flaming horscs onwards,
And hod half his course alrcady
Through the spacious heaveus completed,

Whilst I still in slumber lay,

And of bears and spiriss, strangely
Intertwining with cach other

In quaint arabesque, was dreaming.

Midday ’twas erc T awakeu'd,
And I found myself alone;
Both my hostess and Lascaro
For the chaso had started carly.

In the hut the pug-dog ouly  ~
Still remain’d.  Beside tht wazth he
Stood upright before the kettle,
While his paws o spoon were holding.

Admirably had they taught him
o« Whensoe'er the broth boil'd over
Hastily to stir it round, °
Anfl to skim away the bubblcs.

But am I my« If bewiteh'd ?

C-still blazes there the fever

In my head ? T seavee can eredib
My own cars—the pug-dog’s talking !

Yes, ho's talking, and his accent

(rentle is and Swabian ; dreaming,
As though buried in decp thought,
Speaks he in the foll'wing fushion :

“ Poor unhappy Swahian poet !
“In a foreign Mnd I sadly

“ Languish, as a dog enchanted,
« And o witch’s kottle watch !

« What p shamoful sin is witcheraft!
“ O how sad, how deeply tragic

“ I¢ my fate,—with human feclings
¢ Undernoath w dog’s exterior |
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¢ Would that I at home had tarriec

“ With my trusty school companions!

* They'’re at any rate no wizards,--

“ Nc'er bowiteh’d a single being !

* Would that T at home had tarried

¢ With Churles Mayer, with the fragrant
« Wallflow’rs of my native country,

“ With its pudding-broth dclicious!

“ I’'m half dead now with nostalgin—
“ Would that I could see the smoke

“ Rising from the chimneys «hero they
“ Vermicolli cook at Stukkert !

When T heard this, deep emofion

Came across s qu]cklv sprang I

Fro; ¢ (mlch. approach’d the fireplace,
And addiy’d him With compassion :

* Noble bard, say how it happens

“ That thou'rt in this witel s cottage ?

“ Tell me wherefore have they changed thee
“ Cruelly into a pug-des ?”

DBut with joy_exelaim’’ the other: .

“ Then thou'rt really not a Frenchmau,

¢ But a German, nnderstanding

“ All my silent nwnologue ?

 Ah, dear countryiran! how sad that
« Counc'Nor-of-legation Kolle,

* When we o'cr our pipes and glasses
« Held discussions in the beershop,

« Always harp'd upon the thesis

« That by travelling alone we

“ (Yonld obtain that polish. which he
“ Had from forcign lands muported!

“ So, that T 1wight wipe away all
« That raw crust which ctuck nupon me,
“ And like Kolle might acquire
“ Wlegant and polish’d wanners,

¢ From my country I -loparted,
“ And while thus the grand tour makmg.

% Came I to the Pyreuees,

¢ To the cottage of Uraci.
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¢ T an introduction brought her

. “« From Justinus Kerner*, never
« Thinking that this so-called fricnd
“ Was in wicked league with witches.

“ Kindly welcomed me Uraca,

¢ Yet, to my alarm, her fricndship
“ Kept on growing, till converted
* At the lasteto sensual passion,

-
“ Yes, immodoesty still flicker’d
“ Wildly in the wither’d bosomn
“ Of this wretehed, worthless woman,
* And she now must necads seduee me !

“ Yet implored 1: ¢ AL, excuse me,
¢+ Worthy madam! I'm*no frivieuas
« < Gocethe’s prpil, bk helong

* ¢To the poct-school ot Swhi .

¢ Modesty’s the mnse wo worship,

« ¢ And the drawers she wears are made of
© ¢ Thickest leather-——Ah, good madam,

“of Do not violate my virtue!

- -
¢« Ogher poets boust of genins,
« « Others fancy, others passion,
“« But the prilde of Swabian pocts
¢« ¢ T ospecially their virtue.

“ ¢ That's the only wealth we boast of !
“* Do not rob me of the modest

“ ¢ And religious siuple gurment

“ ¢ Which my nakedness doth cover !

« Thus T spoke, and yot the woman

¢ Smiled ironically ; smiling

“ She a switch of mistletoo

“ Took, and then gny head tomel’d with it.

¢ Thereupon 1 felt a chilly

¢ Strange scnsation, like a goose-skin

¢ Being o’cr my members drawn ;

“ Yet in truth a goosc-gkin 'twas not—

* A well-known poet and physician, born in 1786, and
twunder of the so-culled Mudiérn Swabiau School of Potry.
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“ On the contrary, a dog-skin

“ Was it rather ; since that fcarful
“ Moment have I been conwerted

“ As thou soc’st mo, to a pug-dog!”

Poor young fellow! Throngh his sobbing
Not a word more could he utter ;

And he wept with so much fervour,

That in tears wetlnigh disselved he.

¢« Liston now,” I said with pity :

“ Can 1 possibly relieve vem

« Of your dog-skin, and resiore yon
“ T'o humanity and verscs 27

But the other raised his paws up

In the air disconsolately

And wiringly ; st longih he

Spake with sighing and with groauning:

“ Till the Judgment Day.salas! 1
¢« In this dog-skin must be prison’d,
« If 'm freed not fron' ¢cnchantment
* By a virgin's sclf-d: votion.

“ Yes, a pute unsullicd- virgin,

“ Who ne’er touch’d a human being,
““ And the following condition

¢ Truly kecpn, alene can free me

¢ This unsullied virgin must,

“In the night of Saint Sylvester,

“ Read Gustavus Pfizer’s* poerus,

* And not go to sleep one moment !

¢ If sho keeps awake while reading,
“ And hor modest cye ne’cr closes,—
¢ Then shall T be disenchunted,

1

“ Be a man,--ycs, bo nndoggd!

« In that case, good fri::nd,” replied I,
“ T at any ratc can never

¢ Undortake to disen hant you,

* For I'm no unsulli..l virgin ;

* A voluminous writer, born ut Btattgardt in 1807. He at
tack: d Heino’s School of Poetry and was upald by Heine in the
same goin,
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« And still less should I be able
¢ To fulfil the task of reading
¢ All Gustawas Pfizer's pocms,
“ And not fall aslcep instunter !”

CAPUT XXIIL

ROM the witch’s entcrtainment,
To tho #alley we Gescended,
Andwur footsteps to the region
Of the Positive return’d.

Hence, yo spirits! Nightly spectres !
Aidry figures! Fev'rish visions!

We find rational ecmployment

*Once again with Atta roll.

In the cavorn, by hie young or%,
Lies the 0ld bear, soundly &ic qug,
“With tae snowe of coascious virtne,
And at leagth ho wakes with gaping.

Necar him squats young Master One-ear,
4nd his head he’s gently seratching,
Liko a bard whohe rhyme is wautxng,
And’upon his paws he’s scanning.

Likewise by ilioir father’s side
On-their backs arc dreaming lying
Innocent four-footed lilios,

Atta Troll’s beloved daughtors.

Say, what tender thoughts are pining

In the softly blooming spirits

Of these snowy young bear-virgins ?
Moist with tears their eyes are glistning,

Most of all appears the youpgest
Deeply moved. * Within her bosom
She a blissful twingo is fecling,

And to Cupid’s might succumbs she.

‘Yes, that,littlc god’s sharp arrovs
Through her thick skin penetrated
‘Whéh she saw Him—O, good heavens
Him she loves, 4 living man is !
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Is a man, yclept Schnapphahunski ;—
‘Whilst before his foes retreating

I arrived by chance one morning
At the mountain in his flight.

Woces of heroes touch all women,
And within our hero’s features
‘Were depicted want of moncy,
Pale distress and’ gloomny sofrow.

All his military chest,
Two-and-twenty silvor gros-hen,
Which he had when Spain he enter'd,
Was the prey of Espartero.

I’en his wateh was not proscrved him,
But remain'd at Punpeluna

In o pawtgshop.  "Pwas an hcirloom,
Costly and™of' genuine silver. .

And with long legs swifily Tan he,

But unconscicnsly whilst running

‘Won he something thoi s far better
Than the best of fight . —a heart ! .

Yo, she lovos him, him, the archfoe!
O thou most unhappy bearess!

If thy father knew the sceret,

IIe would growl in frighttul fashion.

As the aged Odoardo? ’
Stabb’d Emilia Gulotti

In bis pride of citizenship,

So would also Atta Troll °
Sooncr htwve destroy’d his daughter,
Yer, with his own paws destroy’d her
Than permitted her to tunible

In the arms of any monsrch

Yet he at this very momunt

Is of tender disposition,

WV ith no wish to erush 4 rosebud
Erce the hurricane has stripp’d it.}

* Bee Lessing's “ Kmilin Galos” ¢
+ See the concluding words of the last scene but one of the
above play.
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Ah! conceal’d there was Lascaro

With his musket, and he shot him
Through tho middle of his heart, whence
Gush’d a ruddy stream of blood.

Once or twice his head he waggled,
But at last with heavy groaning

Fell he down, and wildly gusp’d he,
And {lis latest sigh was®—¢ Mumima

Thus the noble hero fell ;

Thus he dicd. And yet ninmortal
‘Will he in the poet’s nmubers
After death arisc in glory.

»

es, he’ll rise again in numbers,

« (1 his glory, grown colossal, |

¢ TTmur-footed solemn trochoeo.

~¢ Ovor A Faco 'of' curth stride proudly.

:: X(nl(} % 31;61:] Puvuriu’s monarch
« Undernc f:h he Wulhuillu..,
Cubll & 1+ ngeription,

® I'rom the branghes: : .
¢ Tgickled down sonse «
¢ Gliding in wv open wupnlse s

i) ~ -
“ And I felt o sweet enjoymd
« Ae T Dlissfully peer’d upwards, »,
¢ Saw T on the very tree top
¢ Scven tiny little bears
¢ Sliding up and down the branches.
¢« Tender, pretty little creatures,
“ With a skin of rosc-red colours
¢ While, like silk, from their dear shoulders
< Hung a something, like two pinions.
“ Yes, those rosg-red little bears
¢ Were adorn’d with silken pinions,
« And with sweel celestial voieos,
¢« Sounding lil‘m a flute’s notes, sang they !
¢ As they sang. my skin tnrn’d ico-cold,
« And from out my skin there mounted,
« Like a roaring flatne, my spirit,
¢ Radiantly to ﬁeaven ascending.”—
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Is a man, yclept Schnapphahnski ;—
‘Whilst before his foes retreating

Ile arrived by chance one miorning
At the mountain in his flight.

Woes of heroes touch all women,
And within our hero’s teatures

Were depicted want of money,

Pule distress and’ gloomy sofrow.

A1l his military choest,
T'wo-and-twenty silver grosoien,
Which he had when Spain he snter’d,
Was the prey of Espartcero.

E'en his watch was not proseryvod i,
But remain’d ot Pampeluna

In a pawligshop. “Fwas an heirloow
Costly and™of genuine silver.

And with long logs sawiftly “run ?
But unconsecicusly whilst rp-
Won he something that 5.9

Than tho best of ﬁg]ﬂ*zl where whilome «

Yos, she loves himhappy nephow
O thou most unl life surrender’d,
f ather 1
%{eﬂév):,ifg ;3, fell poor Atta Trol_l,
. 1cll by cununing, likoe him
As thiin the base cquestrian Judas,
Ganclon of Muinz, betrayed.

Ah ! that noblest bear’s-cmotion,
Namely his uxorious feelings,
‘Was a snare which old Uraca
Cunningly avail’d herself of.

She the growl of swarthy Mumma
Copied with such great perfection,
That poor Atta Troll was tempted
Out of his secure beus s-cavern.

On the wings of yoavning ran he
Through the vale. oft stood he, gently
Snuffing at a rock in silence,

Thinking Mumu:» was conceal’d there.
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Abh! conceal’d there was Lascaro

With his musket, and he shot him
Through themiddle of his heart, whenco
Gush’d a ruddy strcam of blood.

Once or twice his head he waggled,
But at lust with heavy grosning

Foll he down, and wildly gasp’d he,
And his latest sigh was®—¢ Mumma

Thus the noble hero fell

Thus he died. And yct immortal
‘Will he in the poot’s numbers
After death arisc in glory.

»

Yes, hell rise again in pumbers,
And his glory, grown colossal, |

On four-footed H()lODlD tr ncbu‘

O’er the face :Jf earth stride proudly.

And his tomb Bavaria’s monarch
Will crect in the Walhalla,
‘Writing on it this inscription,
M true lapidary style : .

«“ Afta Troll : a bear of finpulse ;
¢ Devoteo : a loving husband ;

« Full of sans-culottic notions,

“ Thanks to the prevailing fashion.

“ Wretched dancer ; strong opinions
“ Bearing in his shaggy bosom ;
« Often stinking very badly ;

¢ Talentless ; a character !

CAPUT XXV.

HREE-and-thirty aged women,
‘Wearing o1l their hends the scarlet
014 Bikcayan caps we read of,
Stood around the village cntrance.

One, like Deborah, amongst them
Beat the tambourine, and danced too,
And ‘she sang a song of triumph

O’er Lascaro, thé¢ bear-slayer.
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Four strong men apon their shoulders

Bore the vanguish’d bear in triumph ;
Upright sat he on the seat, .

Like a sickly buthing pationt.

And behind, as if related

To the dead bear, went Lasearo

With Uraca : right and left she

Bow’d her thanls, though much embarrass’d,

And the Mayor’s Assistant gave them
Quite a speech before the toen hall,
When the grand procession get there,
And he spoke on many subjeets,—-
As, for instance, on the nerea, o

Of the nuwvy, on the press,

On the geighty beetroot question,

On the etsg of party spirit.

After fully illustrating

Louis Philippe’s special mnerits,

He procecded to the b ax,

And Lascaro’s great swhievement.

“ Thou, Lasearo!” eried the speaker,
As with his tricolowr'd sush be

Wiped the swead from off his forchiead,
“ Thoua, Lascaro! Thou, Lascaro!

* Thou whe bravely hast deliver'd

“ France and Spain from Atta T'roll,
“ Thou'rt the hero of both countrics,
“ Pyrencan Lafayotte I”

When Tascaro in this mamer

Heard officially his praises,

In his beard with pleasuro Inugh'd he,
And quite Llush’d with satisfuction,
And in very broken ar-cents,

One word o’cr another stumbling,
Gave Le utt’rance to his thavks

For this most exceeding honour!

Every one with deep amazement
Gazed upon this ight unwonted,
And the aged woinen mutter’d
In ularm, beneuin their breath :
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o 'Why, Lascaro hus deen laughing ! '
““ Why, Lascaro has becn blushing!

« Why, Laschro has been speaking!

« He, the dead son of the witch!”—

Atta Troll that very day was

Flay'd, and then thoy sold by auction
His poor skin, A furrier bought it
For oge hundred francs, hard money.

He most beautifully trimm’d it
With a lovely scarlet border,
nd then sold it for just double
" at it cost him in the first place.

Juliet then became its owner

At third hand, and in her bedrooin
Lies it vow in Paris. Jerving
,As a rug beside her bed.

0, with naked feet how often
Have T stood at night upon this
Earthly brown coat of my horo,
Oa the skin of Atta Troll!

And ¢’ercome by sud reflections,
Schiller’s words I then remember’d
« What in song shall be immortal

« Must in actual life first dic!”*

CAPUT XXVI,

ELL, and Mumma ? Al, poor Mumma
Ir a’woman ! Frailty

Is her name! Alas! all women

Are as frail as any porcelain.

‘When by fate’s hand she was parted
From her glorioug noble hushand,
She by no means dicd of sorrow,
Nor succumb’d to her affliction.

Or the contrary, she gaily
Went on living, went on dancing
As before, with arduur wooing
For the public’s rlm'ly plaudits.

* Sce the end of Schiller's “ Gods of Groece.”
o ! Y
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Finally she found a solid
Situation, and provision

For the whole of lifo, at Par's
In the famed Jardin des Plontes,

When I chanced the other Sunday
With my Julict to go thither

Aund expounded Nature to her.

Of the plants and beasts conversing,
Showing the giraffes and cedars ~
Of Mount Lebanon, the migl.ky
Dromedary, the gold pheasani-,
And the zcbra,—as we chatted

It so happon’d that at leugth w>
Stood before the pit’s elose railing
Where the bears are all collected, —
Gracious hoavens, what saw we there !

An enormous descrt-bear

From Siboria, white and hairy,
With a Luly-bear was playing

A too-tender game of tove there.

And the Iattgr was our Mumma!
Was the wife of Atta Troll!
Well 1 knew her by the tender
Humid glances of her eye.

Yes, "twas she ! the Houth’s black auughter !
She it was,— yeos, Madame Mumma
With a Russian is now living,

With a Northern wild barbarian !
‘With a simp’ring face a negro

‘Who approach’d us, thus address’d me :
+¢ Is therc any sight more pleasing

* Than to see two lovers happy ?”

1 replied : ** Pray tell mg whom, Sir,
¢¢ I've the honour of addressing ?”

Rut the other cried with wonder:

“ Don’t you really rccollect me ?

¢ Why, the Moorigh prince am L

" * Who in Freiligrath was drumming ;
© ¢ Things in Germary went badly,

& T was far too isc }ited.
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¢ Here, however, where as keeper
¢ T am station'd, where I'm living
“ "Mongst the lions, plants, and tigcrs
« Of my home within the tropics,

¢ Here 1 find it much more pleasant
# Than your German fairs attending,
“ Where T day by day was drumning
« Aud was fed so very tudly.

“1 (Il‘lite recently was married

Mo g fair cook from Alsatia ;

“ When within her arms reposing
#¢ Yeel T then at home completely.

“ Her dear feet remind me closely

« Of our darling elephants ;

“ When she speaks in French,-ber language
* My black mother-tongue tescmbles.

“ Oft she scofds me, and I think then

“ Of the rattling of that drum

“ Which had skulls around it hanging;
¢ Snake and Hon fled before it.

“ Yot with feelilg in the maonlight
“ Weeps she, like & crocodile

* Peeping from the tepid river
“To cnjoy a little coolness.

“ And she gives me charming tit-bits,

“ And T thrive upon them, cating

* Oneé again, as on the Niger,

* With old African enjoyment.

% T am getting fat ; my belly'’s *

“ Grown quite round, and from wy shirt it
¢ Ig projecting, like 2 black moon

¢ From the snoy-white clewds advancing.”

CAPUT XXVIL
{To Augustus Varnhagen Von Ense.)
h, )
“ HERE in heaven, Master Louis,
J ¢ Did you pick up all this crazy
* Nonsense ?”-~these the very words wers
Which the Card'nal d’Este made use of.
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‘When Le read the well-known poom
Of Orlando’s frantic doings,

Which politely Ariosto 1

To his Eminence inscribed.r

Yes, my good old friend Varnhagen,
Yos, T round thy lips see plainly
Hov’ring those cxact expressions,
By the same sly stnile attended.

Often dost thou langh whilst re:ulin';g,

Yet at intervals thy forchead

Solemnly is wrinkled over,

And these thoughts then steal sicross thee s

“ Sounds it not like those yous.y visions
“ That I dreamt onece with Chamisse,

“ And Breatano and-Fouqué,

“ In the blue snd moonlight cvenings 2¥

“ Is it not the dear notes 1ising

* From the long-lost forest (ha,pel ?

“ Sound the well-knowa cap and bells not
“ Roguishly at interv.is ?

“ In the niglitingale's sweet chorus

¢ Breaks the bear’s deep double-bass,’
“ Dull and growling, interchanging

“ In its turn with spirit-whispers !

¢ Nonsense, which pretends to wisdom!
“ Wisdom, which has turn’d quite crazy!
“ Dying sighs, which suddenly

¢¢ Into laughter ave converted ! "v—

Yes, my friend, thz sounds indeed ’tis
From the long departed dream-time ;
Save that modern quavers often
"Midst the olden keynotes jingle.

L3

Signs of trembling thou'lt discover
Here and there, despite the boasting ;
I commend this little pocm

To thy well-proved geutlentss !,

N

* This refers to the time of Fleine’s residence in dBerlin, when
!\u weag intimate with these ai«l other well-known personuges.
Sre Sketeh of his Life, ante.
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Abh! perchance it is the last free
Forest-song of the Romantic ;

In the daytime’s wild eonfusion
‘Will it sadly die away.

Other times and other birds too!
Other birds and other music!
What a crackling, like the geeso’s
‘Who prescrvéd the Capitol !

*
What'h twitt'ring! 'Tis the sparrows.
While their claws hold farthing rushlights,
Yet they're strutting like Jove's eagle
With the mighty thunderbolt!

‘What & cooing! Turtledoves ’tis;
Sick of love, they now ate hatiag,
And henceforward, "stead of Venus,
Draw the chariot of Bellona®™

What a humming, world-convulsing !
"Tis in fact the big cock-chafers
Of the springtime of the people,
Smitten with a sudden frenzy !
Other times and Jther birds too!
Other birds and other music}

They perchance could give me pleasuro
Had I only other ears !
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GERMANY.*

A WINTER TALE.

-

CAPUT [
N the mournful month of November “twas,
The winter days had returned,
The wind from the trees the {0 iage tore,
When I tow'rds Germany journied,

And when®st length to the frontier I came
1 felt & mighticr throbbive

Within my hreast, tears fill'd ray eyos,
And I wellnigh broke into sobbing.

And when T the Gormi-u language heard,
Strangoe feelings ez n other snceceding,
I folt preciscly as thougk my heart '
Right pleasantly were bleeding.
A little maiden sang to the harp g
Real feeling her song was conveying.
Though false was her voice, and yet I felt
Deep moved at hearing her playing.

She sang of love, and she sang of Jove's woes,
Of sacrifices, and mecting .

Again on high, in yon better world
Wheré vanish our sorrows so fleeting.

She sang of this carthly valley of tears,
Of joys which so soon have vanish’d,
Of yonder, where revels ¢he glorified soul
In etornal bliss, gricf being banish’d.

""he song of renunciation she sang,
The heavenly eiapopoiay

W herewith the people, the booby throng,
Are hush’d when they soothing require,

* The slightly irregulas netre of this fine poem 18 a close ccpy
of the original,
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1 know the tune, and I know the text,
I know the people who wrote it ;
I know that im sceret they drink but wine,
Aud in publéc a wickedness vote it.
A song, fricuds, that’s now, and & better one, tog,
Shall be now for your benefit given'!
Our objeet is, that here on carth
We may mount to the scalms of heaven.

On eaf$h we fain would happy be,

Nor starve for the sake of the stronger;
Tho idle stomach shall gorge itsclf

Witk the fruit of hard labour no longer.

Bread grows on the earth for every ouc,
Enough, and ¢'en in redundance,

And roses and myrtles, beauty ayd joy,
And sugarplums too in abiddanee.

¥es, sugarplung for every oue,
As sgoon us the plums are provided ;

To angels and sparrows we're quite content
That hoaven shounld be eonfided.

If mfter death our pinious shond grow,
Wclll pay you a visit auspicious

In regions above. and with you we'll cat
Sweet tarts and cakes delicious,

A song that's new, and a better one, too,
Resounds like tiddle and flute now ;

The Miscrere's at lust at an end,
Tha fuacral Lells are mute now.

The maiden Europe has been betroth’d
To the handsome Genius Froodem ;

They clasp and kiss cach other with warmth,
As their newborn passions lead cm.

The pricstly blessipg may abstnt be,
But the wedding is still a wedding ;

So here’s long life to the bridegroom and bride,
And the futare iruit of their bedding !

An opit.hala.mium‘ is my song,
My latest and best creation;
Within ‘my soul are shooting the stars
That proclanu its inauguration.
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Those stars inspired blazo wildly on

Tu torrents of flane, and with wonder ‘
I fecl myself full of unearthly,strength,

I could rend e'en oaks asunder !

Since I on Germany’s ground have trod,
T'm pervaded by magical juices ;

The giant has tonch’d his mother once more,
And the contact pew vigour,produces.

CAPUT If. A4
‘N’ HILST heavenly joys v.re warbled thus
And sung by the little maiden,
The Prussian douanicrs scarch’d my trunk,
As soon as the coach was unladen.

They poked their neses in every thing,

Each hangkerchicf, ghirt, and swocking ;
Thoy sought fow jewels, prohibited books,

And lace, with a rudeness uite shocking. =+

Ye fools, so closely to scarch my trunk!
Ye will find in i reallv nothing;
My contraband goods | arry abont
In my head, not hid my clothing.

Point laco is there, that’s finer far .
Thaun Brussels e Mechlin laces;

If once I wnpack my point, "twill prick
And cruclly seratch your faces.

In my head I carry my jewelry all,
The Future'’s crown-diamonds splendid,
The new god’s temple-ornaments rich,
The god as yet not comprehended.

And many Hooks also you'd scc in my head,
If the top were only off it!

My head is a twittering bird’s nest, full
Of books thus they gladly would forfeit.

Belicve mo that matters are no worse off
In the library €’cn of the devil;
, T’en Hotfmann of Fallersicbgn® ne'er wrote
. * Any works that were half so cvil.

» A:populm' German poet, beru in 1798, who was deprived of
his professorship in the University of Breslau, in 1842, for pub-
lishing & volume cntitled * Un wlitich Sones.”
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A passenger who stood by my side
* Remark’d that we now had before us
The famous Prassian Zollvercin,
The customhouses’ vast chorus.

.

The Zollverein” —thus he observed,—
« Will found our nationality,

And join our seatter'd fatherland

w In‘bonds of cordiality?

“ ’Twill'give us extcrnal unity,—

“ That kind that's material and real :
The censorship gives us the other kind,
* That's ghostly aund ideal.

“ It gives us internal unity,‘
* In thought as well as 'in feelings;
* A united Germany néed we to rule
. “ Our outward and iuward dealings.”
L]

¢

CAPUT 1iIL

N the old cathedral at Aix-la-Chapclle
Lfe buried great Gharlemugness ashes ;

(Not tho diving Charles Mayer in Swabia born,

Who the writcr of so much trash is!)

As the smallest of pocts 1I'd sooner live
At Stukkert, by Neckar’s fair river,

Than be buried as Emp'ror at Aix-la-Chapelle,

And so be extinguish'd for ever.

In the streets of Aix-la-Chapelle the dogs
Are ennui’'d, and hubly implore ug:

“ O stranger, prythec give us a kick,
“ And to life for a time thus restore us.”

I saunter’d along in this tedious place

For an hour, with great perscvcrance,
And saw that the Prussian soldiery

Are not the least changed in appearance.

The high red dollar still they wear,
With the same grey mantle below is—
(The Fed betokens the blood of the French,
Sang Korner the y6uthful poet).

329
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They are still the wooden pedantic race,
In every motion displaying

The same right angle, and every face
A frigid conceit still betrayihg.

They walk about stifily, as though upon stilts,
Stuck up as straight as a necdle,

Appearing as if they had swallow’d the stick
Once used as the Best means to wheedle.

i1
Yes, nc’er has entirely vanish'd the rod,
They carry it now inside thei
Familiar Du will recall the old £
‘Wherein they were wont to pride them.

The long mustachis nothing mow
Than the pigtail of old discloses

The tail thatformerly hung behin
Is hanging rigkt under their noses.

1 was not displeased with the new costime **
Of the cavalry, I must couless it;

And chiefly the headpicee, the helmet in face
With the stecl point ubsve it, to dress it

It seoms so knightly, and takes one back
To the sweet romance of past ages,

To the Countess Johanna of Montfaucon,
Ticck, Uhland, Foaqué, and such sages

The middle ages it calls to mind,

With their squires and noble inferiors,
Who in their bosoms fidelity bore,

And oscuteheons upon their posteriors.

Crusades and tourneys it brings back too.
And love,' and respeet at a distance,
And times of faith, cre printing was known,
‘When newspapers had no existence.
Yes, yes, I admite the helmet, it shows
An intellect truly enchunting !
Rigbt royal indeed the invention was,
The point is really not wanting!
11 & storm should arise, o peak like!this
: (The thought is terniLly fright'ning),
On your romantic head might attract
The hoavens’ most vodern lightning!
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At Aix-la-Chapeclle, on the posthouse arms,
T saw the bird detested

Yet once again.®* With poisonous glare
His cycs uporf me rested.

Detestable bird! If ¢’er thou shonld'st fall
In my honds, thou ereature perfidions,

T would tear thy feathers from off thy back,
And hack off*thy talons eo hideous!

And thek T would stick thee hi gh up on a pole
In the air, thou wicked frecbooter,

And then to the joytul shooting match
Tavite cach Rhenish sharpshooter.

As for him who succeeds in shooting thoe down,
The crown and scoptre shall proudly
Reward the worthy ; the trumpetg we'll blow,
“ Long lifo to the king,” shouting loudly.*
®  CATUT IV.
’TWAS late at night when I reach’d Cologne,
The Rhine was past me rushing,

The air of Germany on me breath’d,
And I felt its influence gushing

Upon my appetite. T ate
Some omelets, together with bacon ;
And us they were salt, some Rhenish wine
Was by me ulso takeun.

The Rhenish wine gleams like very gold,
* When fuaff’d from out a green rummer ;

If thou drink’st a few piuts in cxeess, “twill give
Thy nose the colour of summer.

So swect a txcklmg attacks the nosc,
One’s sensations grow fonder and fonder ;
It drove mo out in tho darkenjng night,
Through the echoing strects to wander.

The houses of stone upon me gazed,
Ag if wishing to tell me the mysterics
And legendgs of flmes that have long gone by,—
The towu of Cologne’s old histories.

* The Inst, four verses wero erased by the censors from tha
original cdition.



32 HEINE'S POEMS,

[

Yes, here it was that the elergy of yore
Dragg’d on their pious existenco ;

Here ruled the dark men, whose stery’s prescrved
By Ulrich von Hutten’s* assistatice.

"T'was Liere that the nuns and monks once danced
In mediseval gyrations,
Hero Cologne's own Menzel, Hoogstraaten 1 by name,

‘Wrote his bitter denusciations. ° .

"T'was hore that the flames of the funcral pl‘lc
Both books and men once swallow’d ;

The bells rang merrily all the while,
And Kyrie Eleison follow'd.

Stupidity here and rpitefulness
Like dogs in the street* coquetted ;

In religious hatroe the brood still exists,
Though greatly to be regretted,

But see, where the moonlight yondé: gleams,
A form of & monstrous sort is !

As black as the devil it rears 4~ head,—
Cologne Cathedral in short ris.

L
"T'was meant a bustile of the spir’it to be,
And the cunning papists bethought then :
¢ In this prison gigantic shall pine away
 German intellects, when we have cought them.”

Then Luther appear'd, and soon by his mouth
A thundering “ Halt " was spoken.

Since then the Catbedral no progress has rudo
In building, the charm Leing broken.”

It never was finish'd, and this is as well,
For its very non-termination

A monument makes it of German strength
And Protestant refocmation,

Ye Cathedral-Society’s members vain,
With powerless hauds have ve risen
To continue the work that so Joug Las been stopp'd,
. And complete the ancient prison, .
* A famous theologian, poet, anid orator, and one'of Luthor s

ehief follpwers. He died in 1523
t A Dominican friar, who was .1 of Luther's first, antagonists.
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O foolish delusion! In vain will ye shake
» The moncy-boxoes so bootless,
And beg of the Jews and hcretics too,—
Your labour is idle and fruitless,

In vain will Liszt on behalf of the fund
Muke concerts all the fashion,

And all in vain will a talented king
Declaim with impetuous passion.

Cologne Catdedral will finish'd be ne'er,
Although the Swabian Solons

Have sent a shipload full of stones
To help it, nolens volens.

"Twill ne’er be completed, despite all the cries
Of the ravens and owls without number,
Who, full of antiquarian lorse, ,
In high church-steeples slumbo..

Indeed, the time will by-and-by come,
When instead of completing it rightly,

The inner space as a stable will serve
For Jorses,—a change but unsightly.

 And if tho cathedral a stable becomes,
¢ Pray tell us how they will then tackle
*“ The three holy kings who rest there now,
** Within the tubernaclo ¢

Thus ask they. But why should we, in thesc day

- Stand up as their supporters ?

The three hofy kings from the Eastern land
Must find some other quarters.

Toake my advice, and place them all
In those three iron cages

That high upon St. Lambert’s tower
At Munstor have huug for ages.®

If ono of the three should missing be,
Select in his stead some othor ;
Replace the king of the Eastern land
By some regal Western brother.*
} -

* The first edition ended with this verse, which was struck
out by the censors, and reflaced by the five following versces.
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The king of tho tailors* sat therein
With his two advisers by him ;

But we will employ the cages now
For monarchs who greatly outvig him.

On the right Balthasar shall have his place,
On the loft shall be Melchior’s station,
In the midst shall be Gaspar. T know not wha
When alive, was their right situation.
The Holy Alliance from cut of the Bast, =
Now canonised so duly,
Perchance has not always its mission fulfill’d
Quite properly and truly.
Balthasar perchance and Melehior too
Were men of but weak resolntion,
Who promised, when sorely press'd from without,
Their kingdonta constitution,
And afterwards broke their word.— TPerchance
King Gaspar, who reign’d o'er t%e Moormen,
Rewarded with black ingratitud.
His foolish fond subjects, the poor men!
: . CApPLID' YV, I
ND when I came to the britige o’cr the Rhine.
‘Where the bastion its corner advances,
There suw 1 Father Rhine flowing on
In the silent moonbeam « glances.

¢ All hail to thee, good Father Rhine,
“ Now that I'm home returning!
« Full often have I on thee thought, ‘
* With longing and deep ycarning.”
Thus spake I, and heard in the waters deep
A voice at once strange and mouning,
Like the whoezing cough of an aged nan,
With grumbling qud feeble groaning :
“ Thou'rt welcome, and as thou remembcerest ne,
T geo thee, good youth, agzain gladly ;
¢ "P'is thirtcen long years since I saw thee last,
“ My affairs have meanwhilo gone badly.
* The remaius of John of T.cyden und his tiyo chiaf accom-

plices wero exposed in thesc cages, which still Témain iu theis
old position. .
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* At Biberich any a stone I've gulp’d down.
+¢ My digestion in conscquence worse is ;

“ Yet heavier far onamy stomach, alas,
 Lie Nicholas Becker's* verses !

** My praises he chants, as though I were now
* The purest and best-behaved maiden,

“ Who never allow’d any wortal to steal
¢ The crown with,her purity Jaden.

* Whenever L hear the stupid song,
¢ T could tear my beard in a passion,
“ And feel joclined to drown myself
“ In myself, in a curious fashion!
“ That I am a virgin pure no more
“ The French know better than any ;
“ For they with mny waters have mingled oft
“ Their floods of victory ihany. .
* The gtupid soug and the stuprd wan !
* Indeed ho has tréated me badly ;
* To a certain extent he has compromised me
* In matters political sadly.
* For if the French sbould ever come back,
*“ I must blush at theivy reappenranice,
“ Though T'we pray’d with tears for their return
*To heaven with perseverance.
* 1 always have lovcd full well the French,
“ So tiny yot full of sinew ;
¢ 8till wear they white breeches as formerly ?
«* Does their sm@,mg and springing continue ?
« Right glad shouvld I be to sec them again,
« And yet T'm afraid to be twitted
“ On account of the words of that curséd song,
“ And the snecrs of its author half-witted !
¢ That Alfred de Mussct 1, that lad upon town,
¢ Perchance will coms as their dfnmmer,

* A youthful poet, who excitd greut enthusiasm in Germany
by a pocis, written ;1 1840 (whou a war with France on the
Eastern question scemed not unlikely), beginuing,—

« They shifll not have the (German Rhine.”
+ The well- k?wn French puet, who replicd to the above poarn
of Hu,ker s, by finuther commenecing,—

“We have hul yosur German Rhipe.”
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« And march at their head, and his wrelched wit
“ Play off on me all through the summer.”

Puor Father Rhine thus made his zomplaints,
And discontentedly splutter'd.—

In order to raisc his sinking heart,
These comforting words I utter'd :

-~
kS

O do not dread, good Wather Rhine,
* The laugh of a Frenchman, which is
Worth ]ittlc, for he is no longer the sawe,
* And they also have alter’d their Yrecches.

Their breeches are red, and no loncer are whitc,
“ They also have aiter’d the bhuttou ;

No longer they sing and no longer tiey spring,
“ But hang thuir hgmls Iike dead mutton.

“

<

They now are p}ulosophus all, ynd quote g
“ Tlegel, Fichte, Kant, over s victuals ;
Tobaeco they hmok(,, and beer they drinlg,

* And muny play also at s «ittlos.

-

~

They're all, like 'us Germansy becoming mem suobs.
¢ But carry it cven farther ;

** No longer thcy follow in Voltuire’s steps,

* But believe in Hengstenberg * rather.

.

~

Asg for Alfred de Musset, indeed it is true

*“ That he still to abuse gives a handle;
But be not afraid, and we’ll soon chain' down
¢ ITis tongue so devoted to scandal.®

I

« And if he shohld play off his wretched wit,
¢ We'll punish him most severely,

¢ Proclaiming aloud the adventures he meets
« With the wometi he loves most dearly.

« Then be contented, good Father Rhine,
** Bad songs trest only with laughter ;

“ A better song ere long thou shait hel}r —
« Farewell, we shall me«t hereafter.”

%l * A noted theologian, born in 1802, and one of the leaders uf
* arthodox party in Prussi:..
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CAPUT VI
ON Pagunini used always to wait
A Spiritus Fagniliaris,
Ofttimes as a dog, ofjtimes in the shape
Of the late lamented George Harris.
Napoleon, before each important event,
Saw a man in red. as they mention,
And Socrates he had his Demon too,
No fanciful mere invention.®
E’en I, wherf I sat at my table to write,
‘When the darkness of night had entwined me,
Have sometimes seen a muifled form,
Mysteriously standing bchind me.
Hid under his mantle, a Somncthing he held,
And when the light happenid to catch it,
It strangely gleany’d, and nrethought "twas an axe,
An executioner’s hatcher. .
His stature appear'deto be under the mean,
His eyes like vory stars glisten'd ;
He never disturb’d me as T wrote,
But quietly stood there, and listen'd.

For many a year I hadeceased to sov
This vesy singular fellow,
But found him here suddenly at Cologne,
In the moonlight silent and mellow.
I saunter'd thoughtfully through the strects,
And saw him bchind me stalking,
Just like my shadow, and when T stood still,
He also left off walking.
He stood, as if he were waiting for me,
And when I onward hurried, .
He follow’d again, and thus T reach’d
The Cathedral yard, quite flurried.
I could not bear it, so furn’d sharp round,
And said : * I insist on an answer;
*“ Why follow me thus in the silent night,
*¢ And lead me this wandering dance, Sir ?
« I come acrosg theo just at the time
“ When wfrld-W%ide feelings are dashing
¢ Across my breast, and through my brain
* The spirit-ligninings are flashing.

337
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¢« Thou gazest upon me so fixedly—-
¢ Now answer me, what is there hidden

¢ Beneath thy mantle that secrctly glenms ¢
** Thy business say, when thou’rt bidden ™

The other replied in a somewhat dry tone,
If not a little phlegmatic :

* 1 pray thee, cxorcise me not,
*“ And be not quite so emphatic!

¢ No ghost am I from the days gone by,
¢ No grave-arisen spectre ;

¢ T have no affection for rhetorie,
“ I'm no philosophie projector.

“ T am of a practical nature in fact,
« And of silent resolution ;

“ But know, that«vhatever thy spirit conceivcs,
* I put into cxecution.

“ Aud even wheu years have pas'd away,
¢ I rest not, nor sutfer distr:-tion,

*« Till T've changed to reality ull thy thoughts;
¢ Thine’s the thinking, aid mine is the actior,

L d
¢ The judge art thou, and the j:;.iler am I,
¢« And, like a servant obedient,
‘ The judgments execut. pleasing to thee,
¢ Whether right or inexpedient.

¢ Before the Consul they carried an axe
“ In Rowme of old, let me remind thee

¢« And thou hast also thy lictor, but he
«« Now carrics the axe behind thee.

¢ Thy lictor am 1, and follow hchind,
¢ And carry in all its splendour
“ The polish’d executioner’s axe—
“ I'm the deed which thy thotights engendey.”

CAYUT VIL

HOMEWARD went, and as soundly T slept
- 8 if by the angels tmuiod .
In an beds one cosily r(_asts
Far they arc all foath.rbeds gplendid.

‘.
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How often I've yearn'd for the sweet ropose

* Of my own native country’s pillows,

While I lay on hatd wmuttresses, sleepless all u'ght,
In my exile far over the billows !

One sleeps so well, and one dreams so well
In our featherbeds delicious ;

The Georman spirit here feels itself free
From all carth’s fetters pemicious.

It feels itseaf free, and upward soars
To the highest regions Elysian ;

O German Spirit, how proud is the flight
Thou takest in nightly vision!

The gods turn pale, when thou drawest nigh ;
When soaring tow'rds heaven’s dominions,

Thou hust snuff’d out the Jight of many a star,
With the strokes of thiue cager pinions.

The 1and belongs t¢ the Russians and French,
In the British the occan is vested,
But we in dream’s airy regions possess
The mastery uncoutested.
The art of ruling practise we heregs
And hege we are never dissever'd,
While other nations on carth’s flut face
To develop th aselves have endeavour’d.—

And as T slumber’d, methought in my dream
I was onee more sauntering slowly

bn the moonlight clear through the cchoing strevts
Of Cologne s ancient ¢ity so holy.

Behind me once again my black
And mask’d attendant speeded ; .

I folt so weary, my kneces wellnigh broke,
Yet on, still on, we proceeded.

We onward went. My heart in 1y breast
Gaped open, and parted in sunder,

And the red drops glided out of the wound
In my heart,—a sight of wonder.

I oftentimes iﬁp'd my finger therein,
And oftersthe fancy came o'er me

To streak with the blooa, as T onward pass'd,
Each doorpost lying before me.
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And every time that I mark’d a houso
In this very peculiar fashion,

A funeral bell was heard in a tone «
Of mournful and soft compassion,

Bat now in the heavens the moon grew pafe,
And darkness came over me thickly,

And over her face, like horses black,
Tho stormy clouds sped quickly. .

And still behind me onward went
My dark companion ever,

His hidden axc grasping,—on, still on,
And pausing and resting never,

We went and went, till we reach’d at length
The Cuthedral precinets’ centre

The doors of the church wide open stood,
Aund straightway did we enter.

Within its capacious expanso but dgputh
And nighs and silenee hover'd,

While here and there a glimnwring lanp
The darkness plainly disesver'd.

I wander'd long theepillars among,
And heard the footsteps only

Of my attendant, who follow’d me still
E’en here in the silence lonely.

At length we came to a certain place,
With gold and jewels quite glorious,

And illumed by the tapers’ sparkling light,—
"T'was the three kings’ chapel notorioust

But the three holy kings, who werc wont to lie
Quite still, and in order befitting——

O sight of wonder !—wore now upright
Upon their sarcophagi sitting,.

Three skeletons, deck’d iu fantastic array,
With crowns on their skullx dry and ycllow,

And earh oue held in his bony hand

. A sceptre, boside his fellow,

+ Like dancing puppets they moved about’
Their bones which so Ioug had perish'dy
They smelt of mould, an they also smelt
Of incense fragrant a: 1 cherikh’d.
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Oue 'mongst the number soon moved his mouth,
* And utter’d a lengthy oration,
Explaining the reabons why be claim’d

My respectful salutation.

The first, because he was a corpse,
Bocansc a monarch, the sccond ;

Bocause a saint, the third,—but t.lle whole
Of little account T ru,kon’d'

T gave him an answer in laughing mood :
¢ In vain is all thy endcavour!

« I see that thou’rt still in ev'ry respect
“ As strange and old-fashion’d as ever!

“ Away ! away! In the deep grave alono
“ Your-lengths ye ought o measvre !

“ Real life will shortly confiseotee
¢ ThLis chapel’s mjghty treasure.

“ Hercafter the merry cavalry
¢« Shall make the Cathedral their dwelling ;

* If yo_will not go gently, then force shall be used.
“ With clubs your cxit compellipg I”

When thus T had spokon, I turn’d me round,
And saw where was glimmering brightly
My silent attendaut’s terrible axe,
And he read my meaning rightly.

Sp be quickly approach’d, and with the axe
Remorsoclessly he shatter’d

Those skelctons poor of bigotry,
And into atoms scatter’d.

The echoing blows from the vaulted roof
Rang wildly, in countless nuinbers ;

While streams of blood® pour’d ouf from my breast;
And I awoke from my slumbers.

K CAPU’I‘ VIIL

I‘ROM Colqgne o Hagen it costs to post

Five Préssian dollars, six groschen;

The diligence chanced fo be full, so I came
In a chaise, though rough was the motion.
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"T'was a late autumn morning, both damp and grey
The coach in the mud groan'd sadly ;

Yot despite the bad weather, despite the bad road,
Bwect thoughts pervaded me glddly.

’Tis my own native air, and the glow on my cheek
Could bear no other construetion ;
The very dirt in the highway itsclf
Is my fatherland’s production! -
The horses wagg’d their tails like 0ld friends,
As they went along in a canter ;
Their very dung appoar’d to mo fair
As the apples of Atalanta !
We pass’d through Mablheim. The people are dull
And busy, the town far from dirty ;
{ Iast was there jn the merpy month
Of May, in the year one and thivty.
All things then stood in blooming attire,
And the sunlight sweetly was ﬁmkmg
The birds were singing their ycarning song,
While the men were hoping and thinking.
'Phllh thought they,; ¢ The l.mky order of knights
= Will depart from amongst™us shorily ;
¢ Their farewell draught thcy shall drink from loug
fusks
* Of iron, in faghion not courtly !
¢ And freedom shall come with sport and with dance,
“ With the banuer, the white-blue-red one;
v Perchance she will {feteh from out of the grave
¥en Bonaparte, even the dead oxe!”
Alas ! the knights remain as befors ;
Morc than one of those fools so derided
Who enter’d the country as thin as a lath
Are now with fut bellies provided.
The pallid canaille, who used to look
The pictures of faith, hopo, ebarity,
Hawe got red noses by tlpp"ng our wme
With the utmost reguluity. .
And Freedom has sprain’d her foot,. andyhas lost
- For springing and raving all power;
In Paris itself the trico! ur flag
ooks mournfully d-wn from each tower.

[
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The Emperor truly arose again,

* Yect the English, fearing a riot,

Converted him intd a peaceable man,
And he let them 4nter him in quiet.

Yes, I myself his funeral saw,
The golden carriage so splendid,
And victory’s golden goddesscs,
Who the golden coffin atten8led.

Along the famous Champs Elysées,
Through the Are de Triomphe stately,
Across the mist and over the snow
Tho procession wended sedately.

The music was painful and out of tune,
And frozen was ¢very musician ;

The eagles pereh’'d over the standavds look’d down
Up:.a me in woefyl condition.

Tn ghostly fashion the men all appear'd,
All lost in old recollections,—

The wondrous imperial dream revived,
Awakening olden affgtions. .

T wept on fhat day. Tears rose in my cyes,
And down my chucks fast flected,

When I heard the long-vanish’d loving shout
Of “ Vive 'Empercur !” ropeated.

[ ) CAYUT IX.

LEFT Cologic on my onward road
At a quarter to eight precisely;
We got to Hagen at three o’clock,
And there had our dinners nicely.

The tuble was cover'd. o Here fomml I all
The old-fashion’d German dishes ;

All hail, thou savoury sour-krout, hail,
The reward o{ my utmost wishes !

Stuff'd chestm;{s all in green cabbages dress’d !
My food when I was a baby! .

All hail, ye native stockfish, ye swim
In the butter as nicely as may Ye!
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One's native country to each fond heart
Grows cver dearer and dearer—

Its eggs and bloaters, when nicely brown’d,
Come home to one’s feclings stilt nearer.

How the sausages sang in the spluttering fat .
Tho fieldfares, those very delicious

And roasted angols with apple sauce,
All warbled a welcom® prepitious.

“ Thou'rt welcome, countryman,” warbled they,
¢ Full long hast thou been delaying!

« Full long hagt thou with foreign birds
¢« In foreign lands been straying!”

Upon the table stood also a goose,
A silent, kindhearted beipg ;
Perchance she loved sne in younger days,
When our tastes were ncarer ugx.-ceing.

Full of meaning she eyed me, cordial but sad,
And fond, like tho rest of hor gender ;

She surely possess’d an excellent soul,
Dut her flesh was by no wmeays tender.

A boar’s head they also brought in the room,
On a pewter dish, for me to guzzle ;

The bores with us arc always deck’d out
With laurel leaves round their muzzle.

CAPUT X. .

N leaving Hagoen the night came on,
And I felt a chilly scnsation
Insido. At the'inn at Unna 1 first
Recover'd my animation,

A pretty maiden fourd 1 there,,
Who pour’d out my punch discreetly ;
Like yellow silk were her conely locks,
Her cyes like the moonlight gleam’'d sweetly

«Her lisping Westphalian accents I hpm‘-’d’
With joy, as she utter’'d them clearly;
The punch with sweet recollections smoked,

1 thonght of my breth:« n loved dearly ;
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The dear Westphalians, with whom I oft drank
*At Géttingen, while we were able,
Till we sank in cmdtion on each othor’s necks,
And also sank under the table.

That loveable, worthy, Westphalian race !
I ever have loved it extromely ;

A nation so firm, so faithful, so true,
Ne'er given to boasting unscemly.

How proudlysthey stand, with their lion-like hearts,
In the noble scicnce of fencing!

Their quarts and their tierces, so honestly meant,
With vigorous arm dispensing.

Right well they fight, and right well they (drink ;
When they give thee their haud so gentle

To strike up a friendship, they needs tiast weep,
Like oaks turn’d sentimoental. °

May Leaven watch ovor thee, worthy race,
On thy sced shower down benefactions,
Preserve thee from war and empty renown,

From heroes and heroes’ actions!

Moy it evermore grant t8 thy excellent sons
An easy éxamination,

And give thy daughtors marriages good,—
So Amen to my invoecation !

CAPUT XI.

EHOLD the wood of Teutoburg,
Described in Tacitus’ pages ;
Behold the classical marsh, wherein
Stuck Varus, in past ages.

Here vanquish’d him the Cherusecian prince,
The noble giant, named Hermanp ; *
"T'was in this mire that trinmph’d first
Our nationality German,

Had Hermann with his light-hair'd hordes
Not triumph’Xhere‘ovor the foeman,

Then German frecdom had come to an end,
‘We had each been turn’d to a Roman '

¥ Called Arm?nius by the Bomoane,
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Nought but Roman language and manners had now ,
Our native country ruled over,

In Munich lived Vestals, the SwaBians e'en
As Quirites havo flourish’d in &lover!

An hardspex had Hengstenberg surcly boeen,
And groped about in the bowels

Of oxen; Neander * an Augur, and based
On flights of birds h#s avowals.

Birch-Pfeifer + had tippled her turpentind,
Like the Roman ladies admired

("Tis said that they, by its frequeut use,
A pleasing odour acquired).

Friend Raumer } had been no Gerinan scamp,
But a regular Roman Scampatius,

And Freiligrath Wwrittcu without using rhyme,
Like worthy Flacéus Horatius.

The clumsy beggar, Father J alne Y
Had then been call’d Clumsiauus ;

Me Hercule!  Massmann ||~ ould Latin bave talk'd,
As Marcus Tu]li.us Mass anns !

«
The friends of truth, instead of with curs .
In the papers, would in the arena
Have had to wage a mortal fight
With the lion, jackal, hyena.

One single Nero we now should have had,
"Stead of three dozen piores of knavery ;

Our veins should we havo open’d, aml so
Defied the bailiffs of slavery.

Thank heaven!* The Romans were driven away,
A glorious triumph was ITermann’s ;

Both Varus and all his legions succumb'd,
And we remain’d £ill Germars !

* The famous historian and pr itessor of theology at Herlin.
He died it 1850. ;
« t A well-known actress and velamineus dramatic author, born
«in 180). .z .
t The historian.
§ A, professor of gymnasticr
I Ailinguist and professor o! langueges and gymnastics jointly.
In thelatler science he was a ;-upil of Juhn.
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We Germans remain, and German we speak.
L .
As we before times have spoken ;
An ass is an ass, nbt asinus,
The Swabian lin® is unbroken.

Friend Raumer remain’d a German scamp
In our northern German climate ;

And Freiligrath no Horace becawe,
But in verse is accustom’d %o rhyme it.

Thank heawgn that Massmann no Latin e'cr writes,
Birch-Pfoifer writes nothing but dranas,

And drinks no nasty turpentine
Like those lovely Roman charmers.

O Hermann, for this were indebted to thee !
So at Dettinoldt * thy fricnds and extollers

A monument proud of latc have design’d,
And towards it I gave a fow dellars.

T * CAPUT XIIL
VJ:‘HROUGH the wood in the dark the postchaise
bump’d on,
Whgn a crash took place, sudden and frightful—
A wheel came off, andewe came to % stand,
An ovcomrrence by no means delightful.

The postilion dismounted, and made all haste
To the village fur help, and T found me

At midnight alonc in the darksome wood,
While a howling I heard all around me.

¥he wolves i was, who wildly howl’d
With half-starv'd voices all w iry ;

Like lights in the darkness brightly g,leam d
Their eyes so ficrce and ficry.

Of my arrival certainly know
The beasts, and to honour me, proudly
They hghted up the fBrest thus,
And sang in chorus loudly.
I scon observed 'twas a real sercnade,
Design’d fofsmy glorification,
So threw mydelf in an attitude fit,
And spoke with extremc animation :

* A monument has }edn recently erected in Dettmoldt ta
sommemorate the victory of Arminius over Varus,
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% Brother wolves! it gives mo great pleasure to-day
“To tarry awhilo 'midst your growling,

“ Where so many noble spirits havé met,
¢ Around me lovingly howling.*

%My feelings just at the moment I speak
“ Are truly beyond all measure ;

“ This present hour T ne’er shall forget,
“ 8o fraught with cxceeding plessure.

T thank you for the confidence thus
¢ Evinced beyond denial,

“ Aud which by the clearest proofs ye have shown
* In every period of trial.

“Brother wolves! ye ne’er doubted that true I re-
“ Ye sei all the rogues at definnce. | main’d,
“ Who falsely asserted that I had of lite,
« Struck up with the dogs an alliance,
“ And turn’d an apostate, and €’en in the fold -
¢ As 2 Councillor soon they would show me—
“ T'o answer such base assertions as these
“1 feel to bo really below sne.
“ The shecpskin that I for + time had on
“ As a piece of warm clothing merely,
“ Believe me, will never make me love
“ The sheep’s race ax atom more dearly.
* No sheep am I, and no Jdog am I,
* No Couucillor, ov such like ;
“ A wolf am I, and my heart and teeth
“ A wolf’s arc very much like.
“ A wolf am I, and with the wolves
* T ever will be u yelper;
“ Yes, reckon upon me, and help yourselves,
“ And God will he your helper!”
This was the specch deliver'd by me,
Without the least preparation
In the Allgemeine Zeitung, I'm told,
It appear’d, though with ninch mutilatiou.
v CAPUT XIIL® "™
EE sun arose near Paderborn. .
v With a look by no mcans bright'ning
In fi:t he leads but a sorry l)fe,
. This wretched enrth eutight'ning,
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As soon as he has lighted one side,
® And hastens with beams all gparkling
To lighten the othes, already tho first
Is gotting gloomysand darkling.
Poor Sisyphus’ stone keeps rolling down,
The Danaids’ bucket never
Gets fill'd, and to lighten this earthly ball
In vain is the sun’s endeavoyr.
And when the mist of morning dispersed,
I saw by the wayside projecting
In tho early glow, lLlis fignre, who died
On the cross a death so affecting,
I'm filled with dgjection every time
That I see Thee, my poor Relation,
Whose mission was to redeem the world,
And be mankind's salvation. 7
A sorsy trick they play'd Thee indeed,
The lords of the Cuuncil stately :
O why didst Thow speak of Church and Stute
In a manner to wound them greatly ?
To Thy misfortune the printing art
To mortuls had then%iot been given,
Or else a Book had been written by Thee
On the subjocts relating to heaven.
The Censor would tlien bave crased whate'cr
Satirical seem’d in ity diction,
And so the loving censorship
% Have saved, Theo frour crucifision.
Ah! if for Thy srrmon on the mount
Another text Thoun hudst taken !
Sufficient gonius and talent were Thing,
And the pious Thou nced’st not have shaken.
Money-changers and bankers Thou drov'st with the
From the temple, in®just indignation — | scourge
Unhappy Euthusiast! Now on the cross
Thou dost suffer a sad cxpiation.
‘VA CAPUT XIV.
THE wind #vas.humid, and barren the land,
The chaise floundered on in the mire,
Yet a singing and ringipg wero filling my vars :
¢ O Sun, thou accusing fire!”
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The burdon is this of the olden song
That iy nurse so often was singing—

¢ O Sun, thoun accusing fire!” was then
Liko the note of tho forest horn ringing.

This song of & murderer tells the tale,
Who lived a lifc joyous and splendid ;
Hung up in the forest ot last he was found,

From a grey old willow suspendod.

The murderer’s sentence of death was nail'd
On the willow's stew, written cutire;
'Ih(- Vehm-gericht's avengers’ work was—
O Sun, thou accusing fire!

The Sun wus accuscr,—-’twas he who ccndemu’d
The murderer foul, in his ire.

Ottilia had cried, as Jie gave up the ghost :
(O Sun, thou accusing fire 1”

When the song I recall, the remenibrance tov -
Of my dear old nurse never ceasCs

I sce once more her swarthy face,
With all its wrinkles and ereases.

In the district of Miinster she was born,
And knew, in all their glovy,
Many popular songs and wondrous tales,
And many a wild ghost-story.
How my heart uscd to beat when the old nurse told how
The king’s daughter, in duyve now olden,
Sat all alone on the desert hicath,
While glisten'd her tresses so golden. «

. Her busincss was to tend the geesc
As a goosegirl, and when ut mlrhtfnll

She drove the geese home again througb the gate,
Her tears wonld in pitcous plight fall,

For nail'd up on higk;, above the gate,
Sho saw a horse’s head o’er her;
The head it was of the dear old horse
Who to forcign countries bure her.

The king’s poor danghter doc ply sigh’d’y,
“ O Falada! hangest thon vonder’?”
The horse’s head from above replied :
« Alas, that from home thow did’st wander!”
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The king’s poor daughter decply sigh’d :
o O would that my mother kkew it I
The horse’s head frqm above replied :
¢« Full sorely she would rue it?”’

With gesping breath I used to attend

Wkhen my nurse, with a voice soft and serious,
Of Barbarossa began to speak,

Our Emperor so mysterious. |

Sho assured me that he was not dead, as to think
By learned®men we were bidden,

But with his comrades in arms still lived
In a mountain’s recesses safo hidden,

Kyffhanser is the mountain’s name,
With a cave in ils depths benighted ;

By lamps its high and vaulted rooms
In ghostly fashion are lighted. | °

The fired of the halls is a stable vast,
Where in glittering harness the stranger

Who cuters may sce many thousand steeds,
lach standing at his manger.

They ald are saddled, and bridled all,
Yet amongst these thdusands of ercatures,
No single due neighs, no single one stamps,
Like statues of iron their features.

Upon the straw in the sceond hall
The soliicrs are seen in their places;
Many thousand soldicrs, u bearded ruce,
WVith warlile and insolent faces.

They all are full arm’d from top to toe,
Yot out of this countless number, .

Not one of them muvcs, not one of them stire,
They all are wrapp’d in slamber.

In the third of the hallgin lofty pHes
Swords, gpears, and axes are lying,

And armour and helmets of silver and steel,
With old-fashijpn’d fire-urms vying.

The cannons a: ‘ow, Dut yet are cnough
To build up a tréphy olden.

A standard projects from out of the heap,
Its colour is black-rede«olden.

351
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In the fourth of the halls the Emperor lives,
For many a centuryidosing
On a seat made of stone near a takle of stone,
His head on his arm reposing,. ,
His beard, which has grown right down to the ground
Is red as a fiery oceun ;
At times his cye to blink may be scen,
And his eycbrows are ever in motion.
But whether he sleeps or whether he thinks
For the proscnt we cannot discover;
Yet when the proper hour has come,
He’ll shake himself all over.
His trusty banner he then will scize.
And *To horse! Quick to horse !” shout proudly ;
His cavalry straight will awake and «y.ring
From tho earth, all ruttling loudly.
Each man will forthwith leap on his horse,
Each stamping his hoofs and migling ;
They’ll ride abroad in the clattering world,
While their trumpets are mernly playing.
Right well they ride, and right well they fight,
No longer they* slumber supinely ;
In terrible judgment the Emperor sits,
To punish thc murd’rers cundiguly,—-
The murderers foul, who murder'd erst
Her whose beauty such awe did inspire,
The golden-hair'd maiden, Germania hight,—
O Sun, thou accusing fire!
Full many who dcem’d themselves sgfely hid,
And sat in their castles cheerful,
Shall then not cscape Barbarossa’s fierte wrath,
And the cord of vengeance fearful.
My old nursc’s tules, how sweetly they ring.
How deur are th& thoughts they msplre !
My heart superstitiously shouts with joy :
“(Q Sun, thou accusing fire!”
CAPUT XYV.
A- FINE and prickly rain now desc(nds,
Like needle-tops cold, aud wetting ;
The horses mournfully waggle their tails,
And wade through the mull with sweating.
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Upon bis horn the postilion bloys
he old tune loved so dearly:
¢ Three horsemen ar@ riding out at the gate "—
Its mewmory crosses®me cloarly.

1 slcepy grew, and at length went to sleep,
And as for my dream, this is it :

To the Emperor Barbarossa T
In the wondrous mount paid @ visit.

On his stony seat by the table of stone
Like an image no longer I saw him,
Nor had he that very respertable look
‘With which for the most part they draw him.

He waddled about with me round the halls
Discoursing with much affcetion,

Like un antiquarian pointing out
The goms of his procious colleeti »,

Iu the hall of armourshe show'd with a club
How the strength of a blow to determine,

And rubb’d off the dust from a few of the swords
With his own imperial ermine.

He took in his hand a pemcock’s fun, *
And clean’d full many o dusty

Old picee of armour, and wmany a helm,
And many a morion rasty.

The standard he carefully dusted too,
And said, *“ My greatest pride is,
« Bhat not &’en one moth hiath caten the silk,
** And not e’en one insect inside 1s.”
And when we camie to the socond hall,
Where asleep on the ground were lyifg
Many thousand arm’d warriors, the old man said,
Their forms with contentment eyeing :

“We must take care, while here, not to walen the men,
¢ And make no noiqi in the gallery ;
¢“ A hundred yeags have again passed away,
“ And to-day 7 must puy thom their salary.”
And see! the E{npemr softly approach’d,
While he held in his hand a ducat,
And quictly into the pocket of each
Of the sleeping soldieiy stuck it.
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And thon he remark’d,with a simpering face,
Wheu I observ’d him with wonder :
“ I give them a ducat apiece as their pay,
‘At periods a century asunder.”
In the hall wherein the horses were ranged,
And drawn out in rows long and silent,
Together the Emperor rubl’d his hands
‘While his pleasure seemn’d getting quite vi'lent.
He counted the horses, one by one,
And poked their ribs approving ;
IIe counted and counted, au i all the while
His lips were eagerly moving,
¢+ The proper number is not complete,”—
Thus angrily he discour. . R
* Of soldiers and weapous ive quite enouglh,
« But still am deficient. in horses.
“ Horse-jockeys I've sent to cvery place e
¢ In all the world. to suyply me
“ With the very best hor + < that they can find
¢ And now I've o good number by me.
I only wait till the samber’s complete,
“ Then, making o regular cfearance,
* TI free my country, my German follk,
“ Who trustingly wait my appearance.”-
Thus spake the Taaperor, while 1 cried :
“ Old fellow ! seize time as it passes
¢ Set to work, aw! hast thou pot horses enougly,
* Then fill up their places Wwith asses.’s
Then Barbarossa smilimg replicd . o
“ For the buttle thore neod be no hurry
“ Rome certwinly never was built in one day,
* Nothing's gained by bustle and flurry.
* Who cowes not togday, to-morrow will come,
“ The ouk’s slow growth might shame us;
“ Chi va piane ve sono wisely says
‘ The Roman proveri. famous.”
. oUT xVEe N
s T'IYHE carriage’s jolin : woke me
From my dreani. yet vainly sought I
To keep awake, so I -lumber’dgagain,
' And of Barbaros - thought L.
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Again we went through the echoing halls,
And talked of great and small things ;

He ask’d me this, and he ask’d me that,
And wish'd to knoWw about all things.

He told me that not onc mortal word
From the world above had descended

For many a year,—-in fact not since
The Scven-years’ war had ended.

With interestehe for Karschun* ask’d,
For Mendelssohn (Moses the glorious),

For Louis the Fifteenth’s mistress fruil,
The Countess Du Burry notorious.

© O Emperor,” cried T, © how backward thou art )
“ Old Moses is dead and forgotten,

« With his Rebeeen ; and Abraham tog.
¢ The son, is dead gud r .ttew. o

¢ This A braham and Jueah, his wife, gave Larth
« To Felixt, who proved very steady ;

« His fame throngh Christendom far has spread,
“ Ie's a Chapel-master already.

* Old Karschin likewise has long begu dend.
“ And IQenke, her daughter, is dead too;

“ Helmine Chezy. the granddawghter, though.
¢ Stilk ives— b least she is said to.

« Du Barry lived merrily, keeping afloat,
“ For Louis the Fifteenth sereen’d her

¢ As long ax he Jived. but when she was old
* Phey erudly guillotined her.

“ King Lonis the Fifteenth died in his bad,
¢ By the doctors uttended and seen to :

“ But Louis the Sixteenth was guillotined,
“ And Antoinctte the Queen too.

¢ The Queen the greatgst conrngerdisplay’d,
¢ And died like 2 monarch, prondly ;
« Bat Madame Du Barry, when guillotined,
¢ Kept weeping and sereaming londly,” -
- L]
* A poetess of somegreputation, who died in 1791, Her giara!
daughter, Helmine Chesy, born in 1783, was also well known .-
o poetess and romance writer.
+ The great composer Mendolssohn was grandson to fhe
farous philosophcr of that name.
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The Emperor suddenly came to a stand,
And stared, as if doitbting my meaning,
And said : * For the sake of hea én explain
* What is meant by that word Yruillotining ¥’

* Why, guillotining,” T briefly replicd,
¢ Is a wethod newly eonstrueted,
** By means of which people of every rank
* From life to deathware conducted.
* For this purpose, o new machine is engploy’\U
T continued, while clusely he listen’d;
- Invented by Monsienr Gui'lotin,
= And ¢ gnilloting’ after hom christen’d.

= You first arc fasten’d to a hourd ;
 "Tis lower'd 1 then quickly they shove you
* Botween two posts; meanwhilc there hungs
“ A triangular axe just above you,
“ They puli w string, and dovnwaed shoots
“ The uxe, quite lively ol merry ;
* Aud so your head fall- wto a bag,
“ And nothing remsa s hut to hury.”
The Emperor here in: rruptedsmy speech :
© Be silent!  May heaven confuse it, o
= That foul machine! and God forbid
“ That T shoul? ever nsc it !
* The King and Queen! What ? To a board
¢ Both fasten’d ' What a position !
- "Tig contrary to all respects
“ And ctiquette in addition !
* And who art tho, that darest to speak
* 8o coolly and so much, man ?
s Just wait a while, and T'll soon clip
“ Thy wings, or I;m a Dutchman !

“ My immost bile is deeply stifr'd
“ At words so out of season ;

* Thy very breath is full of crime
 And gnilty of high treason |’ .

When in his zeal the +ld man rail’d,
And treated we th:s eavalierly,
Surpassing all bou.fs,—1I shyrply replicd,
And toid him 1.y mind quite clearly.

o

\
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* Barbarossa!” I eried, ¢ thou’rt just as absnrd
* As an old woman’s silly fub]d

“ (GGo, lie down and skecp! Wit,hout thy aid
“ To free oursclvesswe are able.

“ The republicans all would scoff and jecr,
¢ And shake their sides with laughter

¢ To sce such a speetre, with scoptre and crown
* Act as leader, while we wertt after.

¢ Thy standard; too, no more I respect ;
* My love for the black-red-golden

¢ Has been quench’d by the fools of the Burschenschafl,
* With their rage for the so-call'd olden.

« In Old Kyfthauser ’twere better that thou
“ Shouldst pass thy days morosely ;.

¢ In truth, wo've no uged of an Binperor now,
« Wheu T view the Inutter vloscly.”

CAPUT XVIIL

WRANGLED in dream with the Emperor thus,—
In dream, —1 say it advisedly ;
In waking hours we nevet dare talk
To prineds so undisguisedly.

The Germans only venture to speak
When asleep, in a dream ideal,

The thoughts that they bear in their faithfal hearts,
bo Gotman and yot so rgal.

thn I awoke, 1 -cas passing a wood,
And the sight of the trees in such numbers,
And their naked wooden reality, .
Soon scared away my slumbers.

The oaks with solemnity shook thete heads ;
The twigs of the birch-trees, in token

Of warning, nodded,—and I cxclaim’d :
¢« Dear monarch, fmgive what I've spoken!

¢ Forgive, Ba.rha,rossa, my headstrong speech,
« Y know that thou art far wiser

¢ Than I, for impaticnt by nature I am—
¢ Yet hasten tby comirg, my Kaiser !
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« If guillotining cont?nth thee not,

“ Retain the old plin for the plosont :
The sword for the nobleman, kteping the rope
* For the townsman and vulg®r peasunt.

N

-~

Dut frequently change the order, and let
* The nobles be hang’d, ho]w*ulmrr

The townsmen and ]w%.mts. for God eares alike
* For all who life’s pathways are trending.

a

* Restore again the Criminal Court

= That Charles the Fifth ‘wvented
With orders, corporations, and gnilds
¢ Let the people again ber contouted.

I3

1o the saered old Romun Eagpive again
1 all its integrity yoke us ;
Its musty frippasy give ws onwe more,

* And all its hocus-poens., 4

-

.

The middle ages, if yvoro iike,
* The genuine middhe wwes
“ I'Ml ghvily endure,-- ot free ns, T pray, .
* From the notsa o that wow all the rage 18,—

From all that mongrel chivalry
* That such o nauscous dish is
- Of Gothie fancivs and modern decceit,
- And neither flesh nor fish is.

-
.

'[‘ho troops of Comedians drive aw: ay,,
© And close the theatves sickly,
VV herein they parady former {imes,—

“ O Empergr, come thou gquickly 1”

CAPUYT XVIIIL

FEPYHE town of Mifden’s o fortress strong,
With arms and stores well provided ;
But Prussian fortresscs, truth to say,
I never have abidaod.

" We got there just as « vening fcll 3e Ot
The planks of the Jirawbridge sadly

Beneath us groan’d, »s over wo rolld,
And the dark v -t gaped On us mudly.
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The lofty bastions on me gazed
* With threatming and sulky vionder;
The heavy gate oper’d with rattling loud,
And closed with asnoise like thunder.

Alus! my soul {clt as sad as the soul
Of Odysscus, the world-renown’d warrior,
When he heard Polyphemus rolling a rock
In front of the cave as a harricr.

A Corporal game to the door of the coach

For our nammes ; T replied to this lattor act:
“ I'm Nobody call’'d; I an oculist am,

Who couch the giants for cataract

At the inn T found my diseomfort increase,
My victuals fill'd me with loathing ;
I straight went to bed. but slept not a wink,
So heavy T found fhe bed-cl thing.
The 1 was a largg, broad featherbed,
Red damask curtains around it,
The canopy wrought with faded gold,
While a dirty tasscl erown’d it.
Accursed tassel ! of all my repose ,
It robl'd me all the night through;
It hung over head, like Damorles’ sword,
And threaten'd to pierce me right through!
A serpent’s Liead it often appear'd,
Aud T heard its hissing mysterious :
¢ In the fortress thou agt, and canst not escape”—
A position especiully serious !
“ O would that 1 were”—T thought with a sigh,—
< Of my peacoable homoe a sharer,
“ With my own dear wife in Paris once more,
« Tn the Faubourg-Poissonicre 1”

I felt that a Somecthim: oftentintes
Was over my forchead stealing,

Just like a Censor’s chilly hand,
And all my thoughts congealing.

Gendarmes, in the dresses of corpses coneeal’d,
In whito and Qmstly confusion

Surrounded my bed, while a rattling of chains
I heard, to rwell the illusion,
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Alas! the spectres carried me off,

And at lcngth with r&nnvemcnt 1 found me
Beside a procipitous wall of rocks,s

Aud there they firmly had bound me.

Detestable tassel, so dirty and foul!
Again it appear’d before me,

But now in the shapo of u vulture with claws
And black wings hovering o'er me.

And now like the well-known cagle it xeefn’d
And grasp’d me, and breatding prevented ;
Tt ate the liver ont of my brea t
While sadly T groan’d and lamented.

Long time T Jamented, whew «vo v o the cock,
And the feverish vision faded :

Perspiring v bed al Minden T Ty,
To a tasscl the bird was d«-gr:»dc:l.

1 travell’d with post-horses n,
And free breath presently deew 1
On the domain of Diicke ey,
Ag by my feclingg koo w I,
CAPUT XIX.
DANTON, great was thy mistake,
And thy error was paid for dearly !
Que can carry away onc’s fatherland
On the soles of oud's feet, pretty nearly.

Of the princcly domuin of Buckeburg -
« Omne half to my Loots clung in patches ;
In all my life I never have secn

A placo that iu filth its wmulch is.

At the town of Duckeberg shortly, T stopp'd,
To see the ancestral castle

‘Whence my grandfather come; my grandmother though
Of Hamburg was part sud parcel. .

.

1 _got to Hanover just sl »oon, :
* And there had my bo s clean’d neatly,

And aftorwards wéni t.. visit the town ;

_ When I travel, 1 d+ 't completcly.
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Dy, heavens, how spruce the place appear’d!
No mud in its streets was lyinfir;

Many handsome buildings there I saw,
In mussive splendotr vying.*

I was mostly charm’d by & very large square,
Surrounded by houses superior ;

There lives the king and his palace there stands,
Of a really handsome exteriort-—

(The palace ITwean.) On ench side of the door
A sentry-box bad its station ;
Redeoats with muskets there kept guard,
Of threat'ning and wild reputation.
My cicerone said : “ Here lives
“ King Ernest Augustus, a tory
¢ Of the olden school, wnd a nobletnan,*—
* Vary sharp, though his nairs art hoary.
“In suf(—;r.y idyllic here® he dwells,
“ For he'’s fur more securely protected
“ By the scanty courage of our dear triends
** Than his satcllites ever effectel.
¢ 1 sec him sometimes, mAl then he compluins
* How vety tedious his post is,—
¢ The regal post, of which he licre
*» In Hanover now the boast is.

¢ Accustom’d to a British life,
* And plagued by spleen, to cure it
* Hg finds it not easy, aud greatly fears
* That he caxmot much longor endure it,
“ T’other day I found him at carly morn
* By the fireside mournfully bending ;°
** For his dog. who was sick, with his own royal hands
** A comforting draught he was Wending.”
L]

CAPUT XX.
N an hour from J{arburg to Hamburg 1 went ;
The shades of evening were thick’ning,
The rtars in the heavgns their greetings sent,
And the air was soft and quick’ning.

* The rest of this chapter w." erased by the cens s from the
ongivel adif'on, .
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And when I reach’d my mother at last,
She was wellnigh fraghten’d with gladness
She eried ¢ My darling child!” miad clas)’d
Her hands together with muduess.
* My darling child, full thirtcen years
- Have pass’d sinee our Inst meeting :
* You surely are hungry ; tell me now
“ What you'll take 19 the wav of cating?
“ I've here some fish, and goose-flesh too,,
« And handsomce oranges also 7"—
« Then give me some fish, w1 goose-flesh too,
¢ And handsome oranges also !

And whilst I ate with an apn t.te good,
My mother was lively ond nnoey

She ask’d me this, and she asld’d ae that,
And her questions were awkwaed, vory.

“ My darling child, is your fLrcign home
“ Do you get all the thi 25 you reguire ?
“ Is yonr wife pretty skitiul at keeping house ?
“ Arc your shirts ar:  stochings dan’d by her #7°
“ The fish is goods w1, wmothersdear,
‘ PBut in silenee ouc ought to cat it ;
*Tis easy to get a bone in one’s throut,
** Pray leave mi~ in peace fo complete it.”

And when 1 Lad fini-h'd the execllent fish,
The goose next made its appearance :
My nother again ask’d for this and for that,
With tho same ill-timed pers.ycragee?
¢« My darling child, which Tand do you think
¢ I the best«for people to dwell in, —
¢ This place, or Franee ? which nation’s the best ?
“ What thing does‘pnch oxeel in 27—

¢ A German goosc, ny mother®*dear,
“ TIs good as one of the courses ;
* But the French stuff o ose fur bcttc§ than we,
« ° And they also have better sajiecs.”

+ And when the goose lid taken its Ipave,
The oranges proscutly follow'd,
And tasted so unexy-ctedly nice,
That with pleas: -; they quickly were swallow’d.
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But now my mother again began
Her questions with very much pleasure ¢
She ask’d me a thoysand things, but somo
Were awkward beyond all measure.

“ My darling child, pray tell mo now,
‘ If politics still you're inclinod to ?
¢ Which party in the state to support
« Iave you the greatest mihd to 27—
“ The qualfty, my mother dear,
“ Of your oranges cannot be beaten ;
* The sweet juice I swallow with much dcligl ¢,
“ But I leave the veel uncaten.”

CAPUT XXT.
FYHEY bit by bit are building aﬂaln
The hapless hdif-burnt uty ;
Tike it half-shorn poodle Humburg, now looks,
An object to waken ouc's pity.*

Full many a strect has disappear’d
That mourufully one misses—

Whore is the honse, wherein T kis<'d
Love'sefirst delicious kisses ?

Where is the priuting-house, where I
My Reisc’ i/der printed ¥

The oyster shop, where 1 oystors gulp’d down
Wigh appotite unstinted 2

Fhe Dreckwall too,——where is it now?
I now shoul® seck it vainly;

Where the pavilion, where 1 ate
So many cakes profancly ?

Whore is the town-hall, whercin sat
The sonate and bur'k:hcrs stataly ?

A prey to the flames ' T'he flames spared not
Whatever was holiost lately.

The people still were sighing with grief,
And with most nurnful faces

The history sad of the great fire told,
Aud pointed out all its traces :—

* The great fice al Ik J ihnrg took place in May, 1842, om
shortly before this pocm was written, o
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* It burnt in cvery corner al once,

“ All was smoke and Hames ficreely flashing ;
< The churches’ towers all blazed (m high,

¢ And tumbled in with loud crashing.

¢ The old exchange was also burnt,
“ Where our futhers in every weather

< Were wont to assemble for centurios past,
«“ And honestly traded® togother.

“ The bank, the silvery soul of the town,

‘ And the books which bave always scrved us
¢ To note the assets of every e,

“ Thauk heaven! have buen preserved us.
“ Thauk heaven! In every land they made

* On our bohalf large collections;
¢ A capital job,—we got no less

* Than cight millidns in all livéctions.
** The moncy from cvery comury flHw'd

* In our hands, which we . far from unwilling,
“ And pleuty of food they also sent,

« And we gladly acceried cach shilling.

.

“ They sent us clothes nud bedding enough,
¢« And bread, and meat, and soups too;

« The King of Prussia, to show his regard,
¢ Would fain have seut us troops too.

“ Our losses in properiy thus were replaced,
¢ A matter of mere valuation

¢ But then tho fright,—our tertible fng:,ht
¢ Adwits of no compensation !

% cheeringly said : © My worthy friends,
¢« You should fiot lament arvl bawl so !

¢ A far better city than yours was T'roy,
¢ And yet it was bugnt down also.

¢ Rebuild your houses as fast as ‘&ou can,
¢ And dry np every puddle;

¢ Get better engines and hetter laws, ¢

« « That arc not quite such a muddle.

& Don’t put in your nicn mock-turtle soup

* 8o very muck Cay/nne pepper;
¢ Your carp are not wiwlesome evith so muck sauce,
* < Or when caten yi'h scalos, like a leper.
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(]

b .Your turkeys will not do much harm.
% But be on your guard ‘gainkt disast »
¢ From the knavish bird that lays its eggs
“ In the wig of thb burgomaster.

“’Tis not for me to tcll you the name
< Of this bird of bad reputation ;

¢ When thinking about him, the food in my maw
¢« Ts stirr’d with indignation,”

L

CAPUT XXII

D, ORE changed than cven the city itsclf
Appear’d the people within it;

Like walking ruins they totter’d about,
As if ready to tumble cach minute.

The thin still thmnu; than -ver u,ppo.u d,
The fat appear’d still futter,

The children were ofd, and the old were young,
(In their second childhood the latter).

Full many that T had left as calves,
As oxen were herding, together, o

And many j gosling had now become
A goose in fullest feather.

The aged Guded T found be-rouged,
And dress'd with syren-like brightness;
Sho had_ procured sone dark black hair,
And tecth of dazzling whiteness.

The hest presorved of all was my friend
The paper-dealer, good follow ;

Like John the Bﬂptlbt round his head
Was floating his hair so yellow.

I only saw D— a long way off,
He slipp'd away so flectly ;

T hear that his soul was burnt, but insured
For a large umouut Jdiscreetly.

1 also saw my old Gensor again
In the fog, and lowly stooping ’
I met him in the goose mprket by chance,
And he seem’d eompletely drooping.
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‘We shook each other’s hands, and some tears
In his eye appear’d cdllecting ;

He was =0 pleased to see me once thore!
The sceno wus truly affecting.

I found not all, for many a one
Had quitted this scene for ever:

My Gumpelino, * “mongst others, alag!
Was gone, to appear dgain never.

That noble one had surrender’'d hLis soul **
To Him by whom it was given,

And now had a glorified serapis bocomo
In the blissful rcalms of heaven.

In vain for the crooked Adonis 1 sought,
(Though 1 look’d in every diroction,)

Who used to sell pots and pans hl the street,—
A very cheap collection. e

«
And Sarras, the trusty dog. was dead,
A loss of a serious nature ;
Frieud Cumpet would s ouer have lost a whole Lost
Of writers than §his wood creature.

The population of Hamburg town
ITas from time immemorial consisted
Of Jews and Christians; "1is also the case
Thut the latter arc rather close-fisted.

The Christians all behave pretty well,
And pass their time iu closer,
And promptly pay their bills of excliango,
© Ere the days of grace are over.

The Jews arc However divided again
Into two very different parties ;

The old one goes to $he synagogue,
In the temple the new one's heart is.

The new party eat the flesh of swine,
» 'Their manners are sumewhat dogmdtic ;
They democrats are, buat the olddr school

; Is much more aristccratic. .
i * A nickname P)f 8 r-totion ot Heine’s.
+ 1 A leading publistir at Haotburg, employed by Heme te

j’publ.iah mauy of his p o ke,
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I J,%ve the old, and I love the new,
ot I swear by the prophet Joonas
That certain fish 1 1dve still more,—
Smoked sprats they are commonly krown as}

CAPUT XXTII.

HOUGH as a republic Hamburg was ne’er
As great as Venice or Flovence,
Yet Hamburg, has better oysters ; one gets
Tho best in the cellar of Laurence.

I wont thero with Campo at ¢vening time,
‘When splendid was the weather,

Intending on oysters and Rhenish wine
To have a banquet together,

I found some excelleypt company there,
Andsgreatly was delighted

To see many old friends, such as Chaufepié,
And new ones, sclf-invited.

There Willo was, wlhose very face
Was an album wheresfoes academde
Right legibly had inscribed their names
In the shape of sears polemic.

There Fucks was also, a heathen blind,
And personal foe of Jehovah,

Who bglieved but iu Hegel, and slightly perhaps
oJn the Ven‘r}s of Canova.

My Cumpe was our Amphytrion there,
And smiled and e¢njoy’d the honour;

His cye was beaming with happincss, '
Just like an eestutic Madonna.

I ato und drank with at appetit(?good,

And thoese thoughts then cross'd iy nodd
¢ This Campe ig really an excellent man,

“ And of pub?ishe{'s quite the model.

“ Another publishor, T feel sure,

“ Would have left me of hunger to gerish
* But ho has given me Jrink as well,

¢ His name I ever shall cherish.
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I thank the mighty Lord of all
 Who this juice of the grape created,

“ And Campe to me as a publishet gave,
“ Whoso merits can't be overrated.

I thank the mighty Lord of all

“ Who by His own mere motion
Created on carth the Rlicnish wine,
¢ And the oysters inethe occan.

Who also made the Iemons to grow, .«
“ The oyster’s flavour to sweeten,—

“ O may I peaccfully to-night

*¢ Digcst what I bave caten!”

-

(23

The Rhenish wite makes my feclings soft,
All quarrclsome thoughts congealing
Within my breast. and kindling instead
A philanthropic feeling. ¢
It now compell’d nie to leave the voom,
Ad through the streets to wander ;
My soul sought a soul, and the sight of each drose
Of & woman made it -1ill fonder.

In moments like this, with grief I could melt,
While my yearning makes me tremble ; -
The cats appear to me all too grey,
And Helens the women resemble, -
And when I came to the Drehbahn Streot,
I saw in the moonbeams glancing
The noble form of a woman fuir,
With statcly grace advancing, .
“Her face was perfectly healthy and round,
Her check like a damask rose was,
Like a turquoise her eyo, like a cherry her mouth,
‘Whilo somewhat reddish her nose was.

Her head was cover'd with a cap

. Of snowy stiff linen, not ragged,

But folded like a mural crown, '
o' ith turrets and battlements jagged.
*8he wore as her dross w tunic whitet

. Which down¥o her calves descended

And O what calves ! The pedestals they
' Of two Doric colruns splendid.

1
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-A wery 'worldly naiveté
Uould be read in her every fegture,
But her superhuman hinder paris
Betray’d a superiom creature.

.Bh& now approach’d me, and straightway said :
7% “ To the Elbo here’s a welcome hearty !
% E’cn after an absence of thirtcen years,

“ I gee that thou'rt still the gpme party!

** Perchanco {hou seekest the souls so fair
¢ Who so often used to meet thee,

¢ And all night long in this beautiful place
‘ With their reveries loved to greet thee.

By that hundred-headed hydra, Life,

‘ That monster fierce, they were swallow’d ;
“ Thou’lt find those oldep times no more,
 Nor those friendg once lovingly follow’d.

“ No longer thou'lt find those beauteous flowers,
“ 'Which enchanted thy youthful bosom ;

¢ "T'was here thcy bloom’d,—they’re wither'd now,
¢ And the tempest has scatter’d each blossom.

“ Yos, wither’d, and stripp’d, and traanpled down
“ By destiny’s footsteps appalling—

¢ My friend, this is cver the fatc upon earth
" Of all that is swoet and enthralling ! —

* Who art thou ?’ I cried—like a dream of 0ld times
* Thy appearance doth strangely beset me ;

« Whert is thy dwelling, gnormous one ?
* 711 follow thee there, if thou’lt let me.”

The woman then smiled, and thus she replied :
“ Thou art wrong, I'm a decent and guiet

¢ And highly moral personage too,
“ By no means given to riot.

* I'm none of your fordgn lorottes, my friend,
* And none of your comion ladies;

« I'm Hamburg’s goddess, Hammonia by name,
“ And to watch o’gr its welfare my“trade is!

= Thou art startled, perchance to hear this news,
¢ Thou once undaunted singer ?

¢ Art thou prepared to follow me still #
¢ Then quick, and no‘nore let us linger.”

‘

-~

2.
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1tut 1 in roply laugh’d loudly and cried
« I'll follow thee instanter !

+ If thou'lt go in front, I'll go behind,—
* Yes, even to hell in a canter!”

CAPUT XXIV.
I I OW 1 managed to mount the narrow stairs
I haven't the slighficst notion ;
Perhaps the epirits earried me up
With sowe invisible motion.

But here, in Hamnmonia'’s little room,
The lionrs pass'd swiftly o'cr mo ;

The goddess confess’d the sympathy
That she had ever felt for me

“ Look herc”—said she, “in former days
* The minstrel who sang the Messiah
«“ Was dearost {10 me of all the thrdhg,
¢ With his piously-souiuimg lyre.

“ To this day the bust of iy Klopstock stands
¢ Ou that chest f d awers, bl.lt though on 1t,
« For many a year it has only scrved
* As a block for holding my bonnet.

“ Thou'rt my fuvourite now, sud thy likenoss havrys
¢ At the head of wy bed in due order;
_'* And see, a fresh laurel now surrounds
* The cherieh’d portruit's berder.

* Yet thy attacks on my sons, I confess,

» « Repeated by thee so often,

 Have somotimes caused me the greatest pain,
“ Thy language thou must soften.

¢ I trust that time has turcd theo.now
« Of rudeness so cold-hearted,
¢ And sumewhat greater tolerance
“ For cven the fools imparted.
*

[ ]
;Bm say how thou camest to travel yorth
« At such an yocleiuent season ?
The wonther already is winterly quite,~
¢ “I fain would ku «w the reasin.”
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““O worthy goddess 1” T gaid in reply,
¢« In the bosom’s inmost recekses

¢ Are glumbering tibughts which often awake
“ At a time which rather distresses.

« Bxternally things went on pretty well,

“ But within I was weigh’d down with anguish,
“ Which every day grew worse and worse,—-

¢ For home I ceased not to Jnguish.

*“ The air ofsFrance, so usually light,
“ Began to be oppressive ;

« T long’d to breathe some German air,
“ To relieve this burden excessive.

“ T yearn'd for German tobacco-smoke,
“ And the smell of German peat too ;
“ My foot impatiently quiver'd, the ground
« Of Geermany to beat too. ¢
« I sigh’'d all night, and I long’d and long'd
 Yet once again to view her,
“ The old woman who close to the Damthor lives,
« And Lotte, who lives closc to her.

“ The thought of that o?d and worthy man
“ 'Who 8lways freely reproved me,

* And then his protection over mo threw,
“ To meny a sigh now moved me.

¢ I fain would hear again from lLis mouth
“ The words * young stupid!' repeated,
« #Which always 1n my ydunger days
% My heart lileo music greeted. -
* T yearn'd for the blue smoke that high in the ah
“ From German chimncys reaches, °
*¢ For the Lower-Saxony nightingales,
« For the silent groves of beeghes.

« ¥ yearn’d for all the sorrowful spots,
i The places where once 1 rosorted,

“ Where once I 'trail'd my youthful cross,
¢ And my crown of thorns supported.

+ T fain would weep where I formerly wept
¢ Those tears so bittor and burning

% The love of fatherlandymethinks
¢ They call this foolish yearning,
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¢ I lovo not to talk of it; ’tis nought elve
“ But a whim of the’ fmagination ;

¢ Bhamefaced by nature, I hide my wounds
¢ From public observation.

“ O how I detest the trumpery sot

“ Who, to stir men’s passion heated,
% Of patriotism make a show

¢ With all its ulcers futid.

¢ They’re shamcless and shabby beggars all,
¢ Who live upon people’s «harity ;

“ For Menzcl* and all his Swabians, here’s
« A penn’orth of popularity !

¢ My goddess ! thou hast fouud me to-day
« Of a tender disposition |

“ T'm rather ill, but a little carc
¢ Will soon recruit my condition.

¢ Yes, T am ill, and thou eanst roffesh
“ My spirits in & minut
“ By mecans of a cup of sxecllent tea,
“ With & little rum raix'd in it.”
N .
CATUT XXV,
OME tea the goddess quickly made,
Aud then the ruom pour’d she in;

But she herself preferr’d the rum
- Without a drop of tea in.

Against my shoulder she leandd hor head,
And rather tunibled her bounct ot
+Or mural crown, and gently she spalko,
While T reficated upon it :
¢ I often have thought with much alarm
¢ That in Paris, thyt wicked city,
“ With the frivolous Freuch thdu’rt living still)—
« *Tis really a very great pity.
“ Without an objoct thou’rt passing thy time,
+ % And last not even heside thee
% SBome faithful Gernuwn publisher who
“Asa Mentef might warn and guide thee.

* A noted cride, port, and historian, born in 1798, He had
literary quarrcls with 'oth Heine and Boroe,

'

@



GERMANXY, 373

“ And then the temptations there are 8o greaf,
¢ So many a sylph amuses, i

* Whose health is bad, and one’s peace of mind
¢ One far too easiky loses,

¢ Return not again, but stop with us,
« Here modesty reigns still, and morals;

“ And here thou may’st gather, ¢’on in our midst,
¢ In silence many fair laurelg.

¢ In Germany stay, and thou’lt relish things more
“ Than thou wert formerly able ;

“ We're fast advancing, and thou must have seen
¢ Qur progress so rapid and stable.

“ The censorship even less rigorous is,
¢ Friend Ioffmann is milder and older;
“ His youthful passion for cutting np
** Thy Reisebilder js coldor. o
“ Thoutoo art older gnd milder now,
« And wany things quictly takest,
¢ And in a better spirit than once,
¢ Past timos thou now awakest.

** That matters in Germgny used to go ill
“ Is a gyeat exaggeration ;

“ One could always cscape, like the Romans of old,
¢ From serfdom, by sclf~immolation.

¢ The people enjoy’d full freedom of thought,
* For the masses it never was stinted ;

¢ Rostritions affccted noldy, save
“® The limit. d pumber who printed.

« No lawless despotism then reign’d,
“ Tho worst of demagogues never

¢ Weroe deprived of their rights of citizenship,
+« 'Fill condemn’d for sume wicked cndeavour,

-
“ Things never in Germany went so ill,
“ Whatever disputes may have risen ;
“ Believe me, no, nortal was c’er starved to death
¢ Inside a Gorman prison.

¢ In those long vanjsh’d days there bloom'd
# Full many a fair apparition

« Of simple faith and kindliness too,—*
“ Now all is doubt and’ sedition.
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* The practical freedom that's all outside

* Will soon dostroy the Ideal ¢
* That wo bore in our bosoms,—ag fair as a dream

« Of lilies, and not more reall .

Our beautiful poetry’s fading fast,

¢« Alrcady 'tis somowhat faded ;

“ The Moorish King of Freiligrath,

“ Tuike the rost of thg kings, is degraded.

O couldst thou be silent, I soon would unseal
“ The hook of fate, frce from all error)

# And suffer theo future age - to sce

“ Within niy magic mirror.

That which to mortal man T ue’er show'd,

“ To thee would T gladly dicover:

*¢ The future of thy fatherland, —

“ Thou wouldst tell it, tlumgh‘ all the world over!”

* (dood heavens, dear goddd.s!” | eried with delight,
“ It would give me mo-t exquisite pleasure ;

* O let mo the future of Gormany see,
¢ T know how a secrct to treasure.

“ I'm ready to smoar whatevey oath
“ Thou sooncst would have mo swallow,
¢ As a pledge to thee of my secrecy ;
¢ So say what form I shall follow.”
But she rejoin’d @ ¢ Thou must swear to me
“ As by Fatlier Abraham’s order
*¢ His servant Eliezor swore
“ When starting to cross Ao border. .
¢ Lift vp my dress and placo thy hand
¢« Upon my phigh below it,
¢ And swear that in speaking, the socret thou’lt keep,
¢« And in thy works as a poet!”
The moment was solomn. I felt as though fann’d
By the breath of ages long perish’d,
When I sworc the oall in the manner ordain'd
By Abraham, our forefathor cherish'd,
I lifted up the god«ss’s dress,
And placedeon v r thigh below it
My haud, vowing seerecy both in my words
And in my wo.ks a8 a poét.

0
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CAPUT XXVI
THE cheeks of the goddess glow’d all-red
(I think that the rum had ascended
Up into her head) and she spoke in a tone
In which sorrow was paiufully blended :
“ I'm fast getting old ; I was born on the day
“ Of Hamburg’s first foundation ;
“ My mother was a mermaid, who had
“ At the mouth of the Elbo her station.

« My father*was a monarch renown’d,
¢ Called Charlemagne the glorious ;

< He was still more wise than Frederick the Greal,
** And also still more victorious.

« At Aix-la-Chapelle is the seat where he sat
“ On the day of his coronation ;

« The seat where he sat at night devolved
‘¢ On my mother, 4s nearest relation.

“ My mother left it %o me in her turn,
¢ A common-looking article ;

« And yet for the whole of Rothschild’s gold
“ I wouldn’t surrender one particle.

« Behold, in yon corne# stands a chair,
* Both®old and wcather-beaten ;

¢ The leather that covers its arms ig torn,
“ And tho cushion is sadly moth-eaten.

¢ Approach it now, and gently liff
¢ Tge cushion from the setile ;

« Jhow’lt sce an oval opaning then,
“ And under it a kettle.

¢ That is 8 magic kettle wherein
“ The magic forces are brewing;

¢ On placing thy head in the aperture, soon
¢ The future thou’lt clearly he viowing.

« Yes, Gormuny’s futifre there thou’lt see,
« Like wondrously rolling phantasmas;

% But shudder mot, if out of the filth
“ Arise any foul rpiasmas !”

Bhe spoke, and shg laugh’d a singular laugh,
But I undauntedly hasted ‘

To hold my head over the terrible holfe,
And there I cagerly Placed it.
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T'1l not betray, for silence 1 vow’d,
The things that T saw and felt there ; H
1 scarcely dare to utter's word,
Good heavens, of what I smelt there!

With deep disgust I think to this day
- Of that smell, which blended together,
In vile and accurséd union, a stench

Of old cabbage and Russin leather.

And heavens! the stmk that a.ftcrwards Tope
‘Was still more filthy and dirty

"Twas as though they bad swpt togethcr the soil
From closets six and thirty.

I know full well what was said by SBaint Just
In the famous Committeo of safety :

“ Gireat illuesses cannot be cured by musk
* And rosc-oil,” he told them with naiveté.

And yet this German futurity’s smpll *
‘Was infinitcly stronger

Than aught that my nose could e’cr huve conceived—
In fact I could bear it no longer.—

My senscs I lost, and .m openige my eyes
Once more, I found myself sitting

Beside the goddess, and leaning my head
On her breast, in a manner befitting.

Her look it gliston’d, her mouth it glow’d,
. Her nostrils tw:tc*ed with bacchauntic
Excitoment she clusp’d the pogt, and sn.ng
‘With ecstasy fearful and frantic:

& Stay with me in Hamburg, T love thoe full well,
“ And we'll cqt and drink with gladness

* The oysters and wine of prosent times,
«* Forgetting the futuro s sadness.

'*’, Put on the cover, for fcar lest tho stench
“ Bhould all our pleasure cloud over;

# I love thea no (terman poet had e’er,

¢ # A'wore affectionate lover !

1 kiss thee, and I feel myself now

; “ By thy geuigs quite inspired ;

s My spirit by & ‘wondrous kind
.;f % Of paroxysm is fired. ¢



GERMANYS ' 37

s feel as though I heard in the street
“ The watchmen singing in chorus;

* "Tis wedding musioand bridal songs,
“ Bweet friend, that arc rising o'er us.

« The attendants on horseback also approach,
¢ 'With their torches flaring brightly ;

“ The torch-dance they dance in dignified wise,
“ And hop and spring about lightly.

¢ The noble alid worshipful Secnate is there,
“ And the elders according to station ;

“ The burgomaster clears his throat,
¢ Preparing a lengthy oration.

“ In glittering uniforms also appear
* The whole of the corps diplomatie,

¢ In the nameo of tho yeighbouring states to present
¢ Covgratulations ¢mphatic.

“ A clerical deputation, too, comes,
‘ By rabbis and pastors guided ;

“ But, alas! herc Hoffmann also draws near,
“ With his scissors, as,censor, provided.

“ The scissors rattlo in his hand,
¢« And eagerly ho races

“ To seize thy body,—he cuts thy flesh—
¢ Methinks it by far the best plagg is.”

»
CAPUT» XXVIL

s
WEEN summer’s pleasant days have come
T’ll tell you all the history
Of the other wonders that came to pass *
In that long night of mystery.

" The olden hypocritical mco,
Thank heaven, is rapidly dying;
To the grave it is,sinking, and owes its death
To its ceaseless hnbi.t of lying.

Another race is riging up fast,
By rouge and by sin untarnish’d,
Of genial humour and thoyghts,—to if
T'll tell my story unvarnish’'d.
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The youth which tho poet’s goodness and pride
Appreciates, puts forth its blossom,

And warms itself at his radiant squl,
And against his fecling bosom. <

My heart is loving as the light,
And puro and chaste as the firc ;

The noblest Graces themselves have tuned
Tho chords of my syeet lyre.

"Tis the selfsame lyro that in his songs
My worthy father uses,—

The poet Aristophanes,
The favourite of the Musos.

In the previous chapter 1 tried my hand
At copying the conclusion
Of the play of the “ Birds,” which ccrtam]y is
My father’s finesteeffusion. .
The “ Frogs” is also capitel. This
Is now, in a Gorman trunslation,
Perform’d, I am told, on the stage at Berlin
For his Majesty's cdification.
The King likes the piece. This shows his taste
For the old-fashion’d style of joking; .
The late King far more amusement found
In modern frogs’ loud cronking.

The King likes thepicce. But nevertheless
Were the u.uthoxtsl] living, I kindly
Would counsel him to trust kimself
In Prussia not too blindly. - Lt

.The genuine Aristophanes
Would find i no subject for laughter ;

We should sco him move, wherever he wont,
With a chorus of gendarmes after.

O King, I really wish thee well’
‘When this piece of advice I'm giving:
Due reverence pay to the poets who're dead,

And tender be to the living.

A.ﬁ'ront the living puots not,
‘With weapUus and flames they are furnish’ d,
More terrible faf thun the lightnings of Jove,
By the poets created and burnish’d.

e “.‘"‘
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Affront the gods in Olympus who dwell,
YRegardless whether they know it;
Affront the mightiest Lord of all,
But O, affront not Yhe poet!

The deities harshly avenge in truth

Man’s erimes, and allow him no shelter ;
The fire of hell is passably hot,

And there he must roast and must swelter

Yet pious steps can the sinner relcase
From the frames ; for saying masscs
And giving to churches with liberal hand
From torment a certain pass is. [scend,

When the days are accomplish’d, then Christ will de-
And burst hell’s gloomy portals ;

And though he may sit in judgment strict,
Ho still will acquit many mortals.

And yet, there are hefls from out of whose clutck
There’s no escape to heaven ;

No prayors there avail, and powerless too
Is the Saviour’s pardon even.

Is Dante’s hell to thee unknown, |
With its terrible trindry verses ?

The man whom the poet there has shut up
Will never escape from his curses.

He ne'er will be freed from those musical flames
By any god or Saviour;

80 for ®ar we condemn thee to su& a sad hell,
&'hou hadst, better mind thy behaviour!
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BOOK I.—ITTSTORIES.

WaEeN vea’d by slende r'v hiacherous breath,
Let thy faith sou the tugher;

And when thy soul 13 ead nnio death,
Then eirike thou the hyre.

A flaming and ‘glowm ¢ herores song
The ehords breathe diserectlr!

All angcr flis, a1 d ‘hy spinit ere long
Wil blced to de 1th swex {1y,

ltIIAMPSDN‘TTUH *
HEN the King Rhampsonitus
Entex d in the halls 1esplcndent
Of his daughter, she was laughing,
As was also each attendant.

FE'en the blackamoors, the eunuchs,

Follow’d in loud chorus after:
« E’en tho mummwmics, ¢’en tho sphynxes

Scem’'d abopt to burst with laughter,

Then the princess said : I fancied
¢ That 1 held the thief securely,

« But it was a dcad arn only
% That my hand had seized so surely.

“ T can see now how the robber ‘
« To thy storehouse penctrated,

« And despite all bars and fast'nings
“ ANl thyren: 1re confiscated.

* For the fall partirulars of this story see Ilerodotus, Book IT,
s 121,
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+ Heo a magic key possesses,
¢ Which the door of house pr stable
« Straightway opens; to resist it
« Are the strongest doors unable.
“ Now I'm really not a strong door,
“ Nor could I resist his pleasure;
“ 8o this night, while treasure-watching,
* Have I lost my little treasure !”

Round the.ghamber danced the princess,
Laughing at this notion clever,

And the maidens and the eunuchs
Laugh’d again as loud as ever.

On that day all Memphis laugh’d too,
E’en the crooodiles so bloody

Laughingly their heads protruded
From the yellow Nile-stream muddy,

‘When"they heard tke drum’s loud beating,
And the foll’'wing proclamation
Shouted by the publie crier
On the bank, to all the nation :—
* We, Rhampsenitus, by God’s grace
“ King of Egypt, to our loyal
“ Well-beloved friends and subjects
“ Hereby send our grecting royal,
“ In the night between the third and
¢ Foprth of June, the fourteen hundred
* Four and twentieth year before Christ,
* Came 2 certain thief, who plunder'd

* Many jewels from tho storehouse

“ Where we kept them, and more lately
* Further thefts has perpetrated,

** 8o that we have suffer'd greatly.

“ To discover the offefider,
“ Made we our belovéd daughter
« Sleep beside the treasure ; but he
“ Robb’d her too, gnd napping eaught her,
“ Now, to check this wholesale plunder,
« And to show our doep affection "
“ For the thief, our admiration,
“ And our grateful recollection,

381
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“ We will give our only daughter

“ As his lawful wife—God bless her 1—
“ And to princely rank promots him,

* Owniug him as our succeskor.

« Sinco our son-in-law’s abode is
* Unknown to us just at prosent,
¢ This our rescript shall inform him
“ That we've now' made all things plonsant.

*

¢ Done the third of January
¢ Thirteen hundred t venty-six
¢ Years before Clirtst 5 hore our seal we,
¢ King Rhampscnituy, affix.”

And hce kept his word 5 the thief he
As his soun in-law soon counted,

And when he was dcad, the rabber
On the throne of Egy pt moynted.

And he ruled liko nther monarchs,
Trade and talent patronizing,
And the fewness of the robb’rics
In his reign’' was quite svrprising.

THE WHITE KLEPITANT.

REAT Mahawasant, of Siam the King,
Has half of Tndia under his wing ;
Twelve kings, with the Great Mogul. obey ¢
His rule, and acknowledge kis sovereign sway.

Each ycar with banner, trumpet, and drum

To Siam thoe trains with tho tribute come ;
Many thousand camels, with backs piled high
With the costlicst treasures of earth, draw nigh.

‘When the camels he rces with' thoir heavy piles,
The soul of the King in secret smiles ;

But in public in truth he always deplores

Thaet his storebouses serve not to hold all his stores,

Yet these stgrchovses all are so lofty and spacious,
8o full of magpiticence, so capacious,

The reality’s splendour surpassos in glory

Tho A abian N.ghts’ most wondrous storv.
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The ** Castle of Indra”™ call they the hall
In'Which are display’d the deities all,
The golden images, chiscll’d with care,
And all inerusted with jewels so fair.
Full thirty thousand their numbers are,
Their ugliness passes description far :

A compound of men and animals dread,
With many a hand and many a head.

In the “ Hall of purple” one wond'ringly sees
Some thirteen fundred coral trecs,

As big as palms, a singular sight,

With spiral branches, a forest bright.

h The floor of purest erystal is made,

And all the trees are in it display’d,

While pheasants of glittering plumage gay
Btrut up and down iu a digrified wey.

The ape on which the monarch doth dote

A ribbon of silk wears round his throat,
‘Whence hangs the key that opens the hall
Which people the ¢ Chamber of Slumber ” call.

All kinds of jowels of value high -

All over thy ground here scatter’d lie

Like common peas, with diswonds rare
That in size with the egg of a fowl compare.

On sacks that stuff’d with peails appoar

The Monarch is wont to stretch himself here*
*The ape Jics down by the monarch proud,
An@both of thom glumber and snore aloud.

But the King’s most precious, costly treasure,
His bappiness, his soul’s first pleasure,

The joy and the pride of Mahawasant

Is truly his snow-white clephant.

As athome for o guest s¢ highly respected
A splendid palace the King has crected ;
Gay lotos-headed colunns uphold

1ts roof, all cover'd with plates of gold.
Three hundred heralds stand at tho gate,

As the elephant’s guard of honour to waily”
And kneeling down with low-bent back
There gorve him & hundred eunuchs black.
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For his proboscis the daintiest meat

On golden dishes they bring him to eat ;
From silver buckets he drinks hig wine,
Well scason'd with spices sweet and fino.

With perfumes they rub him, and otto of roses
n his head w chaplet of flowers reposes,

Che richest shawls that arc made in the Eust
As carpets serve for the dignitied beast.
The happiest life appears to be hig,
But 10 one on carth contented is;

The noble creature,—ono ¢ nnot tell why,—
Gives way to a deep doespondency.

The melancholy monster white

Is, wretched, all this profusion despite;

They fain would enliven and -heor him again,
But all their clevesest efforts arg vain.

In vain with singing and ~pringing thore conys
The bayadercs ; the kettle drum

And cornet in vain the musicians play,

DBut nothing can male the clephant gay.

As matters contitie to go ongbadly,

The heart of Mahawasant beats sadly 5 .
He sends for the wisest astrologer Imown,
And bids him stand before his throne.

« Stargazer, T'11 cut off at once your head ”—
Thus speaks he, “ 1nless you can tell me instead
* What is it that my poor ¢lephant needs,

* And why his spirit with sorrow sg bloeds.” €

The other vne threw himself thrice on the ground,
Aud finally spoke with obeisence profound :

¢ O monarch, T'll tell thee the actual fact,

“ And then as thou will st, thou canst afterwards act

¢¢ There lives in the North n woman fair, '
« Of lofty stature and beauty rare ;

¢ Thy elephant’s ¢e1tainly handsome, Sir,

 But still not fit tu be liken'd to her.

¢ Compared with her, he ouly appears

« A little White 100usc; her form sho rears

« Like gianteds {}imha in Ramajana,

* And like tho Fphesians’ great Diana.

o
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¢« Her limbs are combined in a beautiful frame ;
“ T'wo lofty pilasters support the same,

* And proudly and gracefully stand upright,
 Of alabaster dazzlijg and white.

“Thig i8 God Amor's temple gigantio,
¢ In other words, love’s cathedral romantic!
¢ Ag lamp there burns within the fane

_“ A heart quite froo from spot apd stain,

“Tho poets aye nonpluss’d how to begin
¢ To describe the charms of her snow-white skinj
« E'en Gautier* unable to do it, alas! is,
¢ Jts whiteness all deseription surpasses.

¢ The highost Himalaya’s snow

*“ Beside her seems ash-grey to grow :

¢ The lily that she by accident thumbs

“ Throq&h envy or cottrast yollow ‘becomes.

.« The Countess Bianca is the nume

« Of this enormous snow-white dame ;

¢ At Paris she dwells, in the land of Fra.ce,

“ And the clephant loves.her by singglar chance.

“ By strange and wondrous elective affinity

« She became through a dream his bosom’s divirity,
¢ And into hir heart this lofty Ideal

¢ First crept by mcans of u vision unreal.

« Since then he’s consumed by a yearning stealthy.
“ Apd he, who was onco sd joyous and healthy,

“ As a four-footed® Werther sadly stands,

* And drecams of a Lotte in Northern lands.

* 0, Sympathy’s mysterious thrill!

* He never saw her, but thinks of her still ;
* Oft tramps he round ig the modnlight fair,
“ And sighs: ‘O were T a hird of the airV

“ His body alone is in Siam, his mind
“ In France with Bianga thou’lt certainly find ;
“ And yet this partigg of body and soul
“ Must greatly injure his health as a whols,
.

* The Fitnch author
. 20

.
.
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“ From the daintiest morsels revolts his belly,

* Ho cares for nothing but vermicelli ;

« He's coughing already, and fast grows thinner ;
¢ His yearning will kill him, or I'm a sinner.

« Tf thou wouldst save him, presor‘vo him alive,

¢ His return to the animal world contrive,

* O King, then send the renown’d invalid

‘¢ Direct to Paris, with utmost speed.

* When hc on the spot ¥n the actual sight
« Of the beautiful lady can take delight -+
“ Of her who the prototype was of his dream,
¢ He'll soon be cured of his radness extremo.

“ There where his mistress’s glances fall,

¢ His spirit’s torinents will vanish all;

¢« Her smiles will the last of the shadows efface
“ Which in his bosom had taker their place.

« And then her voico, like a magiéal tune,
“ Will cure his distracted wind fil soon;
* The flaps of his ears he'd' joyfully raise,
“ And feel as he felt in youthful days.

« All things arc so very enchanting and pretty
“ On the banks of the Scine, ineParis’ fair city!
« How thy elephant there will civilized be, *
“ Amusing himsolf right merrily !

< Bnt most of all, O monarch, take care

¢« That plenty of morcy he has with him there,
« And a letter of credib. all charges to meot,

¢ On Rothschild Frores in the Tue Laﬁtt(z,

<« For a million of ducats or thereabouls g

* Then Baron Rothbschild will harbour no doubts
¢ About him, but say with an accent mellow :

¢+ The elephant's really a capital fellow!””

The astrologer thus distoursed, gnd then
He throw himself thrice on the ground again,
The king with rich presents sent him awny,
‘And stretched himself, bis course to sufvey.
e thought of this, aml he thought of that;
{Kings scldorgfind their thoughts cdme pat).
iHis ape beside hjm took his seat,

‘?X(ﬁth of them £ 11 asleop with the heat.

A, ,



ROMANCERO. 38%

What he resolved, I'll hereafter relate ;
The Indian mails are behind their date.
The last of theso which has come to hand
Was by way of Suez{ and overland.

KNAVE OF BERGEN,

T Dussecldorf castle on the Rhine
They're gaily masquerading ;
The waxlights sparkle, the confpany dance,
The musicgtheir nimbleness aiding.

The beauteous Duchess dances too,
And ceases laughing never ;

Her partner is a slender youth,
‘Who seems right courtly and clever.

Ho wears a mask of velvet black,
Whence merrily ig peeping
An eyeJust like a shining dirk
From out of its seath half creeping.
The carnival throng exultingly shout
As they whirl in the waltz’s embraces,
While Drickes and Marizzebill*
Salute ywith loud noife and grimaces.

The trumpets crash, and the merry hum
Of the double-bass inereascs,

Until the dance to an end has come,
And then the music ceases.

“ Most excellent Lady, thy pardon I beg,
« "Pis time for mo to go now—"

The Duchess said smiling : “ You shall not depart
¢ Unless your face you show now.”

« Most excellent Lady, thy pardon I beg,.
“ My face is a hidcous creatyre’s—"

The Duchess said smfling : < T am not afraid,
¢ 1 insist upon secing your features.’

“ Most excollent Lady, thy pardon I beg,
“ For night and death are my portion—"
The Duchess saidesmiling : “ 1’1l not let you go,
¢ I'll sce you, despite all your caution.”
[ ]

* (arniva! masks,
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In vain he struggled with gloomy words
To change her detcrmination ;

At length she forcibly tore the magk
From his face for her informatiqu.

¢’Tis the headsman of Bergen!” the throng in the hall
Exclaim with a feeling of terror,

Aund timidly shrink ;—the Duchess rush’d out,
Her husband to tell of her error.

The Duke was wise, and all the disgrace

Of the Duchess straightway cffac’d he ¥
1Ie drew his bright sword m-d said : * Kncel down,
“ Good fellow ! with accents hasty.

“ With this stroke of the sworl T make you now
“ A limb of the order knigholy ;
< And since you're a knave, you'll hereafter be call'd
 Sir Knave of Bepgen right ly.’:
So the headsiman beeame a nobleman proud,
Of the Bergen Knaves” family founder;
A haughty race! they dwelt on the Rhine,
Though now they al' underground are!

“I't . VALKYRES™
\ THILE bolow eontending forces -«
Fight, above on clondy horses
Threo Valkyves ride; their song
Througli the air re-echoces long.
¢ Princes wrangle, nations quarrel,
“ Fuch wonld bear away, the laurel ;
© Conquest is the highest prize, . *
« Highest worth in cournge lics.
« No proud helmet gives protection,
¢ Death brings all things in subjection ;
« And tho hero’s Rlood is shed,
¢ And the wicked win instoad.

¢ Laurel wreaths, triumphal arches !
= On the morrow in he marches,
* Who the better nme o’erthirgw,
“ Winning land und people too,
-y
* Or Valkyriors; o+ race of martial virgine, deseribed in
northern mythology - riding in‘tlle air and fighting undcr
« Odin.
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« Senator and burgomaster

% Go to mect the victor faster

“ With the keys $hat ope the gate,

“ And the train then enters straight.

“ Cannon from the walls are crashing,
¢ Kettle-drums und trumpets clashing,
¢ Bells’ loud ringing fills tIt sky,

“ And ‘bhgrrah! the people cry.

“ On the balconies are standing

¢ Smiling beauteous womnen, handing
“ To the victor flow’ry wreaths ;

“ He with haughty calmuess breathes.”

IIA%TI\’( S BATTLE-TIELD.

']:‘IIE Abbot of Wa]jlm.m deeply sigh'd

When he heard the tragical story
That Harold the kiug had lost his life
On Hastings Dastlo-fiold gory.

Two monks, named Asgcd and Ailrik, he

As messengers then sclected,
To seek at Hastings amongst the dead
For Harold’s body neglected.

The monks went forth with sorrowing hearts,

And r&turn’d with faces averted :

“« QgFather, the world goos wrong with us now,

“ We sccw by Fortune deserted.

* The better man has fallen in fight,
¢ Q'ercome by that bastard demon ;

“« Arm’d thieves amongst them divido the land,

“ And make a slave f the freSman.

“ The veriest rascal in Normandy now
¢ Is lord of the island of Britain;

« A tailor from Baycux with golden spurs

“ We saw as guy 28 a kitten.

“ Woe, woe to the man of Saxon birth!,

* Ye Saxon saintcd oucy even,

339

“ Ye had better take care, ye'ro not safe from flisgrace

« E’en now in the kingdom of heaven.
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¢ The meaning now we can understand
* Of the blood-red comet which lately

¢ On a broomstick of fire rode thfongh the sky
“ One night, and astonish’d us greatly.

“ At Hastings there was realizod
« The evil star’s prodiction ;
« Amongst the dead or the battle-field there
“ We sought with deep attliction,
< Till every hope had disa»pear’d
“ We sought in cach dinetion ;
“ The corpse of King Harola, we grieve to say,
« Escaped our close inspoction,”
"Pwas thus that Asgod and A'lrik spoke ;
His bands wrang the Abbot, while wonn’d he
Then sank in deep thought. aud <inally said,
As heavily sigh’d and ¢1-au'debe -
“ At Grendelficld, by th: bard<’ old stone,
“ In a hut in the forost, is dwelling
¢ Her whom they E7ith the Swanneck eall,
“ In beauty orfec so excelling.
They call’d her Lidith the Swanneck crst;
 Beeause her neck in its splendoar
Resembled the neck of the swan ; the king
« Loved the maid with affection tender.

« He loved, kiss'd, fondled her long, and thet
¢ Forgot, like a faithlesst lover ;
« Time’s fleeting on, full sixtcen years
* « Have since those days pass’d over.

r

.

-~

.

« Now, brethren, go to this woman straight,

« And bid her return with you quickly

To Hastings ; her eye will ‘discover the king
“ "Mid the corpses scutter’dso thickly.

* Aud when you hav found his body, with speed
«“ To Waltham Alhcy transfer him,

« That we for his soul due masecs may sing,
“ And liko a Christian inter him.”

At midnight's hour the messengers reach’d
The but in the forest, saping :

« Awake, O Edi‘/: the Swanneck, awake,
¢ Ard follov without delayine.

&
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% The ke of the Normans as victor hath coine,
* And tho routed Saxons are flying,

* And on the field @f Hastings the corpse
« Of Harold the King is lying.

“ Como with us to Hastings, we're secking there
¢« The body bencath the dead hidden,

* To bring it to Walthain Abbey with care,
“ As we by the Abbot arc bidden.”

Then Edith the Swanneck girded herself,
Aund not due word she utter’d,

But follow’d the monks, while her grizzly hair
In the wind all wildly flutter’d.

The poor woman follow'd with naked feet,
Aud through marsh, wood. and briar on hied they,
Till the chalky eliffs on the Hastings coast
At the dawning f day descried they.
The niist, which like a snowy veil,
The battle-ficld was cloaking,
Dispersed by degrees ; the noisy daws
Were flapping their wings and croaking.
Mauny thousand corpseg were lyingethero
Ou the earth with blood bespatter’d,
Stripp’d naked, and mangled, with many a steod
Among the carcases scatter'd,
Poor Tdith tho Swanneck in the blood
With naked feet now waded ;
No single spot the scarghing glance
Of ber piorcing eye evaded.
Both here and there she sought, and she oft
Had to scurc away the devouring
Black troop of ravens that prey’d on the dead ;
The monks behind her were cowering.

She sought throughotit the livelong day,
Till the shades of the evening were fulling ;
When out of the poor woman’s breast there burst
A shrick both wjld and appalling,

TFor Edith the Swaumeck had found at last
The corpse of the king, poor creatu s

No word sho utter'd, no tear she wept,
She kiss'd cach pallid foature.
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She kiss’d his forchead, she kiss’d his mouth,
Iler arms encircled him tightly ;

She kiss’d the bloody breast of theking,
Disfigured by wounds unsightly?

Upon his shoulder she likewise spied,—
And cover'd them over with kisses,—
Threo little scars that her teeth had wmado,

The signs of their fonner blisscs.

And in the meantime the pair of monks ™
Some branches of trecs coll ctod ;

These form’d the bier, on whici they bore
The body, with hearts doject d.

To Waltham Abbey the body they took,
To bury it rightly and duly,

And Edith the Swanneck follow'd ghe corpso
Of him she had Joved so trely. |

The litanies for the dead she sang
In childlike pious faxhion,

Aud in the night they fourfully rang,—
The monks pray'd, Lall of compassion,

CITARLES I.

IN the charcoal-Lurner’s hut in the wood
Sits the king, an object of pity ;
The charcoal-burner's child’s eradle he rocks,
And sings this monotonous glitty :
"~ Eiapopcia, why rustles tho straw ?
*+ The sheep in tho stalls bleat loudly
¢ Thou bearest the sign on thy forchead, and smil’st
« In thy sleep so wildly and proudly.

*« Eiapopcia, thon bear’st on thy brow
« The sign,—and dead is the kitten ;

“ When grown to manhood, thou'lt flourish the axe,
¢« And the oak in the wood will be smitien.

‘,‘. The charcoal-burner’s; religion is dgad,
< ¢ And now o long v receive they, —
“ Eiapopcia,—the fuith in a God,
« Still less in the king believe they.
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# The kitten is dead, and the mice rejoice ;

% And wo from thul presence are driven —
¢ Eiapopeia,—I, monarch on earth,

“ And God, the menarch in heaven.

“ My heart grows sicker day by day,

** My brow grows sterner and sterner;
« Riapopeia,~—1ny headsmun art thou,

* Thou child of tho charcoal-burner !

“ My song of &eath is thy cradle-song—
* Eiapopeia,—thou’lt fumble

*“ My groy locks about, and cut them off,—
“ Thine axo on my neck will tumble.

* Eispopeia,—why rustles the straw ?
« Thou hast gained a kingdom splendid ;

¢ Thou strikest off frojn my Ludy may head,—
¢ The life of the kiften 1s ¢cnded.

¢ Eiapopeia, —why rustles the straw ?
¢ The shoep in the stalls bleat loudly ;
“ The kitten is dead, and the mice rejoice,—

",

*“ My dear little headswan, sleep proudly !

MARIE ANTOINETTE.

HE plate-irlass windows gleam in the sun
Iu the Tuileries Castle gaily ;
And yet the woll-known spectres of old
Still walk about in it daily.

*
Queen Marie Antoinette still doth haunt
The famous pavilion of Flora;
With strict etiquetto she holds her court*
4t cach return of Aurora.

Tull dress’d are tho ladios, ~—t1u,y most of them stand,
On tabourcts others are sitting,

With dresses of safin and gold brocade,
Hung with lace and jowuls betitting.

Their waists are smal], t.hur hoop-petticoats yvell,
And from underncath them are pecping

Their high-hecl’d fect, that so pretty appear,—
If their heads were but sfill in their_keeping!
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Not one of the number a head has on,
The queen hersclf iv that article

Is wanting, and so 1Ter Majesty boasts
Of frizzling not one particle. *

Yes, she with toupée as high as a tower,
In digunity so resplendent,

Maria Theresn’s danghter far,
The German Cwmsar's descendaut,

She, curlless and headless, now must walk
Amongst her maids of he nour,

Who, equally headless and vond of ¢urls,
Are humbly waiting upon lr.

Al this from the Freneh Re velution has sprung,
And its doctrines so pernicious,

From Jean Jacques Rousscau and the guillotine,
And Voltaire the'malicious. ¢

Yet strange thongh it be, T shirewdly think
That none of these hnypiess creatures

Have ever observed how dead they are,
How devoid of hear and features.

The first dume d’ato.rr a linen =hift brings,
And makes a reverence lowly ;

The second hands it to the queen,
And both rotive then slowly.

The third and fourth ladics curtsy and kneel
Before the queen discreetly, L}
That they may be able to diaw on
Her Majesty’s stockings nealy., -«
"A maid of honour curtsying brings
Her Majesty®s robe for the morning ;
Another with curtsies her petticoat holds,
And assists at the gneen’s adorning.

The mistress of the robes with her fan
Stands by, the time bheguiling ;
And as her head is unhappily gone,
¢« With her other end she is smiling,

" The sun hisdnquisitive glances throws
Inside the draper’-d cascment ;
But when the appniitions he sees,
He starts in few ful smazement.

.



ROMANCERO. 395

. THE SILESIAN WEAVERS*
NO tears from their gloomy «yes are flowing,
They sit ut thd loom, their white teeth showing :
“ Thy shroud, O G&rmany, now weave we,
«“ A threefolid curse we're weaving for thee,—
“ We're weaving, we're weaving !
* A curse on the God to whom our petition
“ Wo vainly address’d when i starving condition ;
* In vain did wo hope, and in vain did we wait,
« Ie only d¥rided and mock’d our sad {ate,—
 We're weaving, we're weaving !
“ A cursc on the King of the wealthy, whom often
* Our misery vainly attempted to soften ;
“ Who takes away c'cu the last penny we've got,
* And lets us like dogs in the highway be shot,—
¢ We're weaving, we're gvoaving!
“ A curse on our fagherland false and contriving,
“ Where shame and disgrace alone are seen thriving,
* Where flowers arc pluck’d before they unfold,
“ Whore batten the wormns on corruption and mould,—
“ We're woaving, we're weaving !
“ The shuttle is flying, the loom creaks away,
“ We're weaving busily night and day ;
« Thy shroud, Old Germany, now weave w,
“ A threcfold curse we're weaving for thee,—
“ We're weaving, we're weaving !”
POMARL.
. . oL
ALL the gods of Jove are shouting
In my heart, and blowing airy
Flourishes, and crying: ¢ Ilail!*
¢« Hail, thou mighty qucen Pomaro I”
Not the quecn of Otabeiie
Whom ’twas missionarics’ duty
To convert ; no, shic I mean '
Is a wild untutor'd beanty.
Twice in every weck appears she,
All her subjocts quite entrancing
In that dear Jardin Mabille,
Waltzes and thy polka dancirlg.

* This puem was formerly suppressed by the ¢ensors.
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"Majesty in all her footsteps,
Graco and beauty ne'er forsake her,
Quite a princess every inch, °
‘Whichsoever way you take ner.
Thus she dances--gods of love aro
In my beart a1l blowing airy
Flourishes, and u'ymrv - Haal !
« Hail, thou mighty queen Pomare!”
2. ‘
HE dances. How hey cure sways !
What grace her every 1l displays!
There’s as much flitting, leap.ing, swinging,
As if sho fron her skin wers: springing.
She dances. When she twirl~ with skill
TUpon oue fout, and then stands still
At last with both her arms extended,
My very reason seems e ponded.
She dances.  "Tis the wory same
That once Herodias' iughter came
And danced to Her «l.  As she dunees,
Her eyo casts round it deadly’ glances.

She'll dance me frantic. Woman, say,
‘What shall he thy reward to-day ?

Thou smil'st?  Quick, herald ! to the gateway
Decapitate the Baptist straightway !

3.,
ESTERDAY for very hread,
In the mire she wallowed ;
But to-day, with pride o'crbearing,
In her carring takes an airing,
On its silken eushions she
Rests her head, and lmu;,hhl 7
Looks upon the thronging masses
‘Whom on foot her curriage passes.
When I see thee tr nvcllmg 80,
Then my heurt is fill'd with woe!
Ah, this carriage, —so prepare thoe, =
To the hospital will bear thee,
‘Whore unfeelin s cruel death
Soon will taki «way thy breath,

\
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And the student, with coarse greasy
Proutice band, so frec and easy,
‘Will cut up thy body fair °
Anatomically th¥ro ;

And at Montfaucon thy horses

At the knacker’s end their courses.

4.

THOU hast been by fate befriended
Better than at first T ﬁmd
God be pgaised, all now is ended !
God be praised, aud thou art dead !

In thy poor and agéd mother’s
Garret thou at Iength didst die

She, with love beyond all others,
Closed thy fair cycs tenderly.

She a winding-sheet bought ddly,
And a coffin, epd a grave;
‘?omewlmt closc and wretched truly
Was the funeral that they gave.

No priests at that funcral loncly
Sang, no bell toll'd mourufully';
Thy friseur and poodle only
As thy raourners follow’d thee.

« Ah!” the former sigh’d : “ T often
# Tsed to comb Pomare’s Lair,

« Awd her long black tresses soften,
“ Bitting in hor casy chair!”

Dut the dog, - away he scamper'd
At the churchyurd gate anon,

And was lodged snd fed and pamper’d
Afterwards by Rose Pompon.

She, the Provengalgr, grudgéd theo
Thy hard-earnéd nawe of queen,
As a hated rival judged thee,
Made tlloc victim of her sploe

Ab, poor queen of jests diurnal,
With thy mud crown on tky head,

Thou art saved by God’s cternal
Goodness, thou at last art dead.

397
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As thy mother, so thy Father
Metey show’d thee from sbove ;

This le did. methinks the rather
In that thou so much didst!love.

THE APOLLO GOD.

THE convent stands high on the rocky steep,
The Rhine heneath it glistens ;
The youthful nun dotheeagerly pecp

Through the lattice window, and ]istonﬁ.

A hark of fable 1s sailing pst,
3y the evening glow tinged brightly;
While chequer’d pennons stream from the mast,
With laurels and flowers orown'd lightly.

Amid-ship stands a beautoons vouth,
With flowing aubyrn tresses ;

Of very ancient cut, in truth,
Iis gold and purple dress is.

Before his feet nine wenen lig,
Of marble-lovely gaces;

A tunic fwir and ooy d up high
Faeh slender formn embraced,

The golden tress'd one swectly sings,
Aud likewisc nlays his lyre;

The song the poor nun'’s bosom stings,
And sets it all on five,

She makes a eross, and once,again
The nun repeats the measore ;L
«The cross seares not her blissful pain,
Nor checks her bitter pleasure.

I AM the god of mutic bright,
Revered in every nation ;

In Greece. on Mount Farnassus’ height,
My temple had its station,

L)
In Grecee T oft bav. sat and play’d
On faned Parnie- us’ mountain, *
Beucath the eypri <’ pleasaut shade,
Beside Castalis’s fountain e
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My daunghters sat around their Pa,
And raisced a vocal chorus ;

They sweetly sang : la-la, la-la!
While laughter floated o'er us.

The bugle rang: tra-ra, tra-ra!
From out the forest loudly ;
There hunted Artemisia,
My little sister, proudly.

And whensoc’er T took some sips,—
I can’t deseribe it neatly,—

From out Caostalia’s fount, my lips
Burst into musie sweetly.

I sang—nmy lyre, as it replied,

O'er its own chords scemn’d sweeping :
1 felt as if I Daphne spied
.. Behind tle'laurcls pecping.

i}
I sang—ambrosial inccnse stream’d,
And lightly o’er me hover'd ;
And the whole world around me secem’d
By a bright ha}lo cover'd.

A thousand years from Greeia's land

Have T been sadly banish’'d ;
Yet heth my heart in Greeia’s land

Remain'd, though I have vanish'd.
4

.3
N tho tostume of the Begnins,
In the cloak with cap upon it -

Of the coarsest blackest serge, .
Is the youthful nun envelop’d.

Hastily along the Rhind® banks
Paces she adown the highway |
On the yoad to Holland, asking
Eagerly of ¢very passer :

“ Tast thop ehanced to see Apollo ¢
< He a scarlet clouk is wearing, -~
“ Sweetly sings he, plays the lyre,

¢ Aund Lc is my wvarling idel.”
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None will answor her inquiry, |
Many turn their backs in silence,
Many stare uport her smiling,
Many sigh : * Alas, poor cpeature '

But along the highway trotting
Comes a slovenly old man;

Making figures in the air, he

Keeps on singing through his nose.
He a clamsy wallet carries,

And o Iittle hat threc-corner’d,
And with sharp and .-niling cyes he
Listens to the nun's mquivy :

« Hast thou chanced te see Apollo ?
% He a rearlet clouk is - earing,

“ Bweetly sings he, plays the lyre,
“ And he is niy darling 2dol.”

He bowever gave this unswu'
Whilst his little head he wmgglcd
Here and there, asut comically

At his sharp beerd kept on twitehing @
“ Have I ehar ed to s Apollo?

“ Yos, 1 certainly have scen him

« When at Amstordam fall often,

¢ In the German synagogue.

“ Ho was there the leading singer,
“Kuown by rme of Rabli Faibisch,
,  Which iu High-Duteh means Apullo,
“ But he's not my idol'truly.
“ Scarlet clonk ?  His scarlet clonk too
I remembor ; genuiue searlet,
“ And the price per oIl cight ﬂorms,
“ Not all paid for to this “moment.

“ His old father, Moses Jatscher,

“ Know I well; Lie’s circumneiser

« To the Portnguese, I fancy,

“ And to various sovercigns also.

% And his motlier is a cousin

* Of my sistct’s hushand, trading

¢ On the Grahit in pickled gherkins,
And in wr.on-out paits of breeches.
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i In, thair son they take no pleasure;
- % On the lyre he plays not badly,

“ But, I grigve to say, far better

* Plays he g taroc and ombre.

* Ho is likewise a free-thinker,

¢ Lost his place through eating swine’s flesh,
« And then travell’d round the country

“ With some painted low comedians.

“ In the shops and on the markets
« Hat he acted as Jack-pudding,

* Holoferncs, or King David,

< But the latter most excell'd in.

¢« For the king’s own sorrows sang Le
“ In the king’s own mother language,
“ (iving all the proper quavers

¢ In the propor ollen fuslfion,

“ Recently sbme weunches took he

¢ From the Amsterdam casino,

“ And he’s travelling with these Muses
¢t Round the country as Apollo,

“ One amongst thom is a stout one,

“ Bqueaking very nmch and grunting ;

* Ou account of her green laurel

*“ Heal-dress, they the groen sow” call her.”

IIYMN TO KING LOUIS.*
I EHOLD greatsLouis, Bavaria’s king,

.'ew monarchs are half so splendid ;
In hin a king the Bavarians revere,
From an ancicnt line descended.

He’s fond of art: fair women to get
For their portraits toesit, is his passion :
In this painted‘seraglio takes Lo his walks,
In cunuch-artistic fashion. * ¢

A marble place of skulls hath he
Near Ratisbon constructed,

Aud all the*arrangements tor cvery head
In his vwn royal person congiucted.

This poem was origim:lly suppressed by the ;ensnrs.
¢ D
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"
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Walhalla-companions ! A masterpicee,
Where tho merit of overy man is
- Set fortl, with his chiracter and his acts,
From Teut * to Schinderhannes.{

But Luther, the blockhead, amongst them all,
Has no place in this proud mansolewn ;
The whale 'mongst the fishes is often loft out

In a natural histry muscum.

King Louis is also a poet renown’d ;
Whenever sings or pluys he,

Apollo falls down at his foet and exclaims :
O stop, or you'll drive me quite crazy!”

King Louis is also a hero renown’d,
Like his child, his Iittle som, Otho,

Who was chosen to sit o1 the throno of Greece
(He disgraced it long ago, sho’).

When Louis dies, he’ll eanvuised be
At Rome by the holy Father

A ecat with rufiles a face like his
With ite Glory will look like rather.

As soon as the ment oys and kangaroos
Are couverted to Christianity,
They’ll mako St. Louis their guardian saint,
In proof of their perfoct sanity.
TWO KNIGHTR.
RAPULINSKI aud Waschlapski,
Poles in Poland borr and bred,
Fought for their dear country’s freedom
’Gainst the Russian tyrant dread.

Boldly did they fight, and lastly
Found at Paris a retreat;

Living, just as much_as dying
For one’s fatherland, is swiet.

Like Achilios snd Putroclus,
- David and his Jonathan,
Loved the pair of Poles each cther,
Kisg’d, and said :  Kochan! Kochan !”}
* Meaning the founder of the Teutonic race,

+ A noted Yricand. executed in 1803,
3 A Polish t ra of endearment,
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Neither c'er betray'd the other,
Both were faithful friends anl true,
Notwithstandigg that thej Poles were,
Born and brgd in Poland too.

They the same apartment dwelt in,
In the selfsame bed slept they,
And in noble cmulation
Scratch’d themselves by night and day.

In the sclfsame beershop Uined they,
And és neither wus content

That the other paid his reckoning,
Neither ever paid a cent.

"Twas the selfsame washerwoman
Did the washing for the pair:
Humming, for their linen came she
Every month to wash and,air.
Yes, they really had their linen,
Each one had two shirts, well-worn,
Notwithstanding that they Poles were,
Poles in Poland bred and born.

They to-day sit near the chimney,
Where the flames a bright glow cast;

Out of doors are night, a snowstorm,
And the coaches driving past,

They & mighly bowl of punch have
Prain’d already and devowr'd;

(Understand e, ‘twas unsngar’d,
And wnvater'd an¥ unsour'd.)

Sorrow o’er their souls is creeping,
Tears their furrow’d faces stronjs :
With a voice of deep emotion
Thus doth Crapulinski spenk ;

“ Would that I Iad here in Paris

“ My dear bearskin, my old gotten
¢ Dressing-gown, my catskin-nightcap,

“ In my fatherland forgotten 1”
Thus to Lim replicd Waschlapski :

¢ O thou art o drivller true; ‘
¢ Of thy home thou'rt ever thinkjng,

“ Catskin-nighta, beurskin too.
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“ Poland has not yet quite perish’d,

“ 8till our wives to sons give birth,
“ And our girls will do so likewiso,

“ And produce us men of wqrth,
 Heroes, liko great Sobieski,

“ Like Schelmufski and Uminski,
“ Eskrokewitsch, Schubiakski,

“ And the mighty Eselinski.”

()UR' MARINE>*
(A Nautical tnle.) i
DREAM of a flect we lately dreamt,
And cnjoy’d a sail di licious
Far over the wide and bowniloss sea,
The wind was quite propitious.
We gave our frigates the prondest names
That wo in our clendar rccken'd;
One: Hoffinapn of Fallersleben we call’d,
And Prutz t we christen'd thesecond.
There floated the cutter Vreiligrath,
‘Whereon was reen the figurc
Of the Moorish king. which gazed below
Like a moon (bu: as black %as a nigger).
There floated Gustavas Sehwab as well,
A Plizer, o Kolle, a Mayer ;
On cach of them stood a Swabian face,
Fach holding s« wooden Lyre, '
« There flonted Birel -Tfeiffer, a brig which bore
On its mast the escuteheda olden
Of the famous Gierman Admiralty,
*  Ou tatters black-red-golden.
We boldly clatnber’d on bowsprit and yard,
And bore ourselves like sailors ;
Our jackets were short; onr hats betarr'd.
And our h.'ouﬁers as big as a tailor’s.
¥ull many, who Yormerly sipp'd but tea
As husbands kind and forbearing,
.« Now drank their rum, their pighail chew'd,
.+ And, scaman-like, took to swearing.
t # This pvem was originally suppressed by the censors

+ A poet and writer born n 1816, and persecuted by the
~olice for his liberal wri.ogs, ’
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So bright was our vision, we well nigh won
A naval vietory splendid

But when return the morning sun,
BDoth fleet and*vision had ended.

We still were lying at home in bed,
Our limbs all over it sprawling ;

‘We rubbed the slecp from out of our eyes,
The following wise speech bawling :

 The world is round ; why scek to be tost
« On the idle billows, faint-hearted ?

“ When we sail round the world, at last we retyrn
** To the point from which we started.”

THE GOLDEN CALF.
]?IDDLE flute, and horn uniting,
To the idol-dance iyviting—
.Round the golden ealf with springing
All of Jatob’s daughters come—
Brum—brum—hrum-—
Kettle drums and langhter ringing !
Girding up their tunies ligltly,
Clasping handsrtogethoer tlgsnly,
Nobie maidons, off'rings bringing,
Twist, like whirlwinds at the least,
Round the beast—
Kettle drums and laughtor ringing !

# Aaron's sclf j joins in the mazy

Circling dance with motions crazy ;

His ¢orteerns not looking after,
Skips he, in his hlgh-pmu,t’s cout,
Likoe a goat —

Kettle drums and ringing la.ughtcr'

KING DAVID

DESPOTS smiling yicld their preath,

Knowing after their own! death
That their slaves but change their mastcr,
And, if anything, work faster.
Ah, poor ract! like horse and bull .
They the waggons still must pull,
And their backs will soon be bfoken
If they heed not what is spoken.
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David said to Solomon

Cn his deathbed : < List, my son !
“ My most dreaded foc of course is
¢ Joab, general of my forees. *

** This brave general many a ycar
* T have view'd with hate and fear;
* Vut, however I detest him,

* T nc’er ventured #o arrest him.

** Thou, my son, of sterncr stuff,

« Fearing God, art strong enongh ;

t "Tis for thee an easy *natter

“ That said Joab’s brains to scatter.”

KING RICLARD, [springe
HROUGH the silent glades of the forest there
An cager horsenian proudiy ; * ,
Ho blows his horn, he laughs, and be sings
Exultingly und loudly.

His armour is made of the brass most strong,
But stronger still is his bosom;

"Tis Ceeur de Lion that's r]dmcroalong,
That Christian chivalry’s blossom. '

1

“ Thou'rt weleome to England !” cach verdant bough
Exclaims with joyous assurance ;

* We're heartily glad, O monarch, that thou
« Mast escap’d from thine Austrian durance.”

Thc king snuffs up the free aif the while, ,
Like a newborn creature lives he;

He thinks of his Anstrian dungeon vile,—
And his spurs ‘to his proud horse gives he.

TIIF. ASRA,
ATLY went the wondrous lovely
Sultan’s faughtor at the cooling .
Hour of evening to the fountain,
« Whore the waters white werc plashing.

: ¢ Daily at the hour of evening *
Stood the young slave at the fountain
Where the wéters white were plashing,

“  Daily grew he nale and paler.
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And onc evening came the princess,
And these sudden words fddres<’d him -
¢ Thou must foll me what thy name is,
« And thy country and thy kindred !”

And the slave replied : «“ My name is

¢« Mahomet, I came from Yemmen,

¢« And my race is of those Asras,

o \Vho, whene’er they lo%e, must perish.”

THE NUNS,

‘“THO at night the convent walls
Passes, sces the windows brightly
Lighted up, for thero the gpoctres

Make their gloomy cireuit nightly.

“Tis lead Urseldines that joih
*In the sad gud dark procession ;
From the linen hoods are peeping
Faces young of sweet cxpression.

Tapers bear they in their hangs,
Glimmring bloodred aud mysterious ;

Strangely ccho in the crossway
‘Whispers low, wails sad and serious.

To the church the train moves on
itting on the wooden benches
Of the quire, their mounrninl chorus
Straight begin tI®’ uubappy wenches.

Like a litany it sounds,

But the words are wild and shocking ;
They arc poor and outcast spirits

At the heavenly portal knocking.

¢ Brides of C‘hn.st we used to be, e

“ But by love of carth werd cha.méd
“ And we render’d unto Ceasar

*¢ Things thet unto God pertained.

« Charming 1s a uniform .

* And mustachios smooth and shining;
« For the epanlettos of Cresar

“ Were our heagts in secretepining.
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“ Antlers to the brow we gave
“ By our shameluss 111 behaviour,

* Which the erown of thorns dnce carried,—
“ Wo botray’d our heavenly Saviour.

¢ Jesus,—mercy’s very sclf,—
¢ Softly wept o’cr our transgression,
¢ And he said : ¢ Your souls be curséd
« ¢« For disgracirig your profession !’

“ Grave-sprung spectres of the night
“ We must wander in these dreary
“ Walls, our folly to atone for,—
¢ Miscrere! Miscrca 3!

* Ah, within the grave ‘tis well!

< Though indeud “tis far more cheery
* In the glowing realms of heaven,—

¢ Misercre! Migercre!

¢ Jesus sweet, forgive at length
¢ Our transgress"Hn sad and weary ;
« Let us feel the warmth of heaven,—
* Miserercd Miscrere 17,

Thus the trocp of nuns sing on,
And a long-dead elerk is playing

On the organ.  IHands of spirits
O’cr the koys are wildly straying.

e T'AI SGRAVINE JUTTA.
FTYHE Palsgravine Jutta, in bark so light, !
% Is crossing the Rhince in tho moonlight bright;
e Countess speaks, while rows the maid :

‘¢ Hast thou yon scven corpscs survey'd

© ¢« That, secking to find us,

¢ Are floating behind us ?—
D ly are floating tho corpscs!

How knights were they, who their love confess'd,
. Wheenderly sank on my heaving breast,

Daildvore to be fuithful ; so, certain to make
gta(‘].lﬁ-‘l;lmy their caths should never break,
‘“,heﬁgeize(l and bound them,

1 straighitway drowe’d them,—

Daily gryre fluating the corpscs!”
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The Countess langhs, while the maiden rows,
Through the air her langhter scornfully goes;
From the water the €orpscs riso high as the thigh,
And point with theie fingers towards the sky,

In token of swearing,

With glassy oyes staring—
So sadly arc floating the corpses!

THE MOORISI§ KING.
TO tho Alpuxarrcs’ exile
‘Wen? the youthful Moorish monarch :
Silent and with heart full mournful
Heading tho procession rode he.

And behind, on lofty palfreys

Or in golden litters riding,

Sat the women of his household ;
Swarthy maids onemules were sitting.

And & hundred tmusty followers

Rode on noble Arab horses;

Haughty steeds, and yet the riders
*Carclessly bestrode the saddles.

Not a drum and not » cymbal,

Not a single song resounded :

Silver bells upon the mules, thougl,
Echocd sadly in the silence.

On the height, from whence the glances
Swech across the Ducro valley,
%nd Granada’s battlements

or the L.kt #time rise before one,
There the mournful king dismounted,
And he gazed upon the city .
Glittering in the light of evening,
As though deck’d with goldeand purple.

But, great Allah! What o sight "twas!

In the placo of that dear crescent® °
Gleam’d the Spaniard’s eross and standsrd
On the tow’rs of the Alhambra.

Ah! decp sighs®at this discov’ry .
Broke from out tho monarch’s bosom
Suddenly the tears ‘gan falling
Like a torrent down his checks. ,

4



410

HEINE'S POEMS.

Sadly from her lofty palfrey
Downward gazed the monarch’s mother,
Looking on her son's affliction ;
Proudly, bitterly, she chidefl :

“ Boabdil el Chico,” said she,

¢« Like a woman thou hewnilest

“ Yonder town, which thou neglectedst
“ To defond with manly courage.”

When the monarch’s dearcst mistress
Heard these words, so hursh and eruel,
Hastily she left Ler litter,

Ter lord’s neck cmlnacing fondly.

“ Boabdil ¢l Chivn,” =aid she,

¢« Comfort take, my heart-belov’d one!
“ From the ddep abys~ of sorrow

“ Blossoms forth @ Twauteons laurel.

« Not alone the glorious victor,

« Not alone the proud trimmphant

“ Fav'rite of the Dlind jade Fortune,
¢ Dut mistoriune’s bloofly ron, too,

** And the’ licroie-fighting warrior,

“ Who to destiny o’crpow riug

« Has sucenmb'd, will live for ever

“ In the memory of mortals.” — N

“ Mountain of the Moyr's last sigh ”

To this very moment call they
Yonder height from whence the monarch
For the Tast time saw Granada.

Time has now fulfill'd full sweetly
His beloved one’s prophecy,

And the Moorisl monarch's name is
Revorenced and held in honour.

Never will his glory vanish,
Never, till the last chord’s broken
Of the last gnitar romaining”

In the la.z‘ld of Andalusia,
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GEOFFRY RUDEL AND MELISANDA OF
TRIPOLL..

IN the Chatcmf Blay still see weo
Tapestry the walls adorning,
Worked by Tripoli’s fair countess’
Own fair hands, no labour scorning.

Her whole soul was woven in it,

And with loving tears and tender
Hallow’d,is the silken picture,

‘Which the following scenc doth render:

Hlow thce Countess saw Rudél
Dying on the strand of ocean,

And the’ ideal in his featurcs
Traced of all her heart’s emotion.

For the first and last time also
Living saw Radel and breathing

Her who in his every vision
Intertwining was and wreathing.

Over him the Countess bends hey,
Lovingly his forn! sho raises,

And Ris deadly-palc mouth kisscs,
That so sweetly saug her praises.

Al! the kiss of welcome likewise
Vs the kiss of separation,

And they drain’d the cup of wildest
Joy, arvl decpest desolation.

In the Chéiteau Blay at night-time
Comos a rushing, crackling, shalking
On the tapestry the figures
Suddenly to life‘n.re waking.

Troubadour and lady stretch their
Drowsy ghostlike members yonder,

And from out the wall advancing,
p and down the hall they wander.

‘Whispers fond and gentle toying, .

" Sad-sweet secrets, heart-enthralling,

Posthumous gallint edft speeches,’
Minnesingers’ times recalling®
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* Geoffry ! At thy voice’s music

“ Warmth is in my dead heart glowing,
« And T feel ounce more a glitnmer

“ In the long-quench’d embers growing !”

“ Mclisanda ! T awaken
* Unto happiness and gladness,

« When I sece thine cyex; dead only
« Is my earthly pain and sadness.”

“ Geoffry ! Onco we 1ved each othee
¢ In our dreams ; nuw, cut asunder

* By the hand of death, still love we,—
* Amor ’tig that wrou sht this wonder !”

<« Melisanda ! What are slreams ?

* What ix death ? Meoere words to scare one
“ Truth in love alonc «’cr find we,

¢ And T love thee, ever fajr onc !”

¢ Geoffry ! O how sweet our meetings
 In this moo:.}it chamber nightly,

“ Now that in rie day’s bright sunbcums
¢ I no moio shall wander Hghtly.”

* Melisanda ! Foolish dear onc!
* Thou art light and sun, thou knowest !
“ Love and joys of May are budding,
¢ Spring is Llooming, where thou goest - --

Thus those tender spectres wander
Up and down, and sv’cet earesses
Interchange, whilst peeps the moonlight
Through the window’s arch’d recessoes,

But at length the ruys of moruing
Scare away the fond illusion ;
To the tapestry rcirecat they
Oun the wall, in shy confusion.

TV POET FERDUSI.
1.
D].EN of gold, and men df silver !
When a fool about a thoman
Talks, of silver he is speaking,
And he 'neans a silver thoman,
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In a prince’s mouth, however,
Or a shah’s, a thoman's always
Golden, for a shah will ohly
Give and mko:in golden thomans.

Worthy people have this notion,
And Ferdusi thought so also,
The composer of the famous

And immortal work Schah Namel.

This divino heroic poem °

At tho SBhah’s command composed he,
Who for overy verse a thoman
Promised to bestow upon him.

Seventeon times bloom’d the roses,
Seventeen times did they wither,
And the nightingales sang #wectly
Aud were silent seventeen times,—
Awnd meanwhile the bard was sitting
At the loom of thought, composing
Day and night, and nimbly woaving
His sweet numbers’ giant-carpet,—

Giant-carpet, whero the poet -
Tuterwove with skill his country’s
Chronieles from timos of fable,
Farsistan’s primeval monarchs,

Fav'rite heroes of his nation,
Kpightly decds, adventures wondrous,
Magic beings, hateful demons,
Tuteriwined with fidwers of fable,

All were blooming, all were living,
Bright with colours, glowing, lurning,
With the heavenly rays illumin’d
From the sacred light of Tran,

From tho godlike light p;imcva],
‘Whose last pure and fiory temple, »
Spite of Koran and of Mufti,

In the poet’s heart flam’d brightly.
When at last the work was finish'd,
Then the manuscript the poet :
Sent to his illustrious patron,

F’on two hundred tdousand versés.

413
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hee!
It was in the public bath room,
In the bathing place at Gasna,
That the Shah’s*black messengers
Found at last the bard Fordusi.

Each a bag of money carried,
Which before the poet’s feot he
Kneeling placed, to be the guerdon
To reward his minstrel labours.

s

Hastily the poet open’d

Both the bags, his ¢ios to gladden
‘With the gold so long kept from him,-
When be saw with consternation

That the bags contuin’l within them
Silver only, silver thomans,

Some two huydred thousand of them ;-
Bitterly then laugh'd the poct.

Langhing bitterly, the woncy

He divided in three equal
Portions, and « third part gave ho
To the twochinck messengors,

Each a third, to be his guerdon
For the message, and the third part
Gave he 10 tho man who waited
On his bath, as drinking-money.

- Then his pilgrim staff he straightway
Grasp'd, and left at oxco the city,
And before the gate the dust he
= From his very shoes rejected.

« HAD he been, like other men,
* Heedless of his words once spoken,
“ And nis promise merely broken,
¢ T bad not been angry then.

¢ Suffer this ? I never will!

“ Hig deceit my heart amazés,

< Both his (donble-meaning phrases,
« And his sionce, falser«still.
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s He was noble, fair to ;00,
. « Proud his gostures were, and stately ;
¢ Other men excell’d he greatly,
“ Bvery inch a king was he.
« Firelike did Hls glance once meet me,
¢ As the sun in yonder heaven
¢ He, truth’s haughty image even—
“ And he yet hath deign’d to cheat me.”

[s]

3.
. %
NITAH Malomet full well has dined,
And his soul to be merry is fully inclined.
In the garden at twilight, on purple seat
He sits by the fountain. Its splashing sounds swect
With looks respectful his servants stand :
His fav'rite Ansari's amongst the hand.
From tarble vases a fiery gush
Of luxuriant flowers dppears to rush.
Like Odalisques with graccful arms
Stand fauning themselves the slender palms.

The cypresses stand witly branches wifurl'd.

As if dreaming of heaven, forgetting the world.
But sudden to strains of the lute ere long

Is heard a geutle mysterious song.

The Shah sprang up, as if sorely perplex’d :

“ Who wYote of this song the charming text "
Anwmari, fror yhom he sought to know it,
Replied :  "Tis the work of Ferdusi the poet.”
¢ Ferdusi |—exclgim’d the prince in dismay,—
“ Whore is he ? How fares the poet, (J say !”

*¢ Ansari gave answer: ““ In poyerty great

¢ He has lived full long in a mournful state

« At Thus, the native town of the bard, *

* Where Le in his gardon works full hard.”

Shah Mahomet paused, and presently said :

“ Ansari, & thoughtshas come in my head. ,
“ To my stables make haste, and with hands unthrifty
« Take a hundred mules, ¢nd camols ity
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¢ And lado them all with every treasure

"« That fills the heart of a mortal with pleasure,

« With splendid articlek, rich and, rare,
“ With costly drcsses and furnituye fair

« Of sandal wood and ivory white,
“ With gold and silver tissucs dight ;

‘¢ With precious-handled goblets and pots,
* And leopard-skins, all cover'd with spots,

* With carpets and shawls and tho richesi brocade
“ That in my kirgdom has ¢ver been made.

¢ Aund don’t forget to pack with the rest

“ Some glittering arms, and of housings the best,
“ As well as drinks of every kind

“ And eatubles such as in pots we find,

** And almond cakes and sweetmeats Egyptian,

“ And gingerbread of every description.

« And also add a dozcn stecds

4 As swift as arrows. f Arub breeds,

« And likewise a ¢-.zen slaves, black as coals,
© With bodies of stecl, and sturdy souls.

¢ Ansari, when all these things thou hast got,
“ Thou must stert on thy journcy, and linger not.

* Thou must take them all with my kind reg'u'd
¢ To Thus, to Ferdasi, the mighty bard.”—

Ansn.rl fulfill’d his lord’s beliest,

And loaded the camcls and mules with the best
And costliest presents, the value of which

Was cnough to make a whole province quite rich,

In proprid personi he Inft at last
The palace, when some three days had past,

And with a gener#l’s banner red
In front of the caravan he sped.

‘At the end of a weck to Thus came they
‘The town at the foot of the mountein lay.

The caravan the wostern gate .

. With shouts an<noiscs ontered straight.
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The trumpets sounded, the loud drums beat,
“And songs of triumph rang through the stroet.

“ Lg Illa 1 Allah §" with j 1oyous shout
The camel drivers avere calling out.

But through the East gate at the farther end
Of Thus, at that moment chanced to wend

The funeral train so full of gloom,
That the dead Ferdusi bore t® his tomb.

¢ VOYAGE BY NIGHT.

THE half-moon peer'd from the darksome clouds
With coyness, while rock’d the sea ;
And when in the bark our places we took,
Our number then was three.

There plash’d in thg water the strokes of the oar
With sad monotony ;

White foaming bilfows came with a roar,
And sprinkled all of us three.

. She stood in the bark, as pale, as hh'l!l,
As void of motion tgo
_ As though she a mmb(lge statue were,
Diana’s image true,

The moon disappear’d. The nightwind piped
‘With chilly blast on high;
When ®ver our heads there suddenly rose
.A wild and piercing cry.

"T'was the white and ghostlike scamew’s voice,
And at that terrible cry,

Which fearfully® rang like a warning aall,
All three felt like to die.

» Am I in a fever? A,wswn i8 this
Of nightly phantasy ?
Am I aped by.a drecam? T'm dumnmg a drean
Of wild buffoonery.

Buffoonery wild ! Mothinks in my drea.m
That I a Saviodr am ;
Ahd faithfully bear the weight of the Cross,
As gentle as a lamb. »
2=
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Poor bewaty beside me is sore distress'd.
But soon T'll set her fl‘(‘L

From sin and shame aud sorrow and pain,
Auwd carthly misery,

Poor beauty, O o not thou tcmﬁea
Though ‘bitter the medicine be;

Alt]mugh my heart may break, 1 myse]f
Wiil mete out death o thee.

O folly wild and terrible dream!
O madness fearful to see !

The night is yawning, the ocean yells— *
0 God, have merey on me!

{fave merey on me, O mereiful God!
O mereiful God!  Sehoddey I*

A& Something fulls in the sew - Alas?
Schaddey ! Schaddoy ! Adonay !f

The sun wrose, we came to the land,
Sweet smiled the sprivg, to the view;

And when at Iength ve et the bark,
Our nuntber then vas two,

THE PRELUYDE,
TV HIS, then, is Amcrica!
This indeed the new world is!
Not the present, which already
Europeanized, is with’ring.—
-+ This indeed the new world is,
Ag by Christopher Columb
From the ocean extricated ;
n its billowy freshuess gleams it,
With its watcly pearls still dripping,
Which ure scutter’d, colour-sprinkling,
When the sunlight faie it kisscs.
O how Lealthy thxs new world is!

“T'is no (,hurchymd of romance,
"T'is no ancient Scherbenberg,
“ All made up of muuldy bymbols
© And of petrified perukes.

* An ancent Hebrew woed for Almighty.
+ A Hol'eow word for Zvrd.
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From iho healthy carth arce shooting
Healthy trees, and none amougst then
Blasé is, or has consumption

Eating up its spinal marrow.

On the branches are disporting
Mighty birds. Of chequer’d colours
Is their plumage. With their solemu
Lengthy beaks, and eycs cucircled
With black marks, lik®spectacles,
They in silence gaze upon thee,

Till they shriek with sudden clamour
And like washerwowen chatter.

Yet 1 know not what they’re saying,
Notwithstunding that T'm learned

In birds’ tonguocs as Selomon,

Who a thousand wives rejpiced in,

And with birds’ tongues was acquainted, —
Not the modern ones alone,

But all dialects whatever,

‘Whether dead, or old, or worn-ont.

New the land is, now the floadrs!
New the flowerd and new the fragrance !
TFragrance wild, and never heard of.
Picreing swectly throngh my nostrils,
Teasing, prickling, full of passion—
?}d my subtle sense of smelling
Racks itself with meditating :

* Wlere have T dhor smelt this odour 2
“ Was’t in Regent Street, perchance,
« In the gunny arms so ycellow

“ Of that Javanese thin woman®

*“ Who was always cating flowers ?

“ Was it clse at Rotterdam,

* Near the Colunm of Erasigus, «

“ In the wafer-shop notorious

“ 'With its most mysterious curtain "
Whilst T in_this puzzled fashion

The new wdrld was contemplating,
Seewing to instd into it

Still more bashfiMess,—a mofikey,
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Who, affrighted, sought the bushes,
Cross’d himself at my appearance,
Crying with alarma: “ A Spirit !

% Yes, a Spirit from the old world !”"—=

% Monkey, be not thus confounded!
¢ I'm no spirit, I'm no spectre ;

¢ Life within my veins is boiling,
¢ I'm life’s most true-hearted son.

“ Yot by living ﬁmny yoars

“ With the dead, have I adopted |,
“ Dead men’s manuers very likely,
‘“ And peculiar ways of thinking.

¢ All the fairest yeurs of life
¢Speat I in Kyflhau.er's cavern,
¢ In the Venusberg, snd other

* Catacombs of the Romantic.

¢ Have no fear of 1.¢, good*monkey !

¢ Thee T like, fo on thy hairless

¢ Tann'd and shaven hinder-quarters

*“ Thou dost hear my fav'rite colours.”—

Darling colours! Black-red-golden!
Yes, those monkey-buttock-colours,
Sorrowfully they remind me

Of the ag of Barbarossa.

YITZLIPUTZLI.
1.
¢
N his head he worc the lauvel,
And upon his boots there glitter'd
Golden spurs,-—but notwithstzading
He was neither knight nor Lero.

He was but a robber capfain,
Who within the book of glory
Wrote with his own wicked hand
His own wicked name of—Cortez.

TUnderneath (lolumbus’ naine he
‘Wrote hig own,-—yes, close’beneath it,
And the schoolboy at his lessons
Learns by heart bothepames together.
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After Christopher Columbus

He now names Fernapdo Cortez,
As the secend greatest man

In the news world's proud Pantheon.

Heroes' fate's last stroke of malico!
That our name should thus be coupled
With the name of a vile scoundrel

In the memory of mortals!

Werc't not botter o’en to perish
AlPunknown, than draggle with it
Through cternity’s long ages

Luch a name in comradeship ?

Master Christopher Columbus
Was a horo,—and his temper,
That was purc as e’en the sunlight,
Was as gew'rous in add&ion.

Many people much have given,
But Columbus to the world
Hath a world entire imparted,
And ’tis call'd America.

He had not tho power to frec us
* From our dreary carthly prison,

But he managed to enlarge it

And our heavy chain to lengthen.

ortals thankfully revere bim,
Being, not of Europe only,
But of Africa and Asia,
EquaMy quite sick and weary.
One alone, one hero only
Gave s moro and gave us better
Than Columbus—that one mean I
Who a God bestow'd upon us.

His old father’s name was Amram,
And pis mother’s Jochebd, *
And himself, his name was Moscs,
And he isemy greatest hero.

But, my*Pogasus, thou'rt loitering
Far too long with this Columbus;
Know thou thyt our flight x)-duy is

With tho lesser man,— Cortes.
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8o extend thy colour'd pinions,
Winged steed ! and carty me

To the new world’s beauteous country
That they Mexico entitle.

Carry me to yonder castle,

Which the monarch Montezums

Kindly offer’d to his Spanish

Guests, to be their habitation,

Not mcre food and shelter only

In extravagant profusion

Gave the prince thse foreign ﬂt!‘()l]‘ T,
Presents rich and precious also,

Valuable, wronght with cunning,
Al of massive gold, rnd jewels,
Bear gay witness to tl.c moiareh’s
Generosity and* favour, -

This uneivilised, unlearned, «
Superstitious, blind-d heathen
Still believed in taith and honour,
And the sacreduess of guest-right.

He accepted a proposal o

To be prescnt at a bunquet

That the Spaniards in their costle
Wish'd to give, to do himn houwous.
And with =11 his eourt’attendants
Camo the inoffensive wonareh
Kindly to the Spanish quarters,
Where by trumpets he was groeted.
What they call’d the entertainment
Know T not.  "Twas very likel$

« Spanish Truth!” of which the author’a
Nauie was Don Fernando Cortez.

Cortez gave the mgnal—-—stlmg,htwuv
They atfack'd the peaceful monarch,
And they bound him and retain’d him
1u the castle as a hostage.

But poor Montezuma dicd thare,

And the da was broken down

‘Which the hold udvcntgr(,rs

From the | ople’s wrath protected.
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Terribly began the tompest ;
Like a wild and furious. occan
Raved and bMster’d ever ncarer
The excited human billows.

Valiantly in truth the Spaniards
Drove the tempest buck. Dut daily
Was the castle fresh blockaded,
And the conflict was exjuausting,

When the King was dead, the convoys
Of prfovisions ceased entirely ;

In proportion as the rations

Shorter grew, cach face grew longor.

With long faces on each other

Gazed the sons of Spain with sadncss,

And they sigh’d, when they bethought thew
Of their cosys Christian dellings

In their chefish’d fatherland,

Where the pious bells were ringing,

And upon the hearth there bubbled
Poncetul olla podridas,

L J
Thickly studde® with garbanzos,
Under which, with waggish fragranee,
Chuckling famously, were hidden
Thow dear garlic suusages.

&#en the leader held a council,
And upon retreat decided ;

On the following enorn at daybreak
Was thé force to leave the city.

Easy ’twygas for clever Cortez
@unninvgq]y to gaiu an entrancey
But retreat to terra firma
Offer’d fatal opstaclos.s

Mexico, the island city,

In a mighty lake is foundod,
In the middle, wave-surroundoed :
E’en u haugBty water fortross,
With the continent connocted -
But by ships apd rafts and bridges,
‘Which repose ug» piles giga.niio,,
Little islands forming forts.
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"T'was before the sun had risen

That their march began the Spaniards ;
Not a single drum was beatén,

Not a trumpeter was blowing.

"Twas their ohject not to waken
From their quiet sleep their hosts—
For a hundred thousand Indians
erc encamp'd in Mexico).

Yet without his host the Spaniard
Reckon’d, when his plans he settled;
For the Mexicans had risen

Earlier still to-day than he had.

On the rafts and on the bridges,

On the forts they all were waiting.
That they to their gvests might offer
Then and there the parting cup.

On the rafts and ferts and bridges
Ha! a frantio beugaet follow’d ;

In red torrents stream’d the blood,
Anrd the bold carousers struggled, —

Struggled, body press'd wo body,
And we sco on many naked
Indian breasts the arabesque

Of the Spanish arms imprinted.

"Twas a throttling and a choking ..,
And a butchery that slowly,

Sadly slowly, roll'd stifl onward

Over rafts and forts und bridges.

Whilst the Indians sang and bgllow'd,
Silently tho Spaniards struggled,
Step by step with toil and labour
For their flight afooting gaining.
Fighting thps in narrow passes
Small to-day the’ advantage lying
In old Europe’s strategy,

Or her cannons, armour, horses,
Many Spaniards in addition®
‘With the guld were heary laden,
Lately caytured or extarted—
Ab ! that vellow load of sin
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Lamed and hemm’d them in the conflict,
And the devilish metal proved

Not to the poor spirit only

Ruinous, bt to the body.

And meanwhile the lake around them
With cances and barks was cover'd ;
Archers in them sat, all shooting

At the rafts and forts qpd bridges.

Trug they hit in the confusion
Man¥ of their Indian brethren,
But they also hit full many
Excellent and brave hidalgos.

On the third bridge fell at last
Poor young Gaston, who was bearing
On that day the flag whereon
» . Was the Holy Virgin’s ithage.
E’en this ithage’ sclf was struck
By the missiles of the Indians ;
Bix such missiles were left sticking
In ita very heart,-—bright arrows,

Like those swords of golden colour
“Which transfix the sorrowing bosom
Of the Mater Dolorosa

In Good Friday’s sad procession.

oston, when he died, mado over
His proud banner to Gonsalvo,
Who soon afterwards was stricken
FE’eu t6 death, and died. Then Cortez

Seized Jrimself tho precious banner,
He, the leader, and ho bore it»

On his steed till tow’rd the evening,
When the fight at lemgth was over.

On that day a hundred Spaniagds
Fell, and sixty in addition ;
Eighty more alive were taken
By the Indlans’ cruel hands.

Many of them sorcly wounded,
Who ere long their breath surrender’d
And a dozen lysrses, too, were

Partly kill’d and partly captured.
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Cortez and his army only

Just at evening gain’d the shelter
Of the shore, a scacoast planted
Niggardly with weeping willows,

2.
‘, \ EN the battle day is over,
Comes the frantic night of trimaply;
So in Mexico a himdred
Thousand lamnps of joy are flaring ; |

Hundred thousand lamps of joy, with
Woodpine torches, piteh-ring fires,
Throw o light as clear as dnylight
Over palaces and teniples,

And guildhouses, —hkewise over
Vitzliputzli's splendid temypre,
TIdol-fortress built of red bLrigk,
Strangely like the old Beyptian,

Dubylonian, aod Assyrian
Monster buil-iing= so colossal,
As we see t! e in the pistures
Of thoe Engtish Henry Martin.*

Yes, 1t 1s the same broad stairease,

So exeeeding Lrond, that on it

Many thonsand Mexicans “
Up and down are walking freely,

Whilst upon the steps dve lying

Miglity troops of suvuge warriors,
Banqueting iu joyous faghion,

Flush’d with trimanph and with palm-wine,

This great staircasp leadeth upwards
Like a zigzag to the platfor.n,

Ry a balestrede surrounded

At the summit of the temple.

There, upon his altar-throne,
Sits the mighty Vitzliputzli, ,
Mexied's bloodthirsty wargod.—
He is but «- \ evil monstcl*’

* Doubitc sm.'lohn Martm is here mweant.
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But so droll is his exterior,

Full of carvings, and so childish,
That despite qur inward horror
It must necds,oxcite our laughter.

[Iis appearance altogether

Brought to mind a combination

Of the “ Dance of Death ” at Basle,
And the Munnekin at Brusscls.

On the god’s left side his priests are
Statiow'd, on his right the people :
Ornaments of colour’d feathers

Arc to-day the former wearing,

On the altar-stairs of marble
Squats a man a hundred years old :
On his chin and sknll no hair is,
JAnd he wearsp serrlet waisteoat.
He's the priest of sacrificus,

And his bloody knife he’s whetting ;
As bo whets, he grins, and ofttimes
Lecrs upon the god above him.

Vitzliputzli secmp the glance®
Of his servant to appreciate,
And he twitches cvery eyelash,
And bis lips at times he twitches.
er altar steps squat also

e musicians of the temyple,
Kettle-drmmmers, ¢owhorn blowers —
Toud <ho elatter, foud tho tooting !

Loud the clatter, loud the tooting !
And the ®lexican Te Deum
Rises up in noisy chorus,
As if many cats were mewing—

As if many cafs were mewing,

But of that enlarged descripmone®
Which are “ tiger-cats ” entitled,
And, instead ¢f mico, cat people!
When the neghtwind carrics with it
Those loud noises to the seashore, ©
The poor Spanifrds there encamping
Feol senvations ir from pleasynt.
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Sadly 'ncath the weeping willows.
Arc the Spaniards still remaining,
Gazing tow'rd the distant ity
‘Which within the dark sca water

Mirrors back, in sheer derision,
All the flames of former pleasure—
There they stand, as in the pit

Of o vast gigantic playhouse,

Vitzliputzli's temple’s radiant
Platform serving as the stago
‘Where they act a tragic myst'ry
To commemorats thoir triumph,

“ Human sacrifice ” the play is,
014, full old, its y:lot, its fable;
But the piece is not so fearful

In the Christlan treatment of it.

For into the blood ir red wine,
And into the actual body

Is a thin and narmless wafer
Transubstantiated truly.

"Mongst thiese savages at present
Was the joke in dowaright earnest
Taken up; they fed on flesh,

And the blood was human blood.

This time 'twas indecd the pure blood
Of old Cliristians, which had never ~
Never mingled with tho baser

Blood of Jows or of Moriscos.

O be joytul, Vitzliputzli!

For to-day 'tis Spanish blood,

And thou mayst refresh thy nostrils
With its warm scent grcedily

Eighty Spaninrds will bé slaughter'd
On thig day to do thoe honour—
Proud repart to grace the table

Of thy pricsts, who flesh delight in.
For the priest is but a mortal,

And poor man, unheppy glutton,
Cennot, like the godg. iive only

On switsmells and savoury odours,

‘
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Hark! the death-drum now is beating,
And the evil cowhorn screoches !

They proclmm the’ approaching adveut
Of the vmtxms sad procession.

Ei hty Spu.malds vilely naked,
‘With their hands securely fasten’d
To their backs, are harshly drivon
Up the temple’s lofty staircase.

And to Vitzliputzli’s ithage

They, must bow the knee right humbly,
And must dance the wildest dances,
Forcibly constrain’d by tortures,

All so terrible and fearful,

That their madden’d screams of anguish
Overpow’r the whole collective
Cannibals’ wild charivari,,

* “Poor specta ors by tho occan!

Cortez and his warlike comrades

But too plainly could distinguish

All their friends’ loud cries of torment.

On the stage, too clearly Lighted,
hey could seey alas! too plainly,
very figure, every gesture,—

See the knife and sce the blood.

Then from off their heads their helmets
#Mntly they took, and knoeeling,
Chaunted they the death-psaln sadly,
And they sang thke De Profundis.

*Mongst the number of the victims
Was yoswg Rainiond de Mendoza,
Offspring of the lovely abbess,”
Cortez’ first and youthful love.

‘When be on the strip].ing’s bosom
Saw the well-rcmember’d lackeé
‘Which®enclosed his mother’s portrait,
Bitter, bittcr tears wept Cortez—
But from gff his eycs he wiped them
With his buffalo’s hard gauntlet- =
Deoply sigh’d,®and sang in choms
With the others? Miscrere !,
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NOW the stars are glimw’ring paler,
And the morning mists are rising

From the ocean-flood, like spirits

Dragging their white shrovds behind thena

Feasts and lights are all extinguish’d

In tho temple of the idol,

Where, upon the blood-soak’d pavement,

Priest and luity, lie snoring.

None are waking save Red Jacket.

By the last lamp’s flickering glimuaer,

Sickly grinning. grimly jesting,

Thus the priest i0s god addresses :

 Vitzliputzli, Pu.zlivitzli!

“ Darling god. my Vitzliputzli !

¢ Thou to-duy hax had amusenent,

*“ And has suaelt o fragrant odour !

“ Spanish blood io-day wemnffer'd,

Q) how savomrily steam'd it !

- And thy finc and duinty nostrils

¢ Bucl’d the seent in, full of rapture!

« We'll te morrow slay. the horses,

- Neighing noble monsters arc they,

¢ Offspring of the tempest spirits’

= Amorous toymg with the seacow.

“ 1f thou'li gracious be, I'll slaughtor

 In thine honour my two grandsons;

“ Pretty children,—sweet their blood is,—

“ My old age’s only pleasure. '

 But indeed thou must be gracious,

* And must grant us further t~immphs,

* Let u§ conquer, darling godhead,

« Putzlivitzli, Vitzliputzli!

* All our cnenics destroy thou,

¢ All thesg strangers who from distant

‘¢ Ard still undiscover’d eountrics

“ Hither came across the vecan—

“ Whereforc did they leave their dwellings |

“ Wasg it crime or hunger dtove them ?

¢ ¢ Stop u! home and lire in quiet’

“ Is 1 sensible old proverb.
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* What is their desire ? Our moncy
¢« Stick they in their greedy pockets,
* And they wish us tosbe happy—

** 80 thoy tell us,—in the heavens!

- We at irst believed them fully

“ Beings of a higher order,

¢« Children of the Sun, immortal,

» Arm’d with lightning and with thunder.

= But they're ouly mea, as mortal

© Ag oursclves ; my kuife to-uight has
=+ Pfoved beyond all doubt and question
¢ Their extreme mortality.

- They are mortal, and no fairer

* Than oursclves, and many of them
¢ Are as ugly as the monkeys,

* And their faces, like th'u lattor,

* .= Are all hiiry, and ‘tis whisper'd
© Many of Them carry hidden
* In their bréechies monkeys’ tails, for
* Those not monkeys newd no breeches.
* Morally they're ulso ugly,
“ And of pictysknow nothing,
& And 'tis said that they're accuston’d
 Their own deitics to swallow !

= () destroy this vile abandon’d
oW icked brood, these god-devourers —
* Vitzliputzli, Putzlivitzli,

* Let us conquen, Vitzliputzli "—

Thus the priest address'd the god,
And thg god’s reply resounded
Sighing, rattling, like the nightwind
Toying with the ocean sedges :

« Red-cont, md-coat, bloody slayer!
* Thou hust slaughter’d magy thousands, -~
“ Plungoe thy sacrificial kuife now

¢ In thine own old worn-out body !
« ¥rom thy Vody, thas slit open,

«« Will thy spirit raake its cxit, -

« Qver roots awl over pcbbles

v Tripping to W green frog’s pound.
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“ There thou'lt find my aunt, the rat-queen,
‘ Squatting, and she'll thus address thee :

“ ¢80 good morming, naked spirit !

¢ Pray how fares it with iy nephew ?

« ¢Is he Vitzliputzlied nicely

¢ <In the gold-light, swect as honey ?

“ ¢Does good fortunc from his forchead

“ ¢ Brush away all flies and sorrows ?

“ «Or does Katziagara scratch him,

« ¢« Hated goddoss of all evil, '

¢ « With her black naws made of iton,

¢ ¢Which aro stecp’d in adder’s poison ?’
“'Naked spirit, give this answer :

« « Vitzliputzli seuds Jhee grecting;

+ ¢ And a postilence he wishes

« ¢In thy belly, thon accurst one!

“ ¢ Thou didst nurge bim to the confliet,, ©
“ ¢ And thy couns-i was destruction ;

““* Soon will be fulfill'd the evil

-~ ¢<0ld and m/mrnful prophoey

« < Of the kir.gdom’s subjugation

« ¢ By the men so fiercoiy bearded,

“ + Who on wooden birds all flying

“ ¢ Frow the Kastern land cowe hither.

« ¢ There's an ancient proverb also—

¢ Woman's will is God’s will like W, —
¢ ¢ And the God’s will is redoubled

v ¢When the woman is bis mother,

¢ «8ho it is that wakes my anger,

*¢ ¢ She, the haughty queen of heaven,
<+ Bhe, £ pure and spotless virgin,

“ ¢ 'Working charms and versed in magio
¢ ¢ Bhe protocts the Spanish people,

“ ¢ And we all at length must perish,

*¢ T, the poorest of the godheads,

¢ ¢ And my pror, dear Mexico.—

“ When thou hast fulfill’d thy message,
“ Red-coat, let thy naked spirit

* Tn o sandhole ereep ; -sleep soundly
“ Qut of «ight of all #r7 misery,

n

0
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“ This proud temple will bo shatter’d,

*¢ T myself shall in ity ruins

¢ Disappear,—mere dust and rubbish,—
« No one eer again will see me.

“ Yet I shall not die; we godheads

“ Grow as old as do the parrots,

“ And we cast our skins, and like them
¢ Only change at timeg our feathers.

“ To my foemen’s native country

“ ich they give the name of Europe
¢ I shall fly away, beginning

¢ Thero a really new career.

“ Tl turn devil, and the god
“ Then shall be a God-be-with-us ;
“ As my fogmen’s evil spirit
¢ 1 can wqrk as best may suit me.

“ There my ¥nemies I'll trouble,

« And alarm them all with phantoms;
« As a foretaste of hell's torments,

« Brimstone they shall small in plenty.

“ Both their wise men and their doliarde
¢ I'll allure with my seductions;
¢« And their virtue will I tickle

. -#ill it laoughs like auny strumpct.

“ Yes, I'll turn into a devil,

« Andssalute as my dear comrades
¢ Satanas and Belal with him,

¢ Astagoth and Beelzebub.

¢ Thee I'll also greet, O Lilis,

“ Sin’s own mother, smooth-skinn’d serpent
 Teach me all thy dreadful secrets,

« Angd the charming art of lyitg!

“ My beloveéd Mexico,

¢ 1 no longer can preserve thee,
“ But I'll'fearfully avenge thes, -
é Mv beloved Mexico !”

433
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BOOK II1—LAMENTATIONS.,

Goop fortuve quite s fickle miss is,
And in one pluce will never stay ;
The hair from off thy face with Kkisses

She strokes, and then she flies away.

Misfortune to hemheart, however,
To clusp thee tightly, ne'er omits; .
She says sho’s in o harry never, .
Sits down beside ey bed and knits.

WOOD SOLITUDIL.

IN former days, in my life’s youpg morning,

T wore a garland my brow adorning ; ot
How wondrously glisten’l thon evely flower !
The garland was fill'd with a magical power.

‘While all in the benntiful garland took ploasure, .
Its wearer they hatgd boyond all measure ;

1 fled from the envy of mortals rude, .

T fled to the wood’s green solitude.

To the wood! to the wood! A life of enjoyment
With spirits and beasts was my sole employggent.
The fairies and stags, with thcir antlers tall,
Without any fear approach'd e all.

They all approach’d me without any terror,
In“this they know they committed no grror ;
That I was no huntsman. the doc well knew,
That I was no babbler, the fairies saw too.

None but fools ever boast of the fuys’ approbation,
But how the réinaiuing gentry of station
That lived in the forest treated me well,
Eve not the slightest objection to tell.

_ Bow round me hover'd the elfin rabble,
That airy race, with their charping gabble!

' "T'is dangerous truly their gi@e to meet, a
‘I'be bliss it imyr.rts'is so deadly, though sweét.
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* With May dance and May games amused they e highly,
And tales of the court narrat¢d they slily,
For instance, the scandalous chronicles €'en
Of lovely Titaniapsthe fuory queen.
If T sat by tho brook, with leaping and springing
Rose out of the flood, their tresses wringing,
‘With long silver veils aud fluttering hair,
The water-bacchantes, the nixes fair !

They play'd on the lute and the fiddle so sweetly,
And danced the nixes’ famed dances discreetly ;
The tunes that they sang, the antics they play’'d,
Of rollicking boisterous madness secem’d made.

And yet at times was much less alarming

The noise thut they made; these clfins charming

Before my feet lay quietly,

Their heads recliniag on wy knte.

Bome foreign romances they trill'd,—for example

T'll name the ¢ three oranges ” song as a sample ;
" A hymn of praise they sang also with grace

Oagne and my noble human face.

They oft interrupted gheir songs &th loud laughter,

Many eritical matters inquiring aftor,

For instanco: *“ On what particular plan

“ Did God etermine on fashioning mun ?

“ Ig cachgindividual’s soul altogether

¢ Imnfortal 2 Theso souls, are they made all of leather,
4 Or stiff linen ouly ? How cowmes it to pass ¢

“ That almbst* cvery man is an ass ?”

The answers I gave, I'll conceal for the present,
And yet my ifimortal soul (which isepleasant)
Was not in the slightest degree ever hurt

By the prattling tﬁl}: of a water-sprito pert.
‘While sportive and roguish are elfins and nixes,
Not so the trychearted carth-spirifs afid pixies,
‘Which love to help man. I prefer most of all
The race that theysdwarfs or manniking call,

They all wear a long and swelling red doublet,
Fheir face is noble, though care secms to trouble it ;
[ let them not see that, ] had desoried

Why tHey their feet so carcfully hige.
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They all bave ducks' feet, but object much to show it;
Aud fancy that nobody olse can know it ;

Their sorrow’s so deep and hurd to bear,

That to teaze them about it 1 never «ould dare.

Alss! we all, Iike those dwarfs full of fecling,
We all have something that nceds concealing ;
No Christians, we fancy, have ever descried
‘Where we our ducks’ foot, so carcfully hide.

Salamanders for mc had never attractions,

T loarnt very little rospecting their actions

From other wood spirits. {"hey pass’d me by night
Like ficeting shadows, mysteriously light.

They arc thin as a spindle, a1d long as a baby,
With breeches and waistcoats tight-fitting as may be
Of searlet colours, embroider'd with gold;

Their facos are sickly iind yellow amd old.

A golden erown, with rubios all oves,

The head of each of their number doth cover ;

The whole of these vain couceited elves

Quitc absolute monay-he consider themsclves.

That they arc not Warnt in the #re ix fruly

A great picee of art. I acknowledge it duly;
And yet the uninflammable wight

s far from being a truo fire-sprite.

The sharpest woodspirits arc mandrakes howgger ;
Shyprt logs have these bearded mannikins elever
They have old men's faces, the length of a spgm
But whence they proceed, is a secret to 'men.

Witen head over heels in the moonlight they tumble,
They remind oncfof roots in their natur&quite humblc ;
But as my welfare they always have sought,

Their origin really to nme matters nought.

Tn small acts of witgheraft they gave me instructions,
How to oxorcise flamos, ply the birds with seductions,
And also to pluck on Midsummer night

The root that makes one invisiblo quite. [astraddle

They taught me the stars and sfrange signs— hc:w
To ride on the whids without agy saddle,

nd Runic sentences, able to egll

he dead from e of their silent graves all.
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» They also taught mo the whistle mysterious
That serves to decoive the woodpecker rorious,

* And makes him giye us the spurge, to show
Where secret treagures are hidden below.

The words that “tis neodful for poople to mutter
‘When digging for treasure, they taught me to utter;
But all in vain, for I nd'er got by heart

The treasurc-digger’s wonderful art.

For money.in fact I then cared not o tittle,
My wants were soon satisfied, being but little;
I possess’d many castles in Spain’s fair land,
The income from which came duly to hand.

O charming time, when the heaven's high arches
‘With fiddles were hung, when elfin marches
And nixes’ dances and cobolds’ glud play

My story-drunk heagt enchantedeall day !

O chatming timo, when into auspicious
Triumphal arches the folinge delicious

Appear’d to be twining! 1 wander’d around,
erow, like a victor's, with laurcl-wreath crown’d.
That charming time Lgs utterly vagish’d.

And all those pleasurcs for ever ave banish'd ;
And, ah! they have stolen the garland so fair
That T was then wont on my head to wear.

The garlayd is gone that my locks shaded over,
But héw it happen’d, I nc'er could discover
Yect since that beauteous garland they stole,
MYy spirit has secm’d deprived of its soul.

The ghosts of the world, with looks dimly staring, ,
Gaze on me, atd heaven secms barren, and glaring,
A churchyard bluc, its deftics gone;

1 roam in the forest, depress’d and alene.

From the forest have vanish’d the clves with their graces ;
Horns hear I, and yelping of dogs In their places ;
‘While Lid in the thicket, the treinbling roo

Is licking her wounds with tearful woe. (bidieg

And where are the mandrakes? Methinks they are
In clefts of the rocks, as a safe place of hiding;

My dear little friends, I’m returning again,

But reft’of my garlandand joy I rsu]:m'n.
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O where is the fairy, with hair long and golden,
First beauty to whom X was ever beholden ?

The oak-tree wherein her lifctime she pass’d
Stands mournfully stripp’d, and bared by the blast.

The waves of the streamlot run sad as the Styx’s;
Beside its lone banks sits onc of the nixces,

As pale and as mute as a figure of stone,

‘While marks of deep grief o'er cach feature are th.mwn.

I softly approach’'d her with heartfelt compassion,—
She arose and gazed on e m singular fashion,

And then she fled with a terrified mien,

As if she some fearful spectre hud seen.

SPANISIL LYRICS,

WAS on Hubert’s day —-the _year was
A Thirteen hundred. {hree and cighty—
That the king a banquet gave us
In the castle ut Segovia.

These state banqu: ts just the same are
Fverywher(‘ and nt tho tableg,

Of all princes sov'roign tedium

Yawns with uncontested vigour.

Everywhere the same silk rabble,
Gaily dress'd. aud proudly nodding,
Like o bed of gorgeous tulips ;
Different only are the saueqs.

Whispers all the tiine and buzzing
Prall the senses like the poppy,

Till the sound’ of trumpets wakes us
From our state of chicwing deafness.

Near me, by gond Inck, was sitfing

Don Diego ASbuguerque,

From whose lips the conversation
JFlow'd in one unlroken torrent.,

«He with wondrou- sgkill related «
Bloody stories «f the palace,
.Of the times of vld Don Pai;:o

| Whom they cu |\1 the crucl monarch.
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When I ask’d him why Don Pedro
Caused his brother Don Fredrogo
To be secrefly beheadéd,

With a sigh my nelghbour answer'd 3

Ah, Sefior! the tales believe not
Jingled on their vile guitars by
Balladsingers and muledrivers
In posadas, beershops, taverns.

And believe not what they chatter
Of the love of Don Fredrego

And Don Pedro’s wife so beauteous,
Donna Blanca of Bourbon.

"T'was not to the husband’s jealous
Feelings, but to his low envy
T'hat as victim fell Fredrego,
Chief of Calatrava’s ordar.

* For the crjme Don Pedro never
‘Would forgige him, was his glory,—
Glory such as Donna Fama,

Loves with trumpet-tongue to herald--

Never could Don Pedro psrdon
. His magnanimous high spirit,
“Or the beauty of his person,
Wln'ch was but his spirit’s image.

ll within my memory blossoms

‘hat slim graceful hero-flower ;
]Ne er shall I forget those lovely
Dragin-like, sof? and youthful features.

They were just of that description
That the fairies take dolight in,

And a fable-sceming sceret *

Bpoke from all those features plainly.

Blue his eybs wore, their enamel
Being dazzling as a jewele ¢
But a jewel's staring hardness
Seem’d reflgcted in them likewise.
Black his hair was in its colour,
Bluish black, and strangely glisttning,
And in fair 1txuriant fresses

» Falling down %pon his shoulders,

K
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In the charming town of Coimbra
Which he from the Moors had taken,
For the last time 1 beheld him,

In this world,—unhappy prmce!

He was coming from Alcanzor,
Through the narrow strects fast riding
Many a fair young Moorish maiden
Eyed him from her latticed window.

O’er his head his Helm-plume floated
Gallantly, and yot his mantle’s
Rigid Calatrava eross

Scared away all loving fancies.

By his side, and gnily wagging
With his tail, his favourite Allan
Sprang,—a beast of proud descent,
Aud whose home was the Sierra.

He, despite his sizc glguntw'
‘Was as nimble as o wmdeex
Noblo was his head to look" at
Though the fox's it rescrbled.

Snow-white m.d like silk in softness,
Down his back his long lair floated,
And with rubics bright incrusted
Was his broad and golden collar.

It was said this collar hid the
Talisman fidelity ;

Never did the faithful creature
Leave the side of his desr master,

O that fiorce fidelity !

It excites my startled feelings, .
When I think how 'twas made publie
Hereo, before our frighten’d presence.
O thai day so full of horror!

Here, witkin this hall, it happen’d,
And as I to-dav am sitting, :
At tho monarch’s table sat I.

At the high end of the table, .
Whereto-day young Don Henrico
Gaily tipplos with the flowsr

Of Castiliar. chivalry, ©«

\
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On that day there sat Don Pedro
Darkly silent, and beside him,
Proudly radipnt as a goddess,

Sat Maria dg Padilla.

At the table’s lower end, where
Here to-day we see the lady
With the linen frill eapacious,
Like a white plate in appearance,
Whilst her yellow face 1s gilded
Witl, a smile of sour complexion,
Like the citron that is lying

On the plate already mention’d,—

At the table’s Jower end here
Was a place remaining cmpty ;
Some great guest of lofty stution

. Scem'd the gqlden suat to wait for,

Don Fredrego was the guest, for
Whom the golden scat was destined ;
Yet he came not,—ah! now know we
But too well why thus he tarried.

Ah! that sclfsame honr the wicked
Tced of blood was consuinmated,

And the innocent young hero

Suddenly attack’d and basely

By TJon Pedro’s myrmidons,

Tightly bound, and quickly hurried

To a dreary castle dungeon

Lighted only by sbme torches.
Executioners stood ready,

And thefr bloody chief was witly them,
‘Who, upon his axe while leaning,

Thus with sadden’d look address’d him :
« Now, Grand Master of San Jago,

¢ Now must thou for death prepilre thee ;
« Just one quarter of an hour

¢ 8till is left for thee to pray in.”

Don Fredrego then knelt humbly, ,
And be pray'd with pious calmness,
And then said : * . J now have finish’d,”
And roceived the Stroke of dgath.

3
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In the very selfsame moment

That the head ro]l’d on the pavement,
Faithful Allan, who had fallow’d

All unseen, sprang quickly,to it.

With his teeth the head straight seized he
By the long luxuriant tresscs,

And with this much valued booty

Shot away with Epoed of magic.

Agonizing shouts resounded .
Everywhere as on he hasten’d, .
Through the passayes and chambers,
Sometimes upstairs, somctimes downstairs,
Since the banquet of Belshazzar

Nevoer company at table

Was so ntterly confounded

As was ours that fill'd thig hall then,

When the monstrous croatuse leapt in.
‘With the head o. Don Fmdrego,
‘Which he with his teeth was draggin;:
By the drippung bloody tresses.

On the seat which, being destined

For his waster, still was emply,
Sprang the dog and like a plaintiff
ITeld tho hend before our fuces.

Ah! it was the well-remember’d
Hero’s features, but still paler
And more solemn now when dead,
And all-fearfully encitcled -

By the locks in black luxuriance,
‘Which gtood up as did the savaye
Sorpent-headdress of Medusa,
Turning into stone tln-ough terror.
Yes, turn’d into stone felf all then,
Wildly ‘stafed we on each other,

And each tongue was muto and pn.lswd
Both by etiquctte and horror.
But_Maria de Padilla .

Broke the nniversal snlenee ; a1
‘Wringing hands, andeso Sbbing lou Yo
She forol _{djng,ly lamented :

¥ 1
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* Now it will be said ‘twas I that
 Brought about this cruel murder ;

“ Rancour will assail thy children,

* My poor jnnocent young children !--
Don Diego interrupted

At this place his tale, observing

That the company had risen,

And the court the hall was leaving.

Kind and courteous in bis menners,
Theyp the knight beeame my cscort,
And we rambled on together

Through the ancient Gothic castle.

In the crossway which conducted
To the kennels of the monarch,
Which proclaimod themnselves already
By far growljng sounds and yelpings,
* There I noticed, buill up strongly
In the wall, and on the outside
Firmly fston’d by strong iron,
s Like a cage, & narrow cell.
And inside it syt two human
Figures, two young boys appearing ;
By the legs securely fetter'd,
On the dirty straw they squatted.
Scpyeely twelve yoars old the one scem’d,
*Scarcely older scem’d the other;
Feir and noble were their faccs,
But through sickness thin and sallow.

They were clothed in rags, half naked,
And tleir wither'd bodies offey'd
Plainest signs of gross ill-treatment ;
Both with fever shook and trembled.
From the depth of their decp mis'ry
They upon mo turn’d their4glatcoes ;
‘White and spirit-like their oyes were,
And T felt all terror-stricken.

* Who, then, are these wretched objects ?*
1 exclaim'd, viiath hasty action .
Don Diego’s hand tight grasping,
Which was tresSbling as I fouch’d it.
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Don Diego scem’'d embarrass’d,
Look'd if any one was listening.
Deeply sigh'd, and said, assuming
A mere worldling’s jaunty accents s
These are children of a monarch,
Early orphan’d, and their father
Was Don Pedro, and their mother
‘Was Maria de Padilla.

.
After the great fight at Narvas,
Where Henrico Transtamara .
Freed his brother, ilis Don Pedro,
From his crown’s oppressive burden,

And from that still greater burden
‘Which by men is Life entitled,
Don Heurico’s victor-k.nduess
Also reach’d his brother’s children.

Under his own carc ne took them,

As becomes a kindly uncley

And in his own castle gave them

Free of charg: , both board and lodging,.

Narrow is indecd the chymber
Thot ho there allotted to them ;
Yet in summer it is ¢oolish,
Aud not aver eold in winter,

For their food, they live on ryebreads
As dclicious in ils flavour

As if Ceres’ self had baked it

For Ler dear child Proserpina. -
Oftentimes he also sends them

Quite a bewl-full of garbanzos, <
And tho youngsters in this manner
Lcarn that “tis in Spain a Sunday.

Yet not always is it Sundaj;'r,

And garbanzvs come not always,
And the upper huntsman treats them
To & banquet with his whip.

For this worthy upper huntsiaan,

Who is witl; the care entrusted

Of the pack of hounds,,t'c;gether

‘With the « 1ga that holds the nephews, -

)
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Is the most unhappy husband

Of that acid Citronella

Witk the frill so whitc and plate-like.
Whomn wo saw to—da,v at table ;

And she seolds so Joud, that often
On the whip her husband scizes,
ITither hastens, and chastises

First the dogs, and then the children.

Butthe king is very angry

With his conduct, aud commanded
That his nc])hewss shonld in future
Never like the dogs be treated.

He will not entrust to any

Mercenary fist the duty

Of correcting them, bt do it

With his own right hand henceforward.—

Suddenly stopp'd Don Dicgo,

For the castle Scneschal

Now approach’d us, and politcly
Ask’d : Had we enjoy’d our dinner ?—-

v

THE EX-LIVING ONE.

O AY, Brutus, where can thy Cassius bo,

} ) Thea watchman, the erier nightly,

Wh once on the banks of the Seine with thee
Used to ramble in converse sprightly ?

Yo often wore wont to gaze up on high,
Where the darksome ‘elouds were scudding ;

A far darker cloud were the thoughts, by-the- hv,
That in your bosoms werc budding.

Say, Brutus, where can thy Cassius be ?
No longer he thinks of destroging;

By the Neckar ho dwells, where his talents is he
Ar a readur to tyrants employing.

But Brutus replied : ¢ A fool, friend, art thou,
¢ Shortsighted as overy poet

“ To a tyrant my Chssius now reads, I allow,
« But his objoct’s Yo kill him,—T know it.

i
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¢ So Matzerath’s* pooms he reads him sach day,
«“ A dagger is each line in it;

HEINE'S POEMS,

* And so the poor tyrant, I'm sorry to say,

* A recent poet ¥ no great u‘nutatmn

&ditor of the “ Bhin. Annual” with Freiligrath and Simrock.

¢ May dic of ennui any I#,inutt.”

THE EX-WATCHMAN.

}:‘ROM the Neckar he departed,

With the town of Stuttgardt vex’d,
And as play-direttor started

In fair Munich’s city next.

A1l that country’s vory pretty,
And thoy in perfection here,
In this fancy-stirring sity,
Brew the very hest of beer.
But ’tis said tho poor Director
Rambles, like a Daute, glum,
Melancholy as a spectre,
Like Lord By, glooxuy, dumb.

Comedies no longer heeds he,
Nor the very worst of rhyme ;
Wretched tingedics oft reads ]u,,

Not once bmxhng all fhe time.

Oft hersclf some fair ono flatters
She will eheer his sorrowing heart, ;
But his cout of mail soon shatters
Every love-dircctod dart.

All in vain his friends cndeavour
To cnliven him and sing :
¢ In thy life rejoice thoe ever,
‘¢ While thy lamp's still glimmering1”

Is there nought can raise thy spirits
In this fair and, charming town,
‘Which, among its many mérits,
Boastg sueh men of great renown ?
It is true, that it has lately
Lost full wmiany a man of worth
Whom we miss and valued gyeatly,
Cliorus-lcaders and so forth

iy

He was the

joint



ROMANCLRO. 47

Would that Massmann left us ncwer !
He would surely have some day
DBy his antice strange but clever
Driven all, thy cares away.
*

Schelling’s* loss is very serious,
And can never be replaced,

A philesopher mysterious,
And a mimic highly oraced.

That the founder of Walhalla
‘Went away, and left behind
All his ménuscripts,—by Allah!
That was rcally too unkind !

With Corpeliust also perish’d

All his pupils whatsoc'er ;
They shaved sff their tresfes cherish’d,
°  And their-strength was in their hair,

FYor their prudent Master planted
In their hair some magic springs,
., And it seem’d, as if enchante,
To be full of Yiving things.

Apropos! The arch-notorious

Pricst, as Dollingerius known,—
That’s, 1 think, his name inglorious,—
« Hus he from the Isar flown ?

,  In Good Friday’s.sad procession
I behéld Lim in hig place ;
"Mongst the men of Lis profession
He hud far the gloomiest facg.

On Mondcho Monachorum
Now-a-days tho cap doth fit

Of virorum obscurorum,
Glorified by Hutten's wit.t

* The famous philosopher, who at one time resided in Muniia,

t The eminent painter, who decorated the Glyptothek and
Pinacothck at Munich, He was afterwards Difector of the
Beilin Academy. of

1 Ome of Hutten 8 v«ell-kn,q,n wetks was entitled Epmtolne
Obscurorum Virorum.”
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At his namo thy dull eye flashes ;-
Ex-nightwatchman, watchful be !

There the cowls are, here the lash is,—
Strike away as formerly !«

Scourge them, worthy friend, devoutly,
As at sight of every cowl

Ulrich did ; he smote them stoutly,
And they fearfully did Lowl.

0Old Erasmus could not master

His loud laughicr at the joke; «
And this fortunato disaster

His tormenting uleer broke.

Old and young lavgh —all the city
Tn the general shout concur.

And they sing the well-known ditty :
* Gaudearnur igitur ” - .

When those dirtv monks w're catching,
We are overwhnelm’d with fleas;

Hutten thus was always scratching,
And was never at his ease.

< Alea jactn est!I” however
Was the brave knight's battle shout,
Smiting down, with deathstroke clcver
Both the pricsts and rabble rout.

Ex-nightwatchman, now bo wiser! ¢
Feel'st thou not thy bosom glow ?
Wake to action on the Isar,
And thy sickly spleen o’crthrow.

Call thy long legs transcendental
Into a1l and active play ;
Vulgar be the monks or gentle,
If they're movks, then strike away !

He howpveg sigh’d, and wringing
Both his hands he thus replied :

My long legs, so apt at springing,
Aro with Eu.rope stupified,

Ang my corns are twitchiny sadly,
Tight the German shoes I've on;

Whero the shoe is pinching badly
Enow I mow,—so pray begone!
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MYTHOLOGY.

ES! Europa must knock under,--
‘Who could stand against a bull ¥
Daniie we'll forgive ; no wonder
Golden ratn made her a fool!

Sem’le was a victim real,
For she innocently thought
That a heavenly cloud ideal
Could not injure her in aught.

But poor Leda’s tale notorious
Redlly stirs up all our spleen ;

Vanquish’d by a swan inglorious,
What a goose must she have been!

IN MATILDA’S ALBUM.
N these mill'd rugs —a change mysterious i—
I with a goosg-quill must rehearse
Partly in jest, ang partly serious,
Some foolish nongense turn’d to verse.

I, who am wont my thoughts to utter
. Upon thy rosy lips so fair
With kisses that like brlght flamed splutter
Up from my bosom% inmost lair!

O fashion’s rago! If I'm a poet,

E'en by iny wife I'm plugued at times
Until (and other minstrels know it)

1 in heialbum scrawl some rhymes.

TO TI{.P YOUNG.

[
EED not the confusion, resist the illusion
Of gol(lgn apples that lie in thy way !
The swords are®clashing, the arrows arg flashing,
But they cannot long the hero delay.

A daring beginning ig halfway®o winning,
An Alexander once conquer’d the enrsh !

Restrain each soft feeling ! the qucenls are all kneeling
In the tent, to reward thy victorious worth.

Surmounting each butden, we win as our guerdon

The bed of Darius of old, and his crown -,

O deadly seduction! O blissful dostruction!
To die thus in triumlﬁ*:'p Babylon town!

* 2a
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THE UNBELIEVER.
VI‘IIOU wilt repose within mine arms!
With rapturbus emaotion
My bosom heaves and thrub§ and thrills
At this delicious notion,

Thou wilt repose within mine arms,
Whilst with thy fuir gold tresses

I sport, and thy dear darling head
My shoulder gtutly presses !

Thou wilt repose w'#hin mine arms?
To trath will turs ny vision,

And here on carth sledl T enjoy
The highest bliss o yeian,

St. Thomas! Scarce -un I believo

The fuct, my doubts will linger
Until upon my rapiure’s wounds

I lay wy cuger tinger.  «

-
WILTHER NOW?
'\ IIITII LR now ¥ my stupid foot
Tain s Germany yould guide e ;

Dut my reason shakes 1tf-s hewd ,
Wiscly, seeing thus to chide e :

“ Euded is the war indeed,

“ But they still keep up conrts-martial,
 And to writing things esteem’d

« Shoutable, thoult'hr too partinl.”

That's qnifc true, aud being shot
Has for mwe no groat attractionsy
T no hero, and unskill’d
In pathetic words and actions.

Fain to Englmul \‘vould 1 go,
View'd Iawot with such displeasure
Englishien and coals—their smell
Malkcs me sick beyond all measure,

To Amerien methinks .

I‘wmlld sail the broad seas over:
To that ylxco of frecdotf, whero

All a)iie may live $if clover, '

¢
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Did T not detest a land

‘Where tobacco’s 'mougst their victuals,
‘Where they never use spittoons,

And so st’fang(\.ly play at skittles.

Russia, that vast empire fair,
Might be tolerably pleasant,

Dut I should not like the knout
That’s their usual winter present.

L]
Sadly gazc I up on high,
Waiere the conntless stars are gleaming,
But I nowherc ean discorn
Where my own bright star is beaming.

Perhaps in heaven’s gold labyrinth
It has got benighted Tately,
As T on this bustling carth
Havo myself been wandering grently.
L]

e

A& OLD NONG.

rPMIOU now art dead, and thou knowest it not,
AL, The light of thine cyes is quench’d and forgot ;
Thy rosy mouth is pellid for ever,

And shou art dead, and wilt live ugain never.

"Twas in a Jrecary midsummer night,

1 bore thoe myself to the grave outright ;

The nighfingales sang their soft lamentations,
And after us follow’d the bright constellations.

Ae througu the torest e train moved along,

Thoy mude it rezound with the litany's song;
Tho firs, in their mantles of mournmyg veil’d closcly,
The prayers for the dead repeated morosely.

And as o’cr the wiJlowy lalo we flow

The elfins were dancing full in our giew:

They suddenly stopp’d in wondePing fashion,

And secm’d to regard us with looks of comnpassiom.

And when we had reach'd the grave, full goon
From out of the heavens descended the nroon,

‘And preach'd a sermen, ‘midst tears aud condoling
While,in the distancethe bells were tolling. .
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READY MONEY.

LOV E, befure she granted favours,
Onc dny told the god Apollo
She on guarantees iusisted,

For the times were fulsc and hollow.

Laughingly the god made answer :

¢ Yes, the times are alter’d truly,
“ And thou speakest like a usurer

“ Who on pawn lends money duly.

“ Well, then, T've 2 lyre, one only,—

“ "Tig of gold, & zood and rare one;
“ Prythee say how meny kisses

« Thou wilt lend wpon it, fair one ?”

THIE OLL ROSE.

NHE for whom my heart once beat
2 Was a roscbud fair and tender ;
Yet il cver grew more swecet,

Bursting into iull-blowr splcmdour.

"Twas the loveliest that could be,
And to ptick it I bethought me ;
But it stung me piquant)y
‘With its thorns, and prudcuce taught wme.

Now, vhen wither'd, torn, and maim’d,

By the wind and tempests shatter'd,
¢ Dearest Henry” ’m proclaim’d,

And I'm follow’d, sought, and flatter'a.
Henry here and Henry there

Calleth she with ceaseless din now ;
If a thorn is anywhcre,

"T'is upoun the fair one’s chin now.
O how hard the bristles grow

On the chin’s vvarts of my beauty !
Either to a convent go,

Or to'shdve will be thy duty.

AUTC-DA-FE.
EE ther« violets, dusty tresses,
And this faded ribbon blue,
Long forgotten cherish’d trifles,
And tuese half-torn-hillets-doux,—
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All, with angry look and gesture
In the blazing fire I throw;
Sadly cracklg up these‘relics
Of my happiness and woe.

Vows of love, and foud deceiving
Broken oaths all upwards fly

In the chimnecy, while in sceret
Cupid laughs maliciously.

Dreamily boeside the ﬁr.eplaco
Sit 1, while the sparkles bright
Glow in silence midst the ashes,—
So farewoll! good night ! good night!

LAZARUS.
1. THE WAY OF THE WORLD.

I_ E who as already nluch,
* L L Findg his wealth incrcasing faster ;
Who but little, is of all
Soon bereft by some disaster.

» But if thou hast nothing, friend,
Go and hanggthyself this minute ;

Only they who’ve aught on carth
Have a claim for living in it.

2. RETROSPECT.
I VE shuffd at every smoll that has birth
In this delightful kitchen of earth;

$Xach thing phat “the world contuins that’s delicious
Have I enjoy’d like a hero ambitious ;
I've drunkgmy coffee, and eaten with zest,
And many a charming doll caress’d,
Worn silken waistcoats and handsome coats,
And had my pockets wellelined with notes ;
The high horse, like Gollert the poet, I rodo,
Had housc,and castle all a-la-mn8de?
On fortune’s verdant meadow I lay,
While on me tha sun gleam’d brightly all day
A wreath of layrel my brow embraced,

. And through my brain sweet visions rated,
Swect visions of enflloss May and flowers—
HowrbLappily flected®then the hours,
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So dim and hazy, so full of reposoe,—

My mouth was £il1'd with whatever I chose,
And angels came, and'out of their pockets

The champagne bottles flew like rockets, —
Bright visions were these ——soap—bubblc.s, alas!
They burst,—and 1 lie on the hnunid grass;
My limbs are now rheumatic and lame,

My inmost spirit is fill’d with shame.

Alas! cach pleasure apd gratification

I bougpht at tho price of bitter vexation

I'm steep’d in bitternes. ap to the chin, .

The 1)11{.,b have terribly fi%ten my skin ;
Oppross'd by care and gloomy sorrow

1 neceds must lie, and I v+ .dx must borrow
From wewlthy rascals, and slatterns vile,

T even believe that I begp' 1 for a while.

And now I would fini<h this wegrisome race,
And find in the grave u resting-place.

Farewell ! Tn yon borvens. good ‘Chiristian brotlu I,
Onee more we may hope to meet with cach other.

8, RESURRECTION.
TEUIE trumpet’s «ild echo filly the skics
As thongh it summon’d to battle;
From ont of their graves the dead avise,
Their Hubs they wriggle and rattle.
Each thing that he< legs prepares for the rgee,
The speetres white arve all driven
Ts Jehoshaphat. the gathering-place,
Where judgment is now to ve given. . -
There sits, as Head of the Court, the Lord,
By all his apystles sulmuudvd “
Assessory aro thoy,—carh _mdgmont cach word
Ou love and wisdom is, founded.
No face is disgoised in all that arfay
For every mask i+ scen falling
In the radiant light of the judgment day,
At the sound of thie trunipet enthralling.
At Jehoshaphat, it. the valley at lagt
“The whole of th; troop is umtcd
And since the dciondants’ numler’s so vast,
« I've the sumi.ary only recited : :
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. The gol s to the left, and the sheep to tho right,—-
The lSmrting is quickly effceted ;
For the pious good sheep heaven’s mansions of light,
And hell for the goatb is sclected.

4. TIIE DYING ONL.

LYING after bliss and light,
Thou return’st in piteous plight;
German truth and Gergnan shirt
Strangers draggle through the dirt.

Pale as death hast thon beeome,
But take comfort, thow'rt at home ;
Warm as by the houschold hearth
Lie wo under German carth.

Many otbers, who fell Jumne,

Homne again, alas ! ne'or eane,
Though they yearningly nnplolcd —-
O have pity, gracious Lord!

5. RASCALITY.

ICII people only can be won
By open, $ax ofaced flattery ;
Moncy is flat, my worthy son,
And needs must fAatly flatter'd De.

The box of incense swing with zeal
Before all worshipp’d golden calves ;

In dust and mire with meekness kuedl,
And, above alk, ne’er praise by halves.

The price of bread this year is high,
Fine words we lavish all in vain ;

Mecmenas’ dog to praise, then, try,
And carn a bellyfn] again.

.
6. RETROSTEC]. o

TIIE pearlTor the first, and the case for the second,—
O William Wigetzki, thy days were soon re(,kon d,
But the Kiiten, t’w Kitten was saved.*

.* This poem n001111t~1 the untimely fate of a p]a)mute, who
was drowned when wrying to save a kitten, See Heino's Reise-
bilder, chapter vi. L -
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The beam that he clung to, that stretch’d o’er th > current
Beneath him broke down, and he sank in the torrent,
But the Kitten, the Kitten was saved.

We follow'd the corpse of this darliag of ours,
They buried him under a grave of May flowers,
But the Kitten, the Kitten was saved.

O prudent wert thou, thus early in striving
To ’scape from life’s storms, and in harbour arriving,—-
But the Kitten, the Kitten was saved.

Happy thou, that thus curly thy "dmlger Wwas ovor ;
Before thou wert 111, thou thy health didst recover,—
But the Kitten, the Kitten was saved.

r'or many a year have 1 thought, child so cherish’d,
With envy and gricf how thou early hast perish’d,—
But the Kitten, the Kitten was saved. .

7. IM" LRFECT]ON.

VOTHING is perfeet in this world of oars,
The thorn grows with the rose, that queen of '
flowers -
Methinks the angels, who for our protection
Dwell in the skies, arc stain’d with imperfection.

The tulip has no scent. The saying is:

Homnour once stole a sncking-pig, old qniz y

Had not Lucrctia stablb’d hevsclf, she may be
Would have in time brought f;orth a thminping baby,

The haughty peacock has but ugly feet ;
A woman may be witty and discrcet,
And yct, like Voltaire’s Henriade, may weary,
Or be, like Klopstock’s tamed Messias, dreary.

The best of cows no Spanish knows, I ween,
Massmann no Latin. Much too smooth are e’en
The marble buttocks of Canova’s Venus,

Too flat is Massmana's nose (but this between us).

In  pretty songs arc hidden wretched rhymes,
AS'bees’ stings in; the honey lurk at times;
Of vulnerable h..1 the son of Thetis,

4nd Alexandre Dumas is quite’a Metis,
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Tho fn,ilk;:t star that in the heavens has birth,
When it has caught a cold, straight falls to earth ;
Prime cider of tho harrel beark the traces,

And many a spot the sun’s bright face dofacos.

And thou, much honour'd Madam, even thou
Faultless art not, nor free from fuilings now.
¢ What, then, is wanting ?” askest thou and starest,—
A bosom, and a soul within it, fairest !

L J

* 8. PIOUS WARNING,

WHEN thou dost quit this mortal abode,
Immortal spirit, beware thee

Lest dangers seck to ensnare theo;
Through death and night conducteth the road.

The soldiers of God at the golden door
Of the city of light are collected ;
Here actions and deeds arc respected,

Merc namo and.st;).tion avail no more.

The pilgrim leaves at the portal behind
His shoes so heavy and dusty ;
O enter with confidence trusty,
Soft slippers, sweet tnusic, and rest thowlt find.

9. THIX COOLED-DOWN ONE.

EN we arce dead, we long must lie
#» Within the tomb ; distress'd am I,
Yes, sad am I that resurrection
Delays s0 long to give perfection.

Once more, before the light of life

Is quengh’d, before this weary strifo

Is o’er, fain would I, ere I perish,

Have woman’s love, to bless and cherish.

Some fair ono*I wonld now invito

With oyes as soft as moonbegmse light ;
No mord I relish the advaucoes

Of wild brunettes with burning glances.

Young men, gxulting in their youth,
Prefer tumultuous love in truth: *
With them excitement’s all the fashion,
And soul-enthral¥g mutual passion.
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No longer young, herefi of power, P
As I, alas! am at this hour, +
I fain oneo more would love in quict,
And happy be,—withont a rjot.

10. SOT.OMON.
VFHE drums, trumps, corncts at length sink  to
slumbor:
By Solomon’s couch, s he lieth sleeping,
Full-girded angels the wateh are keeping,
On either side six thousad in nvmber.
The monarch protect they from cares while dreaming,
And as he frowns in Jus <lnuthers nightly,
From out of their sheath  straight deaw they lightly
Twelve thourand sworids, all tiereely gleaming,
But presently buck in their shoaths are fulling
The angels’ swords.t The broweof the slecpor
Grows sumooth, his sIntioer is soffer and deeper,
And soon his lips are oonily callipg:
* O Sulamith, thou whom s dearly I choerieh !
¢ O’cr countrics and kingdoms I rule, great and
glorious ¢
¢ Of Israel and Judah the mémarel vietorious
* But if thow’lt not Tove me, [ wither and ])(.‘I'lhll. v

. LOST WISHES.
STMIT, '\T in disposition,
3 Like a brother link’d to l)rotllu'
We unconseionsly were cver
Growing fouder of vdeh other.:
Each one knew the other’s meaning,
Just as i we were omuiscient 3
Words, in fact, we found superfluous,
And a Took was quite snflicient.
How I long’d to have thee ficar me,
Rcvellmg <n peace and plenty,
As my stuunel: and valinnt comrade
In a dolee far nicnte!
Always to remain beside theg
Whas the aim of each endeavour;
Everythivy; that gave thes pleasure,
To acromplish soughu I ever.
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enjoy'd what thou didst rolish,
Noither would I touch the dishes
Thou didst hate, and even smoking
I conumeniced, to meot thy wishes.
[

Many a funny Polish story
That thy merriment cxcited,

In a strange and Jowish accent
To repeat I then delighted.

14
Yes; then long’d T to approach thee,
Teave my forcign habitation,
And beside thy fortunce’s fireplace
Take for cvermore my station.

Golden wishes ! mere soap bubbles!
Like my lifc they all have vauish’d ;

On the ground T now wia Jymg,
Crush’d fof cver, hopeless, banish'd.

d
Farc yo well,ye golden wishes
Where my darling hopes once ceutred !
Ah! the blow was far too deadly
»  That 1y inmost hourt ha% enter’d.
*

* 12 THE ANNIVELRSARY.
OT once mass will ¢’er be chanted,
Not one Hebrew prayer bo mutter’d

Whén the day I died returneth,—
Nothing will be sung or utter’d.

Yet upon that da¥, it may be,

If the weathor has not ¢hill’d her,
On a vsit o Montmartre

With Pauline will go Matilda.

With a wreagh of imntrticlles she'll
Deck my grave in furclgu fa.*hwu

Sighing say © pawrre honone™ ” and sadly
Drop a tear of fond cowmpassion.

I ghall then, {oo high be dwelling,
And, alag? no chair have ready -
For my darlinggs use to offcr,
« As she walks evath feet unsteady.
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Sweet, stout little one, retmn not
Hoeme on foot, I must implore thee ;
At the barrier gate is standing
A fiacre all ready for thee, °

13. MEETING AGAIN.
ONE summer eve, in the woodbine bower
‘Wo sat once more at the window lonocly ;
The moon arosc with life-giving power,
But we appear’d two spectres only.
Twelve years had pass'd since the last occuslon
When we on this spot h.d sat togethor
Each tendor glow, cach loving persuasion
Had meanwhile been quen-h’d in life’s rough weather.
1 silently sat. The woman, however,

Just like her scx, amongst love's ashes
Must needs be raking, bnt vain her endeavour
To kindle again its long~quencl’d flashes.

And she recoumted how <he had covtended
With evil thoughts, the story dixclosing
How hardly she oncu her virtue defended,—
I stupidly lister.d to all her prosing.
When homeward 1 rode, the trees beside me
Like spirits beneath the moon’s rays flitted ;
Sad voices call’d, but onward I hiced me,
Yos, I and the dead, who my side ne'er quittod.
.

14. MRS. CARE.
HEN fortunc on me shed her ray,
The gnats around wé danced &1l 1ay,
Plenty of fricnds then cherish’d me,
And all, in fashion brothoerly, ‘
My viands Wwith me tasted,
And my last penny wasted.
Fortunc has fled, and void is my purse,
My friends have Jeft for better for worse,
Extinguish’d is each sunny ray,
Around me the ginats ne longer play;
¢ My frionds end the gnats togéther
« Have gone with the sunny weather.
Beside my bed in the winter pight
. Old Care as 11y nurse sits belt upright;
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Shelwears a habit that's white enough,
A b&pnet black, and takes her snuff.
The box is harshly creaking,
As the womah a pinch is seeking.

I often dream that the happy time
Of bliss has return’d, and Muy’s young prime,
And friendship, and all the gnats as well,—
‘When creaks the snuffbox,—and, sad to tcll,
The bubble is straightway breaking,
‘While the nurse her snuff is taking.

* 15 TO TUE ANGELS.
HIS is dread Thanatos indeed !
Ho comes upon his pale-white steed ;
I hear its tread, I hear its trot,
The dusky horscman spares mo not ;
He tears 10e from Matilda’s fond embraces,—
This thought of woe all other thoughts cffaces.

She was at om'ro“my child, my wife,

And when 1 quit this mortal life

An orphan’d widow will she be !

T,leave alone on earth’s wide gea
The wife, the child,swho, trusting to my guiding
Slept on my bosom, carcless and confiding.

Ye angels in yon heavens so fair
Receive my sobs, receive my prayor!
‘When?1 am buried, from above
Protcet tho woman that I love!
»Be shicld and guardian to your own reflection,
Grant my pbor child Matilda your protection !

By all tho tears ¢’er shed by you

Over men’s woes in pity truc,— ,

By that dread word that priests alone

Know, and nc’cr breathe without a groan,
By all your boa.ul%y. gentleness, perfection,
Ye angels, grant Matilda your protction !

16. IN OCTOBFER 1849.
HE weathor now is calm and mild,
And bush'd Snce more the tempest’s, voice is,.
And Germany, that o’ergrown child,
Once, more in its >Iq Jhristmas treos rejoices.
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Daowmestic joys we now pursue,
All things beyond arc false and hollow,
And to the house’s gable. too,
Where once he built his nest, comes concord’s
swallow. ¢

Forest and stream rest peacefully,
With the soft moonlight o'cr them playing;
But, hark, a cruck! A shot may’t be ?
It is perchance some friend whom they are slayimge,

Perchance with weapons *n his hand,
Some madeap they have «vertaken;

(A1l do not flight well anderstand
Like Horace, who so nimol saved his bacon),

Crack, Crack! A féte, may T presume,
Or fireworks in our Goctl’s honour ?

Or Sountag rising fromi tle: tomb - .
Greeted by rockets showering dogvn npon her?

And Franeis Tiszt a; pears again
He Lives, he lies ot dead and gory
On somc Hungari: » battle-plain,
Russian and Croat have not gueneh’d his g,]or\,
Freedom’s last bulwurk was o’erthrown,
And [Tunguy to deuth is bleeding—
Franeis, our hm rht, cscaped alone,
Hix sword 2 quu-t life at home s leading.

Francis still lives; when old and gray
Of the ]lungmwn war devontly v
He'll tell his grandsons : > Thue T lay,
«“And thus wy trusty blade I wiclded stoutly ”

Hearing the name of Ifungary,
My German waistcoat grows toe narrow ;
Bencath it fnn,ms a rvusing sea,
The trmopet’s ¢l ug secms  thrilling through my
INATTOW.

Once more 2Cross Ny memory throng
“rhe hcro-lcgoml s strains onthmﬂmg,
The wild and iy martial song-
« The Nibeluu ro’s overthrowsuppalling. .
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"Tis stil \{he same heroie lot,
'Tis stY] the samo old noble stories ;

The names arc chunged, the natures not,—
'T'is still the same praiseworthy hero-glcries.

And the same issue ’tis onco more;
However proudly flaunts the bauner,
The hero, as in days of yore,
Yields to brute strength, but in a glorious manner

’
This time the oxen and the bear
In firm alliance arc united ;
Thou fall’st ; but, Magyar, nc’er despair,
Still more have all owr Gerwan hopes been blighted.

While very deceyt beasts are they
Who have in fight bueome thy masters,
We have, alas! becowe the prey |
Of*wolves, swine, dogs,—so great are our disasters.

L
They howl, grunt, baglk,—the victor's smell
Is sacly, I fain would do withiout it ;—
- But, Poet, hush !-—it were as woll,
Scederr thou'rt ill, to say no more about it.
K J

* 17. EVIL DREAMS,

N vision o0 more young and happy, paced T
Near the old country house that used to stand
Hard by the mountain; down the pathway raced 1,
Yes, raced with dear Ottilia, haud in hand.

ng graccful Was her fidure!  She enchanted
With the sweet magic of her sea-green eyes;

On her small fect how firmmly was she planted,
A form where clegance with vigour vies!

Her voice's tone, hogv true antl how confiding !
Her spirit’s inmost depth one seems fo see ;
Wisdom her every word is cver guiding,
Her mouth’s as like a rosebud as can be.

It is not pangs of lg;fe that now stehl o'cr me,
I wander not, my reason’s in commnnd ; -
Yet strangely am 1 sol§en’d, as before me
She stands ; with tremeling warinth I kiss her naug



When I g lily from the §tem had broken,

2 T gavé it her, and then these words addross!
* Ottilia, be my wife by this dear token,

¢ That I may be as good us thee, and blest.”

The answer that she gave, it rea(.hd me never,
For presently I woke,—and now lie here

In my sick chamber, weak and ill as ever—
As T have hopeless loin for many a year. -

18. IT ‘GORS OUT.
HE curtain falls, as ends tho play,
And all the audience go away ;
And did the pivee give satsfaction ?
Methinks they found it of attraction.
A much-respected public then .
Its poct thankfully connaended ;
But now the house is husl’d aggin,
And lights and merriwent are ended.

But hark to that dull ncuvy clapg

Iard by the comny stage’s middle!
It was perchance ' he bursting twang

Of the worn riting of some old fiddle.
With rustling noisc across thé pit
Some nasty rats like shadows flit,

And rancid oil all places smell of,
And the last lamp, with groans and sighs
Despairing, then goes out and dies.— ¢

My soul was this poor light I tell of.

10. THE WILL,
NOW that life is nearly spent,
Herc's my will and testament, -

Giving every foe a present,

As a Christian finds it pleasant :
Let thoese gentry full of merit °

Have my sickness as their guerdon,

All that makes my life a burden,— *
All my wretched pangs inherit. |

I bequeath you ulf the colic .
ich my belly tweaks in frolic,—
Strangury and ihese perfidiout
« Prussian piles so sharp and"ftideous,

464 HEINE'S POEMS. }
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{nto you my cramps be given, .
Pains i joints, and salivation, o N
Pains in J, andstnflarnmation,—

Evory one the gift of heaven.

Lot this codicil then follow :—
Lord! that wretched herd demolish,
And their very name abolish,

As they in their vilens,ss wallow

20, ¥NFANT PERDU.

FORLORN posts loading, thirty long years fought 1
Stoutly and well on freedom’s battle plain ;
Hopeless of triumph, never hoped or thought I
Safc and uninjured home to sce again.

I wateh’d both day and night, slept not a tittle,
As, when I camp’d amongst my friends of yore ;
(And if 1 felt incMunod to doze a little,
" soou was waken&l by my ncighbour’s snore.)

In those long nights ennui would oft assail me,
And=fear as well,—("tis {fools wlro never fear ;)
To scarce them, I delighted to regale me
With whistling songs all full of gibe and jeer.

Yes, watchtully I stood, my weapon grasping,—
If a suspicious lookmg fool drow nigh,

I touk a carcful aim, and laid him gasping
Wlfh o hot bullet in hls paunch or thigh.

But by-and-by, if T may 80 CXpress it,

Tlus clumsy fool, whom I so much deride,
Proves the bést shot and now, I mugt confess it,

My blood pours fort.h my wounds are gaping wide.

A post is vacant ! 41l my wdunds are gaping-—
One falls, the others follow in }is gvake;

Unvanquish’d fall I,—from my hands escaping
My arms break net, my hoort alone doth break.
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BOOK III.—IHEBREW MELODIES.

O LET the days of thy life pass not
Withont tasting hiie’s blisses;

And if thou’rt alw]tm (1 from tlm Hlmh
Let 1t fly, for 1t msses.

If fortune should eyer be passing thy way,
T'o gragp her, forth sully;

Do’y buld on the :-ummit thy coltage, I pray,
But down in the volley.

PRINCIESS ABBATH.

IN Arabia’s books of storjies

- Rcad we of cu-hanted princes,
Who from tinm to time recover'd
Their ouce handsome prisfine featurcs ;

QOr the whii yme ]vurv mounster
To a king s Bon is converted,
Dress’d in gay and glitiéring garments,
And the flute divinely playing.

iy

Yct the magic time expires,

And onee more and of a sudden

‘We behold his royal highness

Changed into a shaggy monster.
A

Of a prince of such-like fortune
Sings my song.  His name is Isracl,
Aud a witeh’s art has changed him
To the figure of o dog.

As a dog, with doggish notions,

All the weed his time he muddles
Through lite's filthiness and sweepings,
To the scavengors’ doerisicn.

But upou each Friday evenlng,
Just at 1wilight, the enchantment
Ceases ~addenly,—the dog

Once ; iore is a humafl Being.
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\s a man, with human feelings,

Vith his head and breast raiscd proudly,
Dress’d in festival attire,
His patexnul halls e enters.

¢« Hail, all hail, ye halls heloved

< Of my gracious regal father!

“ Tents of Jacob, your all-holy
 Entrance posts my gnouth thus kisses !’

Thtough the house mysteriously

Goes a whispering and buzzing,

And the unseen master of it
Shudd’ring breathes amid the silence.—

Silence, rave the seneschal

(Vulgo Synagogue-Attendunt)

Here and there with vigour springing,
As the lamps he secks to kindle.

Golden lights so comfort-giving,
How they gRtter, how they glimmer !
Proudly also flare the tapers

'_On the rails of the Almnemngr.
At the shriuc whercin the Thora

* Is preserved. and which is cover'd

With the custly silken cov'ring
Thut with precious jewels spurkles, —
THRre beside his post, alveady
Stands propared the parish minstrel,
Dandy little map, who shoulders
His black cloak coquettishly.
His yhite hand to show the better,
At bis neck he works, his finger
Pressing strangely to his temple,
And his thymb agairest his throat.
To himself then softly trills Iy,
Till at length his voice he raises
Jaoyfully, and loudly sings he:
“ Lecho Ditudi Likras Kalle!
* Lecho Daudi Likras Kalle— .
“ Loved one, gome! the bride already
& Waiteth for gkge, to uncover
“ To thy face her blushing features!”
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This most charming marriage ditty
‘Was composed by the illustrious
Far and wide known Minnesingcr
Don Jehuda ben Halevy, -

In tho song was eclebrated

The espousals of Prince Israel
‘With the lovely Princess Sabbath,
Whom they cull the silent princess.

Pear] and flowor of perfect beauty
Is the Princess. ¥ .irer naver
Was the famous quecn of Sheba,
Solomon’s old bosom-riead,
Ethiopian vain bluc-s.ocking,
Who with her esprif would dazzle,
Aund with all her elever riddles
Was, I fear, extremely tedions.
But our Princess Rabbath, wlo was
Peace itsclf pessonified, e
Held in utter dotestation
All debates ..ud wit-cucounters.
Equally abbor’d she noisy
And dcelamatory passion,—
All that pathos which with flowing
And dishovell’'d hair storms wildly.
Modestly tie silent princess
Tu her hood conceals hor tresses
Soft as the gazelle’s her looks are,
Slender as an Addas blosans she.
She allows her lover all things

* Save this one,—~tubaceco-smoking :
“ Tioved ofic ! mnoking is forbidden,
¢ For to-day the qubath is,
“ But at noon, in eompensatitn,
* Thou a steacning dish shalt taste of,
‘ Which is perfectly delicious—-
¢ Thou shall eat to-day some Schalet !’
* Schalet, tedatoous spark immortal,
“ Daught, r of Elysium I”*
Thus would Behiller’s song have sung it,
Had he +vor tested Schelet.

parody or the begiuning of Schiller’s ¢ Hymn to Juy
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‘éSuhalet is the food of heaven,

‘Which the Lord Himsclf tanght Mos:
How to cook when on that vmt

To the summlt of Mount Sinai,

Whore the Lord Almighty also
Every good religious doctrine
And the holy ten commandments
Publisl’d in a storm of lightning.

Schalet is the pure afibrosia
a.t the food of heaven composes-—
fhe bread of Paradise ;
And compared with food so glorious,

The ambrosia of the spurious

Heathen gods whom Grecee once worshipy 4
And were nuught but muflled devils,

Was but wretehed devil’s dung,

‘When thegrince this food hath tasted,
Gleams his gye as if transfigured,

And his waistcoat he unbuttons,

And he speaks with smiles of rapture :

r=« Hear I not the Jordan murmuring °
« Is it not the®gushing fountains
“ In the palmy vale of Beth-El,
“ Where the camels have their station ?
o }Iea.r I not the sheep-bells ringing ?
& it not the well-fed wethers
“ Whom the berdsman drives at ovening
“ Down from Gilead’s lofty mountain ?”

Yet the beauteous day fades quickly ;
Ag with long and shadowy legs
Hastons on the fell enchantmént’s
Evil hour, the princg sighs sadly,
Foeling as though with his bosom
Icy witches’ fingers grapphed®

He's pervadod by the fear of

Canine metgnorphosis.

To the primce then hands tho princnsg
Her own golden box of spikcuard ;
Long he smelk, once more dosu'lng
To find comfort fu swect qdours,
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Next the parting drink the princess
Gives the prince—-He hastily
Drinks, and in the ‘goblet only
Rome few drops arc left untasted.

With them sprinkles he the table,
Then he takes a little waxlight, '
And he dips it in the moisture
Till it erackles and goes out.

L]

JEHUDA 17N HALEVY.
A et MeNT,
1.

¢ YT, Jerusalem, T cve

¢ Should forget thee, Iet my tongu.
“ To my mouth’s roof cleave, let also
“ My right Land forget her cupning—"
Words and melody are whirling,,
Iu my heud to-duy unceasing, ,
And methinks T hear sweet volees
Singing psaln., sweet human voiees,
Often to the light come also
Beards of shadowy-long proportions ;
Say, ye yphantoms, which amongst you
Is Jehuda hen Halevy ?
But they quickly hustle by me;
Spirits ever shun with terror
. Exhortations of the living—
But I rccognized him wells
Well T knew him by his pallid,
Hhughty, high, and thoughtful forchead,
By his cyes so sweetly staring,
Viewing me with piercing sorrow.
But I rccognized him wostly
By the cnigntitts smile which '
O’er his fair rhymed lips was playing,
Such ag none but poets boast of.
Years comc 1m and years pass sviftly :
Since Jéhnda ben Halevy
Had his 1+ th, have seven hundred
‘Years an ! fifty flocted o’c*ds.
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At Toledo in Castile he

wr the first time saw the light,
And the golden Tagus.lull’d him
In his cradle® with its music.

1Tis strict father the unfolding
Of hissintellect full carly

Carcd for, and began his Jessons
‘With tho book of (fod, the Thora.

‘With his son he rcad $his volume
Iythe’ original, whose beauteous
icturesque and hieroglyphic

Old Chaldcan guarto pages

Spring from out the childish ages

Of our world, and for that rcason

Smile so trustingly and swecelly

On each childlike disposition.

And this genuine ancient text

By the boy was likewiso chanted

In the ancielt and establish’d

Sing-song fashion, known as Tropp.
» And melodiously he gurgled

Those fat oilyegutiurals;

Like a very bird he warbled

That fine qauver, the Schalscheleth,

And the Targum Oukelos,
Which is written in the idiom,
The low-Hebrew sounding idiom
That we call the Aramean,

And that to the prophet’s language
Hasabout the same relation

Ag the Swabian to the German, —
In this basturd Hebrew likewise

Was the yeuth betithes instructed,
And the knowludge thus geqgired
Proved extremely useful to him
In the study of the Talmud.
Yes, fu]l (’s&rly did his fasher
Lead him onward to the Talmud,,
And he then ginfolded to him

, The Halacha,ethat illustrious
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Fighting school, where the expertest
Disalectic athletes both of
Babylon and Pumpeditha

Carry on their mental combas.

Here the boy conld gain instruction
In the arts, tou, of polemics;

Later, in the book Cosuri

Was his mastership cstablish'd.

Yet the heavens peur down upon us
Lights of two distinct descriptions: -
Glaring daylight of the suu, :
And the moonlight's softer lastre.

Thus two different i thts the Talmud
Also sheds, and is divided

In Halacha and Hagada.—

Now the first’s a fighting school,

But the laiter, the Hagada,

I should rather call a garden,

Yes, a garden, most fantastic,
Comparable to that other,

Which in days of yore was planted
In the town of Babylon,—

Great Semirumis's garden,

That cighth wonder of the world.
"Tis said queen Scmirauis,

Who Lad, when o child, heen bronght up
By the birds, and had contractod
Many a bird’s peculiar enstom,

On the more flat ground would never
«Promenade, as human creatures o,
Mostly do, and so she planted

In the air a hanging garden.

High upon colossal pillars

Palms and pypressos were standing,
Golden oranyes, fair flow'r-beds,
Marble statues, gushing fougtains,—
Firmly, skilfully united o o

By unnvraber’d hanging bridges

Which appear’d liko climbjing plants,
And w'.oreon the birds sv.xe rocking,—
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Solemn birds, large, many-colour'd,

£g1 decp thinkers, never singing, -
‘While around them finches flutter’d,
Keeping up & merry twittor,—

All things here were blest, and teeming
With & pure balsamic fmgmnc e,

Which was free from all offensive
Earthly smells and hateful odours.

The Hagada is a gardén

Tlat this airy whim resembles,
,And the youthfal Taluud scholar,
" When his heart was over power’d

And was deafen’d by the squabbles
Of the' Halacha, by disputes

All ahout the fatal cgg

Laid one feagt duy by a pullet,—
Or about sgme other question

Of the same ignportance, straightway
Fled the boy to find refreshment

In the blossoming Hagada

" Where the char mmg olden stories,
Tales of angels? famons Jogeuds,
“Silent historics of murtyrs,

Festul songs, and words of wisdom,

Hywperboles, far-feteh’d it may be,

But impress'd with decp conviction,
Full of glowing faith,-—all glitter'd
Blocw'd and sprang in such abundance.
And the stripling’s noble bosom

Was pervaded by the savage

But adventare-breathing swoetiiess,

By the wondrous blisgful anguish

And the fabhilous w11d terrors

Of that blissful secret world, #

Of that mighty revclation,

Known to ug%s Pocsy.

And the artsof Poesy,

Radiant knowledge, undclsta.ndmg,
‘Which we call €l art poetic,
Q@per’d on the bYy®s mind also.
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And Jchuda ben Halevy

‘Was not merely skill’d in reading.
But in poetry a mhster,

And himself a first-rate poct.

Yes, he was a first-rate poct,
Star and tovch of his own age,
Light and beacou of his people,
Yes, a very wund.rous mighty

Fiery pillar of al} song,

That preceded lsrael’s mournful
Caravan as it was warching
Through the desert of sad exile.

Pure and truc alike. und spotless
‘Was his song, as was his spirit;
When this spirit was creatgd

By its Maker, scl i'—cont.cl;xtyed1

He cmbraccd thc lovely spirit,

And that liss’s beautcous echo

Thrills ti:rough all the poet’s numbers,
Which arc Lallow'd by this grace.

Ag in life, in numbers also

Grace is greatest good of all
He who has it, ne'er transgresses
In bis prosc or in his verses.

Genius call we such a poct

Of the mighty grace of. God ;

He is undisputed monarch

Of the boundless realms of fancy.,

He to God alono accounteth,
Not to man, and, 28 in lifctime,
So in art the mob have power

To dostrdy, but not to judge us.

2. "

“ By tho streams of Babylos

“ Sat we down and wept, we hanged
¢« Our sad harps upon the willows—"
Kne:v/’st thou not theMen song ?
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Know’st thou not the olden tune,

Whnich begius with clegiac

'Crying, humnging like b kettle

That upoun the hearth is boiling ?

Long has it been boiling in me,

Thousahd years. A gloomy anguish!
And my wounds are lick’d by time,
Ax Job’s boils by dogs were licked.

Thank thee, dog, for tily saliva,—
Vioygh it cansbut’cool and soften—
Death alone can ever heal e,

But, alag, I am immortal!

Years come round and years then vanish-—
Busily the spool is humming

As it in the loom is moving,—

What it wenves, ne weaver knoweth.

Years comoaround and ycars then vanish,
Human tears sre dripping, running
On the earth, and then the earth
Sucks thom in with cager silence.
Secthing mad !  The cover Teaps np—
& Happy ho whose daring haud

“ Taketh up thy little oues,

* Dasbing them against the stones.”
Godabe praised ! the seething slowly
In the pot evaporates,

Then is mute. My spleen is soften’d,
My west-castern darksome spleen.
And my Pegnsus is neighing

Once thore gaily, and tho nightmare
Secms to shake with vigour off him,
And his wise oyes thug are asking :
Are we riding back to Spain,

To thg little Talmudist theid, #

Who was such a first-rate poct,—

To Jehuda be¢h Halevy ?

Yes, he whsa first-rate poct',
In the realm of drcams sole ruler,
With the spiritionarch’s crown,
By the grace of U a poet,,

[ 4
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Who in all his sacred wetres,
In his madrigals, terzinas,
Canzonets, and sfrange ghaselas
Pour'd out all the’ abundant, fire
Of his noble god-kiss'd spirit !
Of a trath this troubadoar

Was upon a par with all the
Best lute-players of Provence,

Of Poitou and of Guicune,
Roussillon und « very other
Charming orange-growing region
Of gallant old Chistendorn.

Charming orange-growing regions
Of gallant old Chyistendom!

How they glitter, smell, and tingle
In the twilight »f remembrance !

Boautecous werld of nightingeles!
Where we only in the plaer of

The trne tod, the false God worshipp'd
Of the Muses and of love.

Clergy, bearing wreaths, of roses

Or their bald pates, sang the psalios
In the charming langue d’oc;

Laity, all gallant knights,

On their high steeds proudly trotting,
Verse and rhyme were ever making
To the honour of the ladies

‘Whom their hearts to Serve delighted.

There’s no love without a lady.
Therefore to « Minnesinger
Was a lady just as needful

As to bread-and-bntter, butter.

And the hero, whom we sing of,
Our Jehwia ben Halevy,

Also bad his heart’s fair Jady ;
But sk was of spocial kind.

She 1o Laum. was, whose eyes,
Mortul constellations, kindled
On tiood Friday the ngforious
Fi.. thhm the famed Cathedral

\
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She was not a chatelaine

V8ho, attired in youthful graces,
Took the chgir at tourhaments,
And the laprel wreath presented

“asuist in the laws of kisses
She was not, no doctrinairoe,
‘Who within the learned colloge
Of a court of lovo gave lectures.

Shawthe Rabbi was in love with
‘Wag a poor aad mournful loved one,
Woeful image of destruction,

And her namo—dJerusalem !

In his early days of childhood

She his one sole love was always ;
10en the word Jerusalem

Made his youthful spirit quiver.

Turple flarmes were ever standing

On the boy’sscheck, and he hearken’d
‘When a pilgrim to Toledo

Came from out the far east country,

' And recounted Jhow deserted
» And uncleanly was tho city
‘Where upon the ground the traces
Of the prophets’ feet still glisten'd ;
‘Where the air is still perfumed
By the’ undying breath of God--
¢ O the mournful sight!” a pilgrim
Onee éxclaim’d, whose beard was floating
Whit(.a as silver, notwithstanding
That the hair which form’d itg ¢nd
Once again grew black, appearing
As if getting young sgain.
And o very wondrous pilgrim
Might he be, his eyes were pBering
As through centuries of sorrow,
And he sigh’fl: ‘¢ Jerusalem !
“ She, tlte ¥rowded holy city,
« Is converted to o desert,
“ Where wood®devils, werewolves, jackals
* Their accurséd home hage made.
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t¢ Serpents, birds of night, are c’lwclling
« In its weather-bcaten ruins;

¢ From the window’s airy bow

“ Peeps the fox with much contontment.

 ITere and there a ragged fellow,

¢ Comes sometimes from out the desert,
‘ And his hunch-hack’d camel feedoth
“ In the long grass growing ronnd it.

«On the noblo L:rights of Zion,
“ Where stood up the golfen fortrers

“ Whose great ma ‘esty bore witness

¢ To the mighty i:onarch’s glory,—

« There, with noismne weeds encumbeor'd,
“ Nought now lics Hhut gray old ruins,

¢ Gazing with sueh looks of sorrow

¢ One must funey they arc sveeping.

* And 'tis sai they wept in @arnest,

“ Once in cach year, on the ninth day

« Of the ~nonth’s that known as Ab -~

“ With wy own eyes, full of weeping,

« T the clammy drops haye witness'd

¢ Down the large stones shiwly trickling,
* And have heard the broken colmnns

« Of the temple sadly moaning.”
Such-like pious pilgrim-sayings
Waken'd in the youthful hosom
Of Jehuda ben Halevy
Yearnings for Jerusalerh.

“

. Poet’s ycarnings ! As forcboding,

Vigionary, sad, as those
In the Chiteau Blay cxperiencod
Whilome by the noble Vidam,

Messcr Geoffroy Rudello,

When the nghts returning homeward
From the Eastern land, ABHE rt( s
Loudly, s they clash’ d thefr g goblots,

That tho paragon of graces, *

And the flower and pearl of women,
Was 1ue beautcous Me}wpnda,

Mouy - ravine of Tripoli,

. 1

s
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Each one knows that for this lady
Raved the troubadour thenceforward ;

* Her alono be sang, and shortly
Chiiteau Blay no more could hold him ;

And he hasten’d thence. At Cette
Took he ship, but on the ocean
He fell i11, and sick and dying

He arriv'd at Tripoli.

Here at length, oa Mollsauda,

Ho,stoo, gazed with cyes all-loving,
‘Which that self-samo hour were cover'd
By the darksome shades of death.

Singing his last song of love,
He cxpired before the foet
Of his lady Melisauda,
. Margravine of Tripoli.* .

Wonderful wgs the resemblance
In the fate of these two pocts!
Save that in old age the former

» His great pilgrimage comménced.

,And Jehuda ben Talevy

"At bis mistress’ fect expired,
And his dying head, it rested
On Jerusalem's dear knecs

WHEV the fight at Arabella

ad been won, great Alexander
Placeqd Darius’ land and people,
Court and haremn, horses, women.

Elephants, and daric goins,

Crown and fceptre, golden lumber-—
Placed them all inside his apagious
Macedonian pantaloons,

In the tent of great Darius,
Who himgel$ hal fled, becanse ho
Fear'd he also might be placed thert,
The young hers found o casket.
LK ]
Sce alw this ttory in Book L of the * Romancep»,

.
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"T'was a little golden box,

Richly ornamented over

‘With incrusted stones and cpmeos,
And with miniature devices. |,

Now this casket, in itself

Of incstimable value,

Served to hold the priccless treasures
Of the monarch’s body-jewels. ;

A1l the latter Al ander .
On his brave comunders lavish'd,
Smiling at the thorght of men
Chiidhike loving eo'our’d pebbles.
One fair valuable gem he

To Lis mother dear presented ;
"Twas the signet ring of Cyrus,
Turn'd into a brooch henceorward.
To his famuns old preceptor «
Aristotle e presented '

A fine ovgx for his splendid

Cabinet of natural history.

In the casket were some vearls too,
Forming quite a wondrous,string,
Which were once to Queen Atossa
Given by the false knave Smerdis;
But the pearls werc all quite real, ¢
And the merry victor gave them

To a pretty dancer whom he
Brought from Corinth, ‘aamed Miss Thais.

.~In her hair the latter wore them,
In bacchavtic fashion streaming,
On that night when she was dancing
At Persepolis, and,wildly

Tu the regal castle hurl'd her
Impious torch, till, loudly crackling,
Soon tho flames obtain’d the mastery,
And tie fortress laid in ruins.

On the death of beauteous Lhdis
Wi of pomo bad Bubylonian
I1'i.088 died at Babylen

41 her pearls were soh{ by auction
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At the public auction-rooms therc ;
Turchased by a priest from Memphis,

He to Egypl took them with him,

Where they on the toilet table

Of fair Cloopatra glisten’d ;

She the finest pearl amongst themn

Crush’d and mix’d with wine and swallow’d,
Her friend Antony to banter.

With the final Oinmd monarch
Came the string®of pearls to Spain,
And they twined around the turban
Worn at Cord’ve, by the Caliph.

Abderam the Third he wore them

As his breast-knot at the tourney

Where he picresd throngh thirty golden
Rings, and fair Zuicima’s bogou.

‘When thg Moorish race was vanquish'd,
Then the Christians gain’d possession

Of the pearls, which rank’d theneeforward
As crown-jewcls of Castile.

Their most Cath’lic Majostics,

Queens of Splin, were wont to wear them
On all court and state oecasions,

At all bullfights, grand processions,

And at each auto da 10,

‘When they took their pleasure, sitting
At the balcony, in snifing

Uy the smoll f burnt old Jews,

Later still, old Mendizabel,

Sat&n’s grandson, pawn'd these jewels,™
Vainly hoping thus to meet the

Deficit in the finances.

At the Thileries the jewels

Finally appear’d again, o ¢

Gliftering on the ueck of Mudame
Salomen, the Baroness.

With tho €uir pearls thus'it Lappencd,.—
Less adventurous the fortuno  °

Of the caskes, Alexander

Koeping it fo?Itis own uge.



HEINE'S POEMS.

He the songs enclosed within it
Of ambrosia-seented Homer,

His great fav'rite, and the casket
All night loug was wont to stand

At his bed’s head ; when the monarch
Slept, the heroos’ airy figures

Came from out it, o’cr his visions
Crecping in fantastic fashion.

Other times and odier birds too—

1 myself have erst delighted

In the stories of the actions

Of Pelides, of Odysseus.

All then seem’d so sunny-golden

And so purple to 1y spirit,

Vine-leaves twined around my forchewl
And the trumpets flowrish’d loudly.

Hush, no mor2! A1l brokoen,Heth
Now my haughty victor-cheriot,
And the jonthers, who once drew it,
Now are nlcu,d, as arce the women

Who, to sound of drum mnl eymbal,
Danced around, and I mvsplf
‘Wriihe upon the g:,round in angtmlx
Weak and eripploed —-hush, no more!

Hush, uo more ! we now are speakiny:
Of the casket of Darius,

And within mysclf thus thought I:
Should 1 ¢’er possess the casket, ~

And not be obliged to chango it

“Into cash, for want of moncy,

1 would then enclose within it
All the poems of our Rubbi,—

All Jchudn ben Halevy’s
Fostal sonfs and lamentations,
And Glselag, the deseription
Of his ]ulgnmage—th(, whele 1

Would haveo written on the eleamest
Turclinent by the best of scribes,
And she manuseript depoit

In: 10 little golden cadkét.
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This should stand upon the table
Naear my bed, and then, whenever
»Friends appgur’d und Were astonish’d
At the beanty of the trinket,—

At the wondrous bas-reliefs,
Small In size, and yet so perfect
Notwithstanding.—at the jewcls |
Of such size incrusted on 1t,—

T skould smilingly address thom :
Thag is but the vulgar covering
That contains a nobler treasure—
In this casket there are lying

Diamonds, whose light doth mirror
And reflect the Light of Leaven,
Rubies glowing us tho heart’s blood.
Turquoises of spobless beauty,

" And fair efacralds of promise,
Likowise peagls of greater valuo
Than the pearls to Queen Atossa
Given by the false knave Spmerdis,

' And that afterwards were worn by

» All the notabiditics
Who this mundane carth have dwelt in,
Thaie first, then Cleopatra,

Pritsts of Isis, Moorish princes,
And the queens of old Hispania,
And at last the worthy Madame
Salemadu, the Batoness.—

For those pearls of world-wide glory
After all arc but the mucus

Of a poor unhappy oyster

Lying sickly in the evcan ;

But the pearls within this casket
Avre the offspring of a beantcbus
Human spirif, far far deeper

Than th5 oocan’s deepest dgpths, —
For they®arg the pearly tears

Of Jehuda hen Halevy,

That he over thg. destruction

Of Jerusalem lct fall. .
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Pearly toars, which, join'd togother
By the golden threads of rhythm,
As a wong from picsy’s )
Golden smithy have proceeded.
And this song of pearly tears

Is the famous lamentation

That is sung in all the scatter'd
And far-distant tents of Jacob

On the ninth doy Bf the month Ap, .
That sad annive rsury . .
Of Jerusalen’s destruction

By the Emperor Jespasian.

Yes, it is the song of Zion

That Jehuda ben Hulevy

Sang when dying on the holy

Ruins of Jerwsilom, .

Barefoot and o Jowly carmciivs
Sat hie there upou the fragrient

Of a pill .. that had fallen,

Till upo.r his breast there foll

Like a gray old wood hig hair.
Shading over in strange faghion
ITis afflicted pallid features,

With bis eyes so like a speetre’s.
T this manner sat he, singing,

In appearance Iike a minstrol
From the times of old, like aneient
Jeremiah, grave-ariscen. v
,Soon the birds aroand the ruins
By his nupnhbers’ mournful eadenee’
All were tamed, and e’en the vulture
Drew near listning, almost pitying, ~
But an impious Saracen

(hane ond aiy in that direction, .
On his charger in his stivrups |
Balanciing, his bright lance wieclling,
And tie: breast of our poor singer
Witl: this deadly spear transfix'd he,
And then gallop’d off ipgfhutor
Wir,'d as theugh a shadowy figure.
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Calmly flow'd the Rabbi’s Life-blood,
Cally to its termination

Sang he his sweet song.—his dying
"Sigh was btﬁl—Jerusalem'

1t is snid i in olden legend
That fhe Saracen was really
Not a wicked eruel mortal,
But an angel in disguise,

Sent from the brjcht fealms of heaven
To e#emove Gba’s favourito

From the earth, and to advanee him
Painlessly to those blest rogions.

There, ’tis said, there waited for him
A reception highly flatt'ring
In its nature to the poct,
Quite a hicavtnly sarprisc,
.

Solemnly wigh strains of nausice
Came the angelic choir to meet him,
And instead of hiymns, he heard them
Singing hLis own lovely verkes,

[ ]
Synagoguish ¢Wedding-Carmen,
Hyrueneal Sabbath numbers,
With their well-known and exulting
Mlodies —what notes enthralling !

While some angels play’d the hautboy
Others play'd upon the fiddle ;

Otliers handled the bass-viol,

Othggs beat the drum ond cy mbal,

Sweetly all the musie sounded.

Swectly through the far-extending
Vaults of Reaven these strains re-cchoed :
Lcclm Daudi Likras Kalle!g

1.

D/I - g(md wife is not cdntented
With the chapter just concruded
And cspecially the portion

«Speaking of Dmrms’ casket.
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Almost bitterly observes she.

That a husband with preteusions

T'o religion, into money

Straightway would convert the casket,
That he with it might bo ablo

For his poor and lawful spouse

That nice Cashmere shawl to purchase
That she stands so much in need of.

That Jchuda ben Ilalevy

Would, she fau.ies, with spfficient
Honour be prescived, if gnarded

Tu a pretty box of pusteboard,
Deek’d with Chincse elegant:
Arabesques, like those enchunting
Swecetmeat-boxes of Marquis

In the Passage Panorama.

“ Very stran e it is,”—shce added,—
* That [ rever heard the ngane of

“ This rcnarkable old poct,

¢« This .‘chuda ben Halevy.”
Darling little wife, T answer'd,

Your delightful igirorancy

Bu too well the gaps discloses

In the edueation given

In the boarding schools of Paris,
‘Where the girls, the future mothers
Of a proud and frecborn nation,
Loarn the olements of kvowlodge..

All abont the dry old mummics,
*And embalm’d Egyptian Pharaoks,’
Merovingian shadowy monarchs,
With perukes devoid of powder,

And the pig-tail’d kings of Cbina,
Lords of poveclain and prgodas,—
This tl¢y know by heart and fally,
Clever girls,—but, O, good'her wus
If you usk for any groat nams .
Frons the glorious golden ages

Qf Arabian-ancient-Spanish

Jev sh schoolg of poett§t—
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If you ask for those three worthies,
or Jechuda ben alevy,

JFor great Solomon Gabirol,

Or for Mosds Iben Esra,

If you ask for theso or suchliko,

Then the children stare upon us

With a look of stupid wonder,

And in fact scem quite dumb-founded,

Let me then advise yeu, dearost,
These neglected®*points to study,
And to take to learning Hobrew
Leaving theaires and concerts,

‘When a few years to these studies
Have been given, you’ll be able

In the’ original to read them,

Iben Esra ay(l (rabizol,

And Halgvy in addition,

That trinmyirate poctice,

Who evoked tho sweetest music
From the instrument of David.
Alcharisi. who, I'll wager;

Is to you unkfown, although he

A Voltairiat was, six hundred
Years before Voltaire’s time, spoke thus ;
“gu his thoughis cxeels Gabirol,

¢ And the thinker most he ploases ;
¢ Iben Esra shines in art, and

« 1s the fav'ritg of the artist.

* But Jehnda ben Halevy

“ 1# in both a perfect master,
“ And at once n famous pucte
“ Aud a universal fav’rite.”

Tben Esrd was a frfend,

Aud T rather think, a cousgn

Of Jehuda ben Halevy,

Who »~his famed book of travels

Dittorly cemplains how vainl

He had songht through «ll Granada
For his fricwd, and only found there
Ilis friend's W'kher, the physician,
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Rabbi Meyecr. poet likewise,

And the father of the beauty

Who in Iben Jsra’s bosom
Kindled such a hopeless passlon.
That he might forget his niecé, he
Took in hand his pilgrim’s statl, ¢
Like so many of his collengnes,
Living restlessly and homeless.
Towrd Jerusalewn he wander'd,
When some Tariaes fel uppn him,
Fasten'd him upor a steed’s back,
And to thoeir wild deserts ook him,
Dutics there devolved upon him
Quite unworthy of . Rabbi,

Still less fitted for a poot-—

He was made 1o suilk the cows.

Onee, as he boueath the belly .

Of a cow wus sitting sqnattipg,
Fing'ring hastily her udder,

While t! ¢ milk the tab was filling,—
A position quite unworthy

Of a Rabbi, of a poet,- —

Meluucholy eame across hiru,

And to sing a song began be.

Aud he sung so well and swectly,
That the Khan, the horde’s old chicftain,
Who was passing by, was melted,

And he gave the slave his frecdom,

Aud he likewize gave him prosents,
Gave a fox-glin, and a lengthy
Saracenic tanudoline,

And some money for his journey.
Pocts’ fate! an evil star 'tis, '’
Which tha affspring of Apollo
‘Worried unto death, and even

Did not sparc their noble fm-t,h'b;q‘
When lLe, after Daphne lurkiag,
In th: fair nymph’s snowy body’s
Stes.i, erobraced the laurclonly,—
He .he great divine Bentémihl |
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Yos, the glorious Delphic god is
A_Schlemihl, and e’en tho laurcl
hat so proudly crowns his forehead
g o sign of his Schlemibldowm,

What the word Schlemihl hetokens
Well ®¢ know. Long since Chamisso
Rights of German citizenship

Gain'd it (of the word I'm speaking).
But its origin has evef,

Likg the holy N ile's far sources,

Boen unknown.  Upon this subject
Many a night have I been poring.
Many a year ago I travell’d

To Berlin, to sce (hamixso

O this point, and from the dean songht
Tuformation gf Schlemihl.

But he comd not satisfy me,
And referr’d g on to Hitzig,
Who had made the first suggestion
Of the faumily name of Peter
*Shadowless. I straightway hired
Tho first cab, afd quickly hasten'd
To the magistrate Horr Hitzig,
Who was formerly call’d Ttzig.
When he still was known as Ttzig,
Iu a vision saw hie written
Ilis own name high in the heavens,
Andgine front theelotter H.

« What'’s the mcaning of this H ¢”
Ask’®he of himself. < Herr ltzig

“ Or the Holy Itzig? Toly °

¢ Is a pretty title.  Not, though,

« Suitcd for Berlin” At Iength he,
Tired,of thinking, took thdmime of
Hitzig. nnd his best friends only
Know th-I HMzig stood for Holy.

“ Hol, Hitzir " said I thercfore
When T saw bim, *“have the goodnoss
“ To explain the derivation

« Of the word S¥hfewihl, 1 pray you.”

489



490 HEINE'S POEMS,

Many circumbendibuses

Took the holy one—he could not
Recollect,—and mide excuses

In suceossion like a (‘luxb.tmn.

Till at length I burst the buttons
In the brecches of mny putience,
And began to swear so fiereely,
In such very impious fashiow,

That the worthy Pletist,

Pulc as death, with trembl'ng kncon
Forthwith gratifi~d my wishes,

And the following story told me :

“ Tn the Bible it written

¢ [fow, while wandering in the desert,
* Taracl oft cornmitted whoredom

¢ With tho daughters fair ¢f Canaau.

“ Then it eame to pass that Wiinchas
* Chanced to see the nobleeZimri

“ Thus encaged in an intrigue

* With a Uausanitish woman.

« Stla,lrrht\vay in his fury scized he

“ On his spear, and put tn‘dmth

“ Zimri on the very spot.—Thus

¢ In ihe Bible ’tis rccounted.

“ But, according to an oral t
“ Old tradition ‘mongst the people,
“ "Twas not Zimri that was reully

¢ Stricken by the spear of Phinchas ;

& But the latter, blind with fury,
 Tn the giuner's place, by ill-luck

“ Chunced to kill a guiltless porson,
“ Named Schlemil) ben Zuri Schadday.” —

He, then, this Schlemihl the Tirst,
VVas the aftudstor of all the

Yace Sehlemihlisn.  We're descended
From Srhlemihl ben Zuri ¥-Lilday.
Certainly mo wondrous actifng:
Are proserved of his; wo only
Know his name, and i in, ddition
Knn » that be was a Sehlemihl,
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But a pedigree is valued

Not according to its fruits, but
Jts antiquity alone—*

Ours three thousand years can rockon.
Years come round, and years thon vanish—
T'ull three thousand years have fleeted
Sinco the death of our forefuther

This Schlemibl ben Zuri Schadday.

Phinchas, too, hgs lofg been dead,
3ut, his speaw is 1 existence,

A m’l incessantly we hear it
Whizzing through the air above us.
And the noblest hearts it picrces—
Both Jehuda ben Halovy,

Also Moses Iben Esra,

And it likewdse struck Gabirol,

Yes, Gabfol, that iruehearted
God-devoted®Minncsinger,

That sweet nightingale, who sang to
God instead of to o rose,—,

That sweet nightingale who caroll'd
Tenderly hisgloving numbers

Trr the darkness of tho Gothic
Mcdizoval night of carth !

Un‘dismay'd and caring nothing
For grimuces or for spirits,

Or the chaos of delirium

And of death thhsc ages haunting,

Qur gweet nightingale thought only
Of the Godlike One he loved so,
Unto Whom he sobl’d his love,
Whom his hymns ware glorifying.
Thirty springs Gabirol wigugss'd

On this carth, but loud-tongued Fama
Trumpet;- gbroad the glory

Of his _mmtz through cveryecountry.

Now at Gordova, his homs, he
Had a Moor ag nextdoor neighbour,
Who wrote versen, like the other,
And the poct’s glory envidd. p
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When he heard the poet singing,

Then the Moor's bile straight flow’d over,
And tho sweetness of the songs was P
Bitter wormwood to this base one.

ITo enticed his hated rival

To bis house one night, and slew Inm
There, and then the body buried

In the garden in its reur.

But behold ! from ut the spot
Where the body had beén Lidden,
Presently there grew a fig-tree

Of the most cuchauting beanty.

All its fruit was Ioae in figure,

And of strange and spicy swecelness
He who tasted it, sonk into

Quite o dreamy slate of rapture.
Mongst the peopie on the subjget
Much was so.c. wloud or whigper'd,
Till at lenoih the rumonr cimie to
The illust - wus Caliph’s cars.

He with iis own tongue first tasted
This strunge fig-phenomenon,

Aud then form’d a strict ednmission
Of ivnquiry on the mattor,
Sumnarily they procecded

On the ovner of tho tred’s soles
Sixty strokes of the bumboo they
Gave, and then his erime confess'd he.
Thoreupon they tore the treo up "
&y 118 roots from ont the ground,
And the bedy of the murder’d

Man Gabirol was discover'd.

ife was buried with due hongm,

And l~uucntul by his brethren |

And the se!same day they also
Hang'd the Moor at Cmdom.‘

BISPUTAT [()‘T

IN the Aula at Toledo
liudly are the trumpgty blo ving ;
To tin spxutuul tournay ¢ B
G uly dress’d, the crowd are going,
. +

\
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This is no wmere worldly combat,

. Not one arm of stoel here glances ;

Sharply pointed and* scholastic
Words .u;:u here the only lances.

Gallant Palading here fight not,

T.afies” honest fame defendiug;
Capuchins and Jowish Rabbis

Are the knights who’re here contending,

In the place of helm@ts are they
Senll caps s anil capouches wearing ;
Scapular and Arbecanfess
Are the armour they are bearing.

Whicli God is the one true God ?
He, the Hebrew stern and glorious
Unity, whom Rabbi Juda
Of Navarpe would see victorious ?

Or the treunc (fod, whom Christians
1Lold in Jpve aud veneration,

As whose champion Friar Jose,
The Franciscan, takes lns station ?

By the Ull,'aht of weighty rcasonH
And the loglo taught at cullcn‘e

And quotutmns from the authors
Whose repute one must acknowledge,

Titther champion ad absurdun
His opponent. would bring duly,
And the pure divinity
Ofshis own God point out truly.

"Tis laid down that he whosc focman
Manages his cause to smothcr

Should be bound to take upoh him
The religion of the other,

And the Jow be duly christen'd,—
Lhis was tho cxpress prevision,—

On the other hand the Christian
Lmv"n 1g°ritc of mrculucxsmn

Lt omo Of the doughty c}mmpwus
Has cleven comrades by him,

All to share hig fate dctermiucd,

*  And for well%r woe keen nigh Lim.
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While the monks who back the friar
With assurance full and steady
Hold the holy-water vessels
For the rito of christening ready,

Swinging sprinkling-brooms and censers,
Whence the incense smoke is rising,—
All their adversaries brickly
Whet their knives for circumeising.

By the lists within'the hall stand,
Roady for the iray, both forces,
And the crowd awa:t the signal,
Eager for the kn'ahty’ discourses.
‘Neath a golden caniopy,
While their courtiors duly flatter,
Both the king and acen are sitting ;
Quite a child appears the Tatter.
With a small Ty euch nose, her {eatures
Are in roguishnoss not waating,
And the ever laughing rubics
Of her r-outh arc quite enchanting.
Fragile fur inconstant floyer,—
May the grace of God be yith her !~
From the merry town of Paris
She 1as been transplanted hither,
To the ecovntry where the Spanish !
Old grandces’ stiff manuners gall her ;
Whilome known as Dlanche de Bourbon,
Donna Blanca now they, eall her.

Apd the monarch’s name is Pedro,
With the nickname of The Cruel

But to-day, in g_,uxtlo moad, he
Looks as if he ne’er could d(')_ ill.

‘With the nobles of bis court he
Enters int.conversation,

And both Jew and Moor udd.rquns
With a courtgous salutations N\

For thegc rons of circumeision’

Are t).: monarch’s favourite creatures;
They corimand his troops, &ud also
In fisunces axe his teachers.
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Suddenly the drums ’gin beating,

And the trumpets bray announces

at the conflict is beginning.

Where each kuight thoe other trounces.

The Franciscan monk commences,
Blustmg into furious passion,
And his voice, now hm sh, now growling,
DBlusters in a curious fushluu
Father, Son, and Ioly Spirit
Tn one sentencd ho comprisos,
And'tho seed accurst of Jacob
In the Rabbi exorcises.

RS

For in suchlike controversics
Little devils oft are hidden

In the Jews, und give them sharpness,
Wit, and arguments when bidden,

Having thes expell’d the devil
By his mighty exoreisny,

Comos the monk, dogmatically,
Quoting from the cmtu,]nsm

‘o recounts how in the Godhead
Persons thxu.. are comprehended,
‘Who, whenevdr they so will it,
utv one are straightway blo ndod.

"Tissa mystery unfolded
But to those who, in due season,
Have oscaped from out the prison
And tbe chaing of human reuson,

Ho recounts how God was born at
Bctﬁlehem, of n tendorhenrted

Virgin, whoso divino unsullied”
Ixmocency ne’cr degarted.

How they lald the Lord Almxbhty

In g lowly stable mangor}
Whore the ealf and heifer mcekly

Stood momﬂl the nowborn stranger.”
IIe mﬂ?’mts,%oo, how the L(ml .

Frons King Herod's minions flying,
Went to Eg,,ypt *hyw still later

*Death’s sharp Yahgs he suffer'd, dying
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In the time of Pontius Pilate,
‘Who subscribed his condemnation,
Uxrged on by the Jews and erucl
Pharisces’ confederation.
He recounts, too, how the Lord,
Bursting from the towb’s dark ‘prison
On the third day, into heaven
Had in glorious trinmph risen ;
How, when ’iis tht proper time, he
Would returi. 1o earth in splendour,
At Jchoshaphat, to judge there
Every quick wid dead offender,
“ Tremuble. Jows 7 exelaln’d the friar,
“ At the God v hom yo tormented
¢ Cruclly with thorns and seourges,
¢ To whose death ye all.consented.

3

“ Jews, ye were hig murderce ! nation
¢ Of vindictive ficree bahaviour !
“ 1lim v o comes to free you, #:1l ye
e S]':.y,——yo murder him, the Saviour.,
“ Jows, the carrion where the demons
“ Coming from the lower regions
“ Dwell, your bodies are thie barracks
« Of the de¥il's wicked legions,
“ Thomns of A uinas says so,
“ He is famed tin Christisu story,
“ Call’d the migh@-\f ox of learning,
¥ Orthodoxy s lfhﬁ-ht end glory: .
«* Villain race of Jewts! you're nought but
“ Walves, hyenas, ij-clmls hateful,
* Church-yard prowlerhs, who dcem only
¢ F]Osh of corpses {0 il")c grﬁ:tcf“].
“ Jews, O Jows! you're nitogs and monkeya,
“ Momets erucl and por fidiour,
* Whon: they eall rhinocerdSCh.
¢ Crocodiles and vawpiris ‘\“ideous.
N -
* Ye nre ravens, owls, and sere. 2t wls,
‘: Tiuts and miscrablo lapwingdlT
31 1lows’-birds and cockatrices,

‘

3
t

Very scum of all that flap win, ™ *

»
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# Ye are vipers, yo are blindworms,

*¢ Rattlesnakes, disgusting adders, .
*« Poisonous tords —Christ soon will surely
® Tread you%ut like empty bladders !
« Or, sccurséd people, would ye

¢ Sawe your souls so wrotched rather ?
¢ Flee the synagoguos of evil,

« Seek the bosom of your Father.

* Flee to love’s brighteradiant churches,
“ Where the wtll of mercy bubbles
« F8r your sakes in hallow’d basing,—
« Hide your heads there from your troubles.
“ Wash away the ancient Adam,
¢« And the vicos that defaco it :
« From your hearts the staivs of rancour
** Wash, and graco shall then replace it.

“ Hear yegqiot the Saviour speaking ?
* O how wgll your new numes suit you !
¢t Cleanse yourselves upon Christ’s bosom
¢ From the vormin that polluto you.

s+ Yes, our God is very love, is
, “Like a lamb that's dearly cherish’d,
@ énd our vices to atono for,
* On the cross with meckness perish’d.
« Yes, our God is very love, his
“ Name is Jesus Christ the blessid ;
* Of his patienco and submission
“ We aspire tq be possesséd.
** Therefore are we meok and gentle,
¢ (Jourteous, never in a passion,
 Fond of pcace and charitable,
¢ In the Lamb the Saviour’s fashion.

“ We in hofiven shallbo hereafter
“ Into angels blest converfpd,

% Wandering there in bliss with lily
“ Blogroiy in our hands inserted.

« Iry she plase of cowls, thé purest
“ Robes shall we when there be Wearing]
*¢ Made of silky hrocades, and muslin,
» “ Golden lacésad ribbons flaring. ‘
2 K
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« No more bald pates! Round our heads there
* Will be floating golden tresses ;

“ While our hair some charming virgin
« Into pretty topknots dresses.

« Winceups will be thero presented
< Of eircumference so spacious,

“ That, compared with themw, the goblets
¢ Made on ecarth are not capacious.

% On the other hané, much smaller
¢ Than the riouths of earthly ladies
* Will the mouth be of each woman
« Who in heaven our solace made is.
¢ Prinking, kissirg, langhing will we
¢ Pass through -ndless ages proudly,
« Singing joyous lallelujahs,
¢« Kyrio Eleyson loudly.” |
Thus the Christian ended, and #he
Monks bulieved illuminatign
Picrced ench heart, and so preparcd for
The hiptismal operation.
But the water-hating Hebrews
Shook themselves with scornful grinning
Raicbi Juda of Navarre thus*®
Iie reply meanwhile beginning :
¢ That thou for thy sced mightst dung
¢t My poor soul’s barc field devoutly,
¢ With whole dung-carts of abuse thou
 Hast in truth befoul’d mo stoutly.

¢« Every one the method follows
% o his taste best calculated,
“ And instctd of being angry,
¢ Thank you, I'm propitiated.
“ Your fine trinitarian doctrine
* We poor Jews can never swallow,
“ Though from earliest days of childhood
 Wont the rule of three t¢ fillow.

& That threc persons in your Godheah
“ Auld no more, are comprehended,

¢ Mulerate appears; the ancients
 On six thousand gods ucpended.

¥
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% Quite unknown to me the God is
o * Whom you call the Christ, good brother ;
“ Nor have I ¢’cr had the honour
“ T'o hgve met his virgin mother.
“ Y regret that some twelve hundred
« Years back, as your speech confesses,
¢ At Jerusalom he suffor’d
* Certuin disagreeblencsses.

That the Jewg in ttuth destroy'd him
'¢ Rests upon your showing solely,
Seeing tho delicti corpus
¢ On the third day vanish’d wholly.
¢ Tt is equally uncertain

* Whether he was a conneetion
“ Of our God. who had no children—
¢« In, at lsust, our rocolleetion.

Our grat God, liko some poor lambk:n,
* For humanity would never '
¢ Perish ; for such philanthropice

¢ Actions he is far too glever.

“ Our great Gpd of love knows nothing,
“ Never tg affection yiclds he,

‘e For he is a God of vengeance,
“ And as God his thunders wiclds he.

« Nothing can his wrathful lightnings
¢ From the sinner turn or soften,

“ And the latest generations
& For the fathers’ sins puy often.

“ Oyr great God, ho lives for evoer
¢ In his heavenly halls in glory,
¢ And, compared with him, cternal
“ Ages are but trgnsitory.
% Qur great God, ho is & hearty
“God, not like the mytss that fright us,
¢ Pale ang lean as any wafer,
« Or thoshadows by Cpeytus.
« @ur great God is strong. He graspethe
¢ Sun and moon aud constellation ;
“ Thrones mh}cr.ush’d, and people vanish
# When ho frowns in indiguation.

‘

3

-

‘
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* And he i¢ a mighty God.
“ David sings : We cannot measure ,
* All his greatness, earth’s his footstool, .
* And is subject to his pleasnre.

“ Our great God loves music dearly,
* Lute and song to him are gratoful ;
¢ But, like grunts of suckiny pigs, he -
« Finds tho sounds of churchbells Lateful.

“ Great Leviathan tho fish is

¢ Who beneath the ocean strayeth,
And with himn the Lord Almighty

« For an hour -ach morning playcth.

“ With the’ caception of the niuth day
“ Of the monthi Ab, that sad morrow,
 When they burnt his holy temple ;
“ On that day too great’s his sorrow.

Just ope hundred miles in leffgth is
“ The Loeviathan ; each firk is

Big as Og the King of Basan,

“ Ang his teil no ecdar thin is.

Yet his flesh rescmbles turtle,

« And its flavour is perfertion,

¢ Aud thoe Lord will ask to dinner ‘
* Cn the day of resurrection

All his own elect, the righteous,
“ Those whoso faith was firm and stble,
* And this fish, tho Lord’s own favourite,
« Will be sct upon the table, * -
“aPartly dress'd with garlic white sguce,
“ Partly, stew’d in wine and toasted,
¢ Dress'd with raisins and with spices,
* Much roserablirg matelotes roasted.

« Little slices of horseradish

« Will the’ whitc sauce much emballish ;
¢ Bg muke ready, Friar Jose.

« T\, devour the fish with relish.

# Andh the raisin sauce I spoke of
. ¢ hakes a most dehcwus jelly,
© A ad will be full wel) sdapted,

- Eriar Jose, to thy belly.

‘

-~

-

¢
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¢« What God cooks, is quite perfection—
¢ Monk, my honest counsel follow,
‘“®And be circumcised, your portion
» ¢« Of Levisthan to swallow.”—

Thus the Rabbi to allure him
Spoke with inward mirth insulting,
And the Jews, with pleasure grunting,
Brandish’dall their knives exulting,

To cut off the forfeit Soroskins,
Victors after all the fighting,
Gertuine spolis opima
1n this conflict so cxeiting,.
But the monkg to their rcligion
Stuck, despite the Jews’ derision,
And were equally reluctant
To submit to circumecision.

Next tho Latholic converter
Answer’d, when the Jew had finish'd,
His abuse aguin repeating,
Full of fury undiminish'd.
Then the Rabbi with a cadtious
Ardour, with his answer follow'd ;
Thoug,h his keart was boiling over,
*All his rising gall ho swallow’d.

Ha appeals unto the Mischua,
Treatises and commentarics,

And with extracts from the Tausves-
Jonfof his quotations varics.

But what blasphemy now speaks the
Fmsiar, arguments in want of |
He excluim’d : “ T wish the devil
¢ TTad your stupid Tansves-Jontof!”
¢ This surasscs all; good heavens I”
Fcarfully tho Rabbi scregehes,
And*his pa.tmnco lasts vo longer,
Like a 1aniac’s soon his speech is
« %ﬁ the Tu.usvos-J ontof’s Qothing,
What is left ? O vile detracter !

“ Lord, avengg this foul transgression !
a ** Punich. Lard this malefactor!
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¢ For the Tausves-Jontof, God,
* Ts thyself! And on the daring

¢« Tausves-Jontof’s base denier [
* Thou must vent thy wrath unsparirss.

« Let the earth consumo him, like the
“ Wicked band of Cora, quickly,
* 'Who their plots and ma.(,}unatlons
“ Sow'd against thee, Lord, so thickly.

« Punish, O my Ged, his basencss !
* Thunder torth thy ioudest thunder ;
“ Thou with pifch and brimstone Sodom
¢ And Gomorrha didst bring under.

Strike these Cypmchins with vigour,
“ As of yore thou struckest Pharaoh
‘Who pursued us, as well-laden

“ Flying from his land we were, Oh!

“ Knights a hundred thmls.md, follow’d
* This proud monarch of Mizrayim,
* In stecl armour, with bright weapons
“ In their terrible Jadayim,
“ Lo, thy right hand then extending,
¢« Pharaoh and his host were smitten
“ Tn the Red Sea, and were drown'd there
“ As we drown a common kitten.

«

2

.

¢« Strike these Capuchins with vigous,
* Show the wicked wretches clearly
¢« That the lightnings of thine anger
‘ Are not smoke and bluster merely.

“ Then thy triumph’s praiso and glory
¢ T will sing and tell of proudly;
« And moyeovor will, like Miriam,
“ Dance and play the timbrel loudly.”

Then the monk with equal phssion
Answer'd,thus the furions Rabbi :

“ Villain, may the Lord destroy thee,
o Dmmm.blc, accurst, and Saabby !

« T can well defy your devils ,
“ Whom the Evil One created,
¢ Lucifer and Beeclzebuby
¢ Astaroth and Beltalthated. .
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T can well defy your spirits,
“ And your hellish tricks unhallow’d,
“® For in me is Jesus, Christ, since
®» <« T hjs bedy blest-have swallow'd.

« Christ nle only favourite food is,
“ Than Leviathan more savoury,

“ With its hpasted garlic white sauce
« Cook’d by Satan, full of knavery.

“ Ab | instead qf thul disputing,
& I woula sooner roast and bake you
“ With your comrades on the warmest
“ Funcral pile, the devil take you !”

Thus for God and faith the tourney
Goes on in eonfusion utter ;

But in vain the doughty champions
Screec.h ahd rail and storm and splutter.

For twelve Jours the fight has lasted,
Neither side gives signs of tiring,
But the public fast grow weary,
And the ladies are perspiring.

And the Cogrz, tuo, grows impationt,
« Ladies make with yawns suggestious ;
To the lovely queen the monarch

*Turns and asks the following questions :

¢ Tell me, what is your opinion ?

“ Which is right, and which the liar ? .
«*Will you gi¥e your verdict rather

¢ For the Rabbi or the friar?”

Donna Blanca gazes on him,
Thoughtfully her hands she presses

With cloged tinger§ on her forchead,
And the monarch thug t:ddresses :

“ Which js right, T cannot tell you,
“ But Blave a shrewd suspicion®

¢ That, the Rabbi and the mouk are
¢ Both in stinking bad condititn.”
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1. PEACE YFEARNING
LET thy wonnds bleed on, aad let
Thy tears for evcr flow unbidden—
In sorrow revels seerc joy,
And a sweet bubw 1 tears is bidden.

1f strangers’ hand did v ound thee not,

Thou by thyself must needs he wounded
Thank God with all thy heart, if *cavs

To wet thy check Lave e'cr abound:: L
The noige of day is hush'd, and night

In long darl mantle comes from heaven ;
‘While in her wums, nor fool nor dolt

Can break the rest to soothe thee givon.

4

Here thou art safe from music’s noise,
And fiom the piano’s hammer-hanuner,

From the grand opera’s pompous notes,
And the hiavura’s fearful clamour.

Here thou art not pursucd, nor plagned

Ry endless erowds of idle smatt'rers ;
Nor by the genivs Ghacomo,* ‘

And 2.11 the clique of world-known chatt’rers.
O gravo, thou art the Paradise

Of cars that shun the ralble's chorus ;
Deatl’s good indoed, yet hetter "twero

Our loving mothers never bore us.

%. IN MAY.
HE fiond« whom T kisg’d anddaress’d of yore
' Havo trted e now with cryelty sore;
My Leart is.fast broaking. The sun, though, above
With swil - is hailing the swect month of love.

* Mcyerbetr ¢ '
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Spring blooms around. In the greenwood is heard
VThe echoing song of eac¢h happy bird,

And fibwors and girls weag a maidenly smile-—

O beRuteous world, I hatd thee the while;

Yos, Orcus’ selt I wellnigh praise; .

No contrasts vain torment there our days;
For suffering heapis 'tis better below,
There where tho Stygian night-waters flow.

That sa¢ and melancholy s?tma.m,

And thoeStymphatides’ dull scream,

The Furies singsong, 8o harsh and shrill,

With Cerberus’ bark the pauscs to fill,—
-

These match full well with sorrow and pain.
In Proserpine’s accurséd domain,

In the region of shadows, the valley of sighs,
A1l with our fgars doth harmonize.

But here above, like hatcful things,
The sun and the rose inflict their stings ;
I'm mock’d by the heavens so May-like and blue —
O beauteous world, I hate thee anew !
1]

3. BODY AND SOUL.

A

[)OUR soul doth to the body say :

A ¥l nover leave thee, but I'll stay

With thee ; yea, I with thee will sink

In death and night, destruction drink.

Thou over wert my socond 1,

And round me clungest lovingly,

As thoggl o dress of satin bright,

All lined throughout with ermine white—~
¢ Alas! I've come to nakcdness,

A mere abstyaction, bediless,

Reduced o blesséd nullity

In yon. bright realms of ligifteo be,

In the cold halls of heaven up yonder,

Where the Inathortals silent wander, *

And gape ppca me, clatt’ring by

In leadan slippers wearily. .

"Tis quite intolesable ; stay,

Btuy with me, my dear body, pray.
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The body to poor soul replied :
Chocr up, be not dissatisfied !

We peacefully must lparn to bear
‘What Fate apportions as our share.
I was the lamp’s wick ; 1 must row
Consume away ; the spirit, thou,
‘Wilt be sclected by-and-by

To sparkle as a star on high

Of purcst radiance. I'm but rags.
More stuff, like rot*cfi tinder bags,
Collapsing fast, and nothing worth,
Becoming, what T was, mcre earth.

¢

¢
.

Farcwell ! take corafi.rt, cease complainicg;
Perchanco ’tis far more entertuining
In heaven than now supposed hy thee.
If thou shouldst ¢'ue the great bear see
(Not Meyer-beer*) in those bright climes,
Grect him fron: 1ae a thousand tithes.

<
4. RED SLIPPERS.

A WIOKED cat, grown old and gray,
That she was a shocmaker chose to say, '
And put before her window a beard '
‘Where slippers for young maidens were stored ;
‘While some wero of morocco made,
Others of satin were there display’'d ;
Of velvet some, with edges of gold,
Apd figured strings, all gay to behold.
But fairest of all exposed to view
‘Was a pair of slippers of scarlet hue;
They gave full many o lass delight
‘With their gorgeous colours and splendour bright.
A young and snow-white noble mousc
Who chanced to pass thé shoemals:r’s house
First turn’d to look, and then stood still,
And then pecy/’d bver the window sill.
At length sho said : “ Good day, &other cat :
“sYou've protty red slippers, I grant you that.
¢ If they're not dear, I'm ready to bay, -«
« 8o tell mo the price, if it’s not too high.”

€

The 1 mous composer, whesb€real name was Bezr.
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“ My good young lady,” the cat replied,

“ Pray do me the favour to step inside,

“ An&® honour my house;é venturo to pray,

“ With your gracious prébence. Allow me to say
** That the fairest maidens come shopping to me,
« And duchesscs too, of high degree.

. * The slippers I'm willing full cheap to sell,

“ Yet let us see if they’ll fit you well.

‘ Pray step inside, and take a seat”—

[
Thus tho wily caf did falscly entreat,
And thie* poor white thing in her ignorance then
Fell plump in the snare in that murderous den.
The little mouse sat down on a chair,
And lifted her sméll leg up in the air,
In order to try how the red shoes fitted,
A. picture of innocent calm to be pitied.
When sudden ther wicked eat seized her fast,
Héer murdorow® talons around her cast,
And bit right offdrer poor little head.
“ My doar white creaturc,” the cat then said,
“ My sweet little mouse, you're as dead as a rat.
< Tho scarlet red slippers that served mo so pat
* T'11 kindly place #n fho top of your tomb,
« And when is hoard, on the last day of doom,
« The'sound of the trdmp, O mouse so white,
“ Fromgout of your grave you'll come to light,
¢ Like all the rest, and then you'll be able
« To wear your red slippers.” Here ends my fable.

# MORAL.

E little white mice, take care wherewou go,
And don’t be seduced by worldly show ;
T counsel you sooner barefooted o walk,
Than buy slippers of cgts, howover they talk.

5. BABYLONIAN SGRROWS.

"M summon’d by death. I'd fain, my love,
; Havo loft th&s behind in a wood to rode,
n one of those fgrosts of firs 88 drear,
Where ¥ultur'es build, and wolves’ howlings we hear,
Where the wild sow fearfully grunts evermore,
The lawful sponse of*the light-grey bour.
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T'm summon’d by death. 'Twere better far

If I, where the stormy billows are,

Had had to leavo thee, my wife, my child, *
And straightway the northpole’s tempest wild
The waters had flogg’d, and out of the deep

The hideous monsters that in it sleep, ,

The erocodile fierce and the shark, had come
‘With open jaws, and around thee swum.

Believe me, my child, Matilda, my wife,

That the angry sea, in its wildest str:fe,

And the cruel forest less dangers give

Than the city where we're now fated to live.
Though fearful the wolf and the valture may be,
The shark, and the monswers dread of the sea,
Far fiercer, more furious heasts have their birth
In Paris, the capital proud of the carth.

Fair Pari is, tho singing. so gay in her revels,
That hell to tho ang :ls, that hoa,vcn‘to dovils,—
That thoe I must leave in this dungeon sad,
This drives me crazy, this drivedfme mail.

With scornful buzzing around my bed

The black flics come ; on my nose and head
They perch themselves —dotestublo raco !
Amongst them arc some with a Luman face,
And elephants’ trunks (though small in spah)
Like the god Gianesa in Hindostan.

In oy brain I hear noises and hoavy knocks,
It sounds as if they were packing a box,

And my reason departs, alas! alas!

Ere I myself from this earth fan pass.

L
6, THE SLAVE SHIP,
PART I.

THE supercargo M ynhcr Van®Koek
In his cahjr sits addmg bis figures ;
He calculates lns cargo’s amouut,
And the yrobablo gain from .hls niggers.
“u My gum and pepper are good. the spock
¢ ¢ Tg throe hundred chests of all sizes;

« I've gold dust and ivory ton in store,
+  “Buf the black ware bydir the best prize ds.
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« Six hundred niggers I bought dirt-cheap
“ Whege the Senegal river is flowing ;

*¢ Their, flesh is firrg, and their sinews tough
« As the finost iron going?

¢ I got them by -barter, and gave in exchange
“ (31ass beads, steel goods, and some brandy ;

“T shall make at legst cight hundred per cent.
“ With but half of them living and handy.

« If only three hundred, nigghrs are left,
“ When I get to Rio Janeiro,
T shall have a hundred ducats a head
“ From the house of Gonzales Perreiro.”—

Horb all of a sudden Mynher Van Koek
Was disturb’d in his meditation,

For Doctor Van Smissen cnter'd in,
The vessel’s surgeen by stution.

His ﬁ%ruro was jdt as thin as a lath,
And his nose hadewarts all over;
“ Well, worthy Doctor,” exclaim’d Van Koek,
“ Are my niggers still living in,clover ?”
The Doctor thank’d him, and said in reply:
¢« Tive come with 3 le of disaster;
¢ Throughout the mght, I'm sorry to say,
“ The deaths have grown faster and faster.
“ The averago daily number is two,
“ But to-day just seven have died, Sir,—
“Four men and three women ; I wrote the loss
“ At onee in the logss my guide, Sir.

1 closely inspected every corpse,
¢« For these rascals have often a nofion

« To feign themsclves dead, in hopes that they
¢ May be thrown away into the ocean.

¢ T took the irons from off the dgad,

« And aceording to usual custon?

Next morning orzly into the sea

¢ I bid the sailors thrust ’em. ,

At once#ihe sharls from out of the waves

- ¢ Shot up in count%esﬁ legions;

* They, love full dearlg.the m’tigers' flesh,
“ My boarders are they in these regiong

<

-

§

’
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¢ They have follow’d afier the track of the ship,
¢ Since wo've left the land in the distance;.
“ The creaturcs smell the feent of 4 corpso
‘“ With ravenous snuffliyg persistence
¢ In truth ’tis & capital joke to sco
«« How after the bodies they follow ;
¢ One takes the head, another a leg,
¢ While tho rost the fragments swallow.
¢ Then round the ship ¢ titented they roll, .
“ When they’ve finished their eating and crunchin,
* And stare in my face, ar if they sought
¢ To thank me for their lancheon.”—
Then spake Van Kock, as Le sadly sigh'd, '
When the Doctor his story had finish'd :
“ How to lesscn the ovil ¥ In what way best
¢ (fan the rate of the deaths be diminish’d »”
The Doctor replied : “ Many niggers diave died
« By their own misconduct stealfhy ;
¢ Their breath’s s bad, that it poisous the air
¢ In the ship. und makes it unhealthy.
¢ Through lowncss of spirits, too, many have dield,
© And ennui, in this dreary stillness;
« T think that air and music and dnnce
¢ Would soox: remove their illness.”—
Then eried Van Koek: “ An exccllent plan
¢ Dear Doctor, I utter no slander,
“ When I say that like Aristotle you're wise,
“ ‘The tutor of Alexander. .
« The Tulip-improvement Socicty’s head
< In tHe town of Delft may be clever,
¢ But ho basn’t one half of your brains, I'm sure,
¢ Your equal I've met with never.
“ Then, music, music! The niggereall
¢ On the deck T} see dancing and kicking,
« And whosoever won’t join in tho fun
¢ Shall receive in reward a good,dicking.”
¢ ¢ Paprm. |
Nt high, frcm the heaven’s bluc cantpy,”™
Many th:usand stars are glgaming,
Likg the eye. of fair women, go-large and clear,,
And with 'orks of yearning beaming,
N [
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They're looking down on the ocean below,
® Whosq waves in the distance are curling,

In phos %orcscent blue vapaur all veil'd,
Whil£ the billows are joyNusly whirling.

Not a sail on the slave-ship is fluttering now,
As though ‘without tackle she’s lying ;

But lanthorns are glimmering high on the decks
Where the dance with the music is vying.

The cook of the vessel is pléying the flute,
The stgersman’s playing the fiddle,

The trumpet is blown by the Doctor himself,
And a lad beats the drum in the ruiddle.

A hundrod niggers, both women and men,
Are yclling and whirling and leaping,

As though they were mad ; and at every spring
Their irons the tupe arc keeping.

They stamp on the ground in uproarious mirth,
And many a swarshy maiden

Clasps her naked partner with warmth, while at times
The air with their groanings is Jaden.

The jetiler acts as maitre des plaisirs,
And dealing his lasles so fearful,
The weary dancers bt stimulates,
And bids thom be merry and cheerful.

So dideldutndei and schnedderedeng!
The strange unwonted commotion
Aroused from their lazy slumbers below
*Tho monsters fieree aof the occan.

All-heavy with sleop, the sharks swam up,
In numbers many a hundred ;

They stupidly stared at the ship on high
With amazement, and blindly wondered.

]

They sce that their usual breakfast time
Has not cqme as soon as tis waheed,

So they gape and opc wide their throats, their jaws
With teeth like s#ws being planted. ‘

And didelgmmdei artl schnedderedeng!

. There seems no end to the dances;

The sharks grow impatient, and bite themselves
In thé tail with their*tebth like lances. "
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I presume that for music thcy’vo got no taste,
Like many an ignoramus; -

Trust not the bésist, that o music loves not,
Says Albion’s poet famqfas

And schneddoredeng and mdelc'lumdm !
Not one of the daneers scems lazy ;

At tho foremast stands Mynher Vap ngek
And with folded hands thus prays h

“ For Christ’s dear sake. ) spare, good Lord,
¢ The lives of these swa rthy SINTICES § ,
“ If they've anger’d thee e'er, thou lnow'st th(,y Te a8
dnl!
“ As the beasts that we cat for vnr diuncrs,

*¢ O spare their lives, for Christ’s dear sa.ko,
“ Who died for our salvation ;
¢ Tor unless T have leit me three hundred hesd,
* There's an end Lo my occupation,®
"

“. AFFRONTENBURG.

TIME flecteth, yot that castle old,
With ull its hattlements. jts tower,
And simple folk that in it dwelt;

Appears before me every hour. .

T ever see the weathercock

That on the roof turn’d round so dnly ;
Each person, ero he spoke a word,

*Was wont to look up tow rds it slily.

He that would talk, first loarnt the wind,
For Tear the ancient grumbler Boreas

Might turn agadnst him suddenly,
Tormenting him with blast uprosrious,

In truth, the wiscst held their tongues,
For in that plape an echo sported,

Which, when it answer’'d back the voice,
Etwh ewor! ma.llclously distorted.

Am;dst the castle garden stood « | o
A marhlo fount, with sphinyes round if,

For ever }y though tears enotigh

* Had ﬂow d inside it, to Hav® drown'd it
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O wost accurséd garden! Ab, -
' No single spot was in thy. keeping
Wher8in my heart-had ngt been sad,
Whercin my ¢ye had vht known weeping.
No single tree did it conthin
Bencatli*whose shade affronts injurious
Had not agaiyst me utter'd boen
By tonguet irni¢dl or furious.

The toagd that listen'd in she grass
Unty the rat heth %l confided,

Who .tord his aunt tho viper straight
The news in which himself ho prided.

£be in her turn tdd cousin frog,—
And in this mannoer cach rolation

In the swwhole filthy raco soon lesrnt

. My dire affronts and «ad voxation.

The garden r8ses were full fair,

And sweot thegfragrance that they scatter’d :
Yot early wither'd they and died,

By a mysterions poison shatter’d.

A1M next the nightingale was sick
To death,—thut Bongster loved and cherish'd.
That gang to evely rose her song ;
 Through her own poison’s taste she perisi’d.
O mostPaccurséd garden! Yea,
It was as though a curse oppress'd it
Oft wag I seized by ghostly fear,
. While broad, cleas daylight still possess’d it.
The green-eySu specire on me grinn’d, =
Terror with fcarful mockery vying,
While from the yew-trees straightivay rose
A pound of groaning, ghoking, sighing.
At the long alley’s end arose
. The terrace where the Balt?oeOcean
At time of flood,_ its billows dash’d
Against tho rfks in wild commotion. *

Therassdes cne fhr across the main,
There stood I oft, in wild dreams roaming
The breskers fill'® 1y heart as well
With ceaseloss roaring. raging, foamé.ngé
[ 4

- L
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A foaming, raging, roaring ’twas,
As powerless as the billows curling

That the hard rock brokemournfully,
Proudly as they their shocks wekbe hurling, *

With envy saw I ships pafs by,

Some happicr country sceking gladly,
While I am in this cestle chain’d |

With bonds accurst, and pining sa,dly.

8. APPENDIX "0 « LAZARUS"*
t
I OLY parables digearding,
Aud cach guess, ioweveg pious,
To these awful quostions plainly
Seck with answers to supply us :—

Wherefore bends t‘u, Just One,"bleeding
*Noath the cross’s weight laboridus,
While upon hi- steed the Wicked
Rdes all-pioudly and vietorious ?

Wherein lics the fault ? It is not
That our God is not almighkty ?
Or hath hs himsclf offended ?-—+
Such a thought seems wild and flighty. '

Thus arc wo for cver asking,
Till at length our mouths securely
With a clod of carth arc fagten’d,—
That is not an answer, suxsly ?

”
11

IY head by thd maiden swarthy but fair

Was press’d gainst her bosom with yearning ;
But alas! to grey soon turn’d my hair!

Where had falion I Ler tears so burmng

She kiss’d me i11. «nd she kiss'd medbnme,
8he kiss'd $ill iny eyes were fad

My spinal mariaw dried up became, ¢
By her montl’s wild sucking pervadad.

*uBee Book IL. of # koﬁmueen.
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My body is now a corpse, whercin

* My spirit is fetter'd closcly ;

"T'is ‘oftef angry, and makes,a din,
Aund storms and strugglesd morosely.

O impotent curses! Not evbn a fly
Can be kilFd by mere exccrations ;

Submit to thy fate, and patiently try
To bear Heaven's dispensations.

. III

HOW slowly time is crawling on,
That sorpent terrible and crceping!
While 1, alas! all-motionless,
- On the same spot am evor weeping.

On my dark cell no ray of hope
Hath shone, no sunbeain e’er hath risen ;
Far nothing it the churchyard’s vault
Shall 1 axchanee this fatal prison.

Perchance I long ago did die,

Perchanco tho phantasios whigh nightly
Hold in my brain their shifting dance

Are nought but ghostly forms unsightly.

They reay full well the spectres be
Of some 0ld heathen gods or devils ;
They ghdly chouse the empty skull
Of a dead poet for thoir revels.

o Those orgies sweet but terrible,
Those mghtly ghdst-acts, full of warning,
The poet’s corpse-hand ofttimes sccks =
To place on record in tho morning.

]V.

ONOE gaw I many a blnommg flower
Upon my way, but slothgully

Stoop’ d not to pluck them in that hour,
And on my proud steed hastux'd by. *

when,I'n® near to (lea.th and la.ngmsh..
ow whon beneath me yawns the tomb,
Oft in my thoug!t with bitter anguish,
Returns the' unhedded flowers’ perfume.

als
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But most of all, my brain is burning
With a bright yellow violet fair ;

Wild beauty! How I gricve with yearning,
To think that T enjog'd thee av’er!

My comfort is : Oblivion’s waters
Have not yet lost their olden mighe

The dull hearts of carth’s sons and daughters
To steep in Liethe’s blissful night.

[
V.

I SAW them laughing, smiling gladly,—
I saw them rain'c utterly ;

T heard ghem we e ping, dying sadly,—
And yet [ utter’d net a sigh.

Each corpse T as a mourner follow'd,
Ya, to the chur hiyard follow'd 1.

And then —with ¢ ppetite 1 swé:llowd
My nooutide meal, T'11 not deuy

I now recall that band long pensh d,
With feelings gsaddcn’d and oppress'd :

Like sudden glowing lovo once cherish'd
They strangcly storm within iy broast.

And most *tis Julict’s tears so'burning
That in my memory spring to light;
My sadness turns to ceascless yearning, ¢

T call upov her day and night.

In teverish droams, with soft emotion
The faded flowor oft comves again;* *
Methieks a posthumous devotion
To my love’s glow it offors then.

O gentle phantom, clasp mo often
With strong and ever strongen power ;
Unto my lips props thino, and soften
The bitternods of this last hour.

VI. '.

THQU wast .« maidon fair, so good and kindly,
80 neat. so cool—in vain I waited blindly
Till came th honr wherein thy g&ntlo heart
Woitld ope, n‘ud inspiration plhy‘its part. )

. .
]
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Yea, inspiration for those lofty things

Which prose and reason deem Lut wanderings,
But yet Tor which the noble, lovely, good
Upon this earth fa’ve, suffel| shed their blood.

Upon the Rhine’s fair strand, wheve vine-hills smile,
Once in glad summer days we roam'd the while.
Bright laugh’d thg sun, sweet incense in that hour
Stream’d from the beauteous cup of every flower.

o
The purple pinks gpd®roses breath’d in turn
Red kisses og us, which like fire did burn;
Even the smallest duisy’s faint perfume
Appear’d a life ideal then to bloom.

But thou didst peacefullv beside me go,

I'u a white satin dress, dewure and slow,

Like some girl's pogtrait limn’d by Netscher’s art,
A little glacicreeem'd to be thy hoart.

Vi1,

AT reagon’s solemu judginent-soat
Thy full acquittal hath been spoken,
The verdict says: ¢he little one

By 'wurd or dad no law hath broken.

Yor, dumb and motionless thou stood’st,

‘Whilte madd'ning fmmes were raging throngh me;
Thou stirredst not, no word thou spak’st,

Yet thoult be ever guilty to me.

Throughout my visions cvery night
A voicp accusing ceasoth never
To charge thee with ill will, and spy

That thou hast ruin’d me for cver.

It brings its pPoofs and witnesscs,

Tts musty rolls from thought long banish'd
And yet at morning, with my drcam,

Lo, the aceusy too hath vanish'd !

»
Now hath itn wy inmost heart,
With all its recordr, refuge taken—
One only haunts 1y memory still :
That I am ruin’d®ai forsaken.
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Vi

THY letter was a flash of lightning,

Iluming night with sudden glow ;
It served with dazzling fores to show

How deep my misery =8, how fright'ning.

E’en thou compassion then didst shate,
Who, 'mid my life’s sad desolation,
Stood’st, like the sculptor's mute creation,

As cold as marble, and as fmr

O God, how wretchi-l must T Le!
For into specch her lips arc waking,
From out her cyos the tears are breaking,
The stone feols for me tendosly.

The sight hath fill'd me with confusion ;
Have pity, Lord, though thou mayst chasten,
Thy peace bestow, and quickly hasten

This fearful tragedy’s conclusions

¢
IX.

THF trie sphynx’s form’s the same as
Wonwn's ; this I gee full cloarly ;

And the paws and lion's body

Arc the poet’s fancy merely. '
Dark as death is still the riddle '

Of this truc sphynx. Fen the clever
Son und husband of Jocasta

Such a hard one found out never.

liy good luck, though, woman knows not
Hgy own riddle’s explanation ;

If tho answer she discover’d,
Barth would fall from its founda.tlon

X,

HREE womgn sit at the crossway lonely,
- They're thinking and spinning, -
They e sighing and grinping ;
+ Their very aspect is hideous duly.

The disiaff the first holds, so Placid ; *
']‘lm threads sho setteth,
£ nd each ono Wetteth' £

* Soh Aanging-lip is all dry and flaceid. '
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The spindle the second one dances
In a circle "tis whirling,
® In droll fashion f{wirling ;
The old women’s eyes shoot blood-red glances.

&
The third Fate’s ham&, so befitting,
Hdld the scissors so dreary,
She hums Miserere,
And sharp is’her nose, with a wart on it sitting.

O hasten thee quickly,and sovor
* My life’s thread so sadd’ning,
Escaping this madd’ning
Turmoil of lifc’s distresses for cver!
e

XI.

SCORN the heavenly plains above me,
In the blest land of Paradise;
No fair®r womeoen there will love me
Than thegso whom here on earth I prize.

No angel blest, his high flight winging,
Could there replace my darling wite ;

To sit on cloyds, whilst psalms I'm singing,
Would sgull enjoyment give to life,

6 Lord, methinks ’twere best to leave me
» Upon this lower world to dwell ;
But first from sufferings reprieve mo,
Some money granting me as well,

The*world, I know, is overflowing
With sin and misery; yot I =

HaVe learnt full well the art of going
Along its pavement quiotly.

Life’s bustle canndt now annoy me,
For ’tis but seldom that I roam ;

Begide my wife I'd fain efaploy me
In slippgrs and loose-coat at home.

»
Leave me gvith her! Whon she is prattling,
*« My %oul drivks in the music dear *
Of that sweek voice, 8o gaily rattling,—
»  Her look sa*faithful is and clear !
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For health alone and means of living,
Lord, ask I! et me stay below

For many a day its blessings giving,
Boside my wife in statu quo !

9. THE DRAGONFLY.

THE beautoous drugonfly’s dancing

A By the waves of the rivalet glancing 3
She dances here and she dances there,

The glimmering, glitt ring flutterer fair.

Full many a beetle with loud applause
Admires ber dress of ezere ganze,
Admires her body’s brignt splendlour,
And also her figure so slender,

Full many a beetle, to his cost.

His modicum small of rcason lost';

Her wooers are hnmming of love and'truth,
Brabaut and Iolland pledging fusooth.

The dragonfly ~miled and thus spake she :
¢ Brabant and [{olland arc nought to me;
“ But haste, if my charms you admire,

< And fetch me a sparklet of five,.

** The cook has just been brought to bed,
* And T iy supper must cook instead ; ¢
“ The couls on the hearth are burnt away,—
“ 8o fetch me a sparklet of fire, I pra.y.’;

Scarce had the false one spoken the word, *
When of#rbe beetles flew, like a bird.
They reck for fire, und soon they find
Their home in the wood’s left far behind.

At length they sco a candfe’s light *

In garden-bower burping bright ;

And then with sno¥ous senseless aim,
They headlong rnsh in the ca.ndle::’. flame.

'l‘h:a candle’s Hame with crackling congiimed .
The boetles «ad their fond hearts so doom’d*"
While some with their lives did ©xpiation,
Somse only 128t wings in the ¢offflagration.
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O woe to the bectle, whose wings have been

® Burnt off! In a foreign land, I wecn,
He raflst crawl on the ground like vermin fell,
Witlhumid insdcts that nastily smell,

One’s bad companions—He's hoard to say,—
Are the wdrst of plagucs, in exile’s day.
We're forced to converse with every sort
Of noxious creatures, of bugs in short,

Who tréat us as thowgh their comrades were we,
Because in the selfsame mud we be.

Of this complain’d old Virgil’s scholar,

The poet of exile .and hell, with choler.

I think with grief of the happicr time,
When I in my glory’s wull-winged prime
In my native cthgr was playing,

On suuny flogrors was struying.

From rosy calixas food I drew,

Was thought of importance, and wheeling flew
‘With butterflies all of elegance rare.

Amd with the cricket, the artist fair.

[
Bt since my pogr wings I happen’d to burn,
To m$ fatherland now I nc’er can return ;
T'm tugn’d to a worm, that will soon expire,
T’m rofting away in forcign mire.

O would that I had nover met

The drpgendly, that aznre coquctte,
‘With figure so fine and slendor,
The fairsbut cruel pretender!

10. ASCENSION. ©

HE body Yay on the®bier of death,
‘While the poor soul, whoen gome its breath,
Escaping from carth’s constant*riot,
‘Was on its way $0 heavenly quiet.

Then knock'd ié at the portal high,
Anﬁl‘mke these words with a heavy sg...
s Baint Peter, giw me inside a place,

% Tum so tired of K¥¢’s hard race. N
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¢ On silken pillows I fain would rest

¢ In heaven's bright realms, and play my pest
< With darling angels ap blindman’s-buff, ¢

+ Enjoying repose and bliss enough !” '

A clatter of slippers ero‘long was heard,
A bunch of keys appear’d to be stirr’d,’
And out of a lattice, the entrance near,
Saint Peter’s visage was geen to peer.

He spake : ¢ The vag:»b:)uds eomo again,

¢ The gipsies, Poles, and their beggarly train,
* The 1dlers and the Hottentots—

¢ They come alone and they come in knots,

« And fain would enter on heavén’s bright rest. -
« And there be angels, and there be blest.

“ Halloa, halloa! Fur gallows’ faces

¢ Liko yours, for such contemptible ruces

« Were never creatod the halls of bliss,—

* Your portion’s with Suatan, far pff from this.
“ Away, away. and take your flight

“ To the black pool of cudless night.”—

The old man thus growl'd, but,hadn’t the heart
To contitue to play a blustering, part, '
So added these words, its spirits to cheer: »
 Poor soul, in truth thou dost not appear

¢« To that basc troop of rogues to belong—

“ Well, well, I'll grant thy desire so strong,

¢ Becausc it is my birthday to-day,

« And I feel just now in a merciful way. .
“ But mggnwhile tell me the country and place

¢ From whence thou comest ; and was it the case
* That thou wast married ? It happens sometimes
* A husband’s patience atones for all crimes ;

¢ A husband nced not in'hell to be stew’d,

« Nor need we him,from heaven exclude.”

LA

The soul replied: ¢ From Prussig I came,,

“ My nalive town ig Berlin by nérie, .

“ There ripyles the Spree, and insits bed .

« The yomw:y cadets jump heels over head ; b
« It overfi»ws kindly, when raiws bpgin—

“ A beartifyl spot js indeed Bérlin | "
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* T was a private teacher when there,
*® ¢ And much philosophy read with care.
“I m¥rried a chanoinessg—strange to ssy,
« She quarrcll’dsfrightfully every day,
¢« Especially when in the housc was no bread—
« "T'was this that kill’d rhe, and now I amn dead.”

Saint Petor cried : ¢ Alack, alack !
¢ Philosophy’s but the trade of a quack.
¢ In truth it is a puzzle to me
“« Why people study philSsophy.
+¢ It is such tedious and profitless stuff,
“ And is moreover godless enough ;
¢ In hunger and doubt their votaries dwell,
¢ Till Satan carrls them off to hell.
* Well thy Xantippe might make cxclamations
¢ Against the thin and wushy potations
‘¢ From whence wpon her, with comforting gleam
*“No eye of #at could ever beam.
“ But now, poorgoul, pray comforted bo!
“ The strictest commands are given to me,
¢ ’Tig truo, that each who whilst he did live
¢ JJo philosophy used his attedtion to give,
“ Especially to thg godless German,
¢ Bhould be drivgn sway from honce like vermin,
“ Yet*tis my birthday to-day, as I
* Havp said, so there is a reason why
«« I'll not rejoct thee, but ope for a minute
*¢ The gate of heaven—quick, enter within it
* With utmost speed—
. » “Now all is right!
« The whole of the day, from morn’s fisgt light
« Till 1dte in the evening, thou canst walk
“ Round heaven at will, and drcamily stalk
“ Along its jewcl-paved streets so fair ;
« But mind, thou mhst hot meddle when there
“ With any philosophy, or I &hall be
¢ Soon compromised most terrfbly.
“ When angels ghou heareet singing, assyme
« A face of rapture, aund neversof gloom ;
“ Bah if'an arctangel sang the song,
« Be full of inspiration strong,
“ And say that l\ﬁi‘b‘mn ne’cr pretended
* To have a soprano so rich and splengid ;
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¢ And ever applaud each tuneful hymn

¢ Of cherubim and of seraphim.

¢ Compare them all with Signor Rubini,

« With Mario and Tamburini, -«

“ Give them the title of Excellencics,

« And be not sparing of ‘reverencies. |

¢« The singers in heaven, as well as on carth,
“ Have all loved flattery since their birth.

“ The world’s great Chapel-master on high,
« E’en.He is pleased «ken they plorify

¢+ His works. and delightoth to Trar ador’d.
“ The wonders of God, the mighty Lord,

¢ And when a psalm to His glory and praise
¢ In thickest incense clends thoy raise.

+¢ Forget me not. Whenever to thee
“ The glory of heaven causes ennui,
¢ Then hither come, and at carda we'll play.
« All gamos alike wee in my way, o
¢ From doubledmumy to furo Tl go,—
“« We'll also drink.  But, apropos,
¢ If thou shouid’st meet, when going from hence.
¢ The Lord, and He should ask thee trom whepce
¢« Thou com’st, let no word of Berlin be said,
“ But suy, fromVienna or Munig¢h instead.”

«

.

11. TILE AFFIANCED ONES.

4
THOU weep'st, and on me look’st, believing
That thoun art for my anguish grieving—
Thou know’st not, wifo, that “tis for thee
The tcar escapes thee, not for me.  *
O tell He if it be not trno .
That o’er thy_spirit sometimes grew
The blest foreboding, showing thec
That we were join’d byefate’s decreo ?
United, bliss was ours below,
But sever'd, mmglﬁ: is ours but woe.
In the great book ’tis written clrarly
That we should l¢ve each other tlearly.
Thy place should be upon my Breast, *
Here first awoko self—knowledge blest ;
From out the realm of plants,'with power
*'was m't:e to fres, to kish thee, flower 1—
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Raise thee to me, to highest life,
’_'l‘wa..s mine to give thee soul, my wife.

Now, when reveal’d the riddles stand,

When in the hour-gla,ss is the sand

Ltun out, yweep not, ‘tis drder'd so—

Alone thowlt wither, when I go;

Thow’lt wither, cre thou yet hast bloom’d,

Erc thou hast glow’d, be quench’d and doom'd;
Thoulp dic and be the yrey of death

Ere thou hast lsarnt to draw thy broath.

T know it now. By heaven, ’tis thou
Whom I have loved. How bitter now,
The moment we are join’d for ever,

To find the hour when we must sever.
The welcome meanwhilo must give way
To rad farewells  We part to-day

For evermoPo, for 'tis not given

To us to meet again in heaven.

Beauty to dust will fall at last,
Thou'lt pass away, and crumbje fast.
‘Bhe poets’ fate will happior be,

Death cannot killsthem utterly
Aunihilation stmkcs us no'er,

We ltve in poesy’s land so fair,

In Awalon, where fairies dwell—
Dear corpse, for ever fare thoe well !

12. THE PHILANTHROPIST.

TITERE once was a brother and sistgr,

Tko sister was poor, the brother was rich,
Thoe poor one said to the rich ona:
« Give mo a piece of bread ?

The rich one said te) tho poor onc :
¢ Leavg mo to-day in peace,®

¢ While I give my yearly banquet
¢ Tq the lords»f the Cou.ncil. all.

’q‘c firstedoth turtlesoup relish,
* The second doth pineapples eat,
& The third is fof d,of pheasant

« And Perigord truffles too. -
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« The fourth eats nought but seafish,
« The fifth in salmon delights,

“ The sixth of cach dish cateth,

¢ And drinketh oven more.”

The poor rejected sister

Went hungry back to her house;
She threw herself on her stra.w-bed
And deeply sighed and died.

Wo all alike must pexish!

The scythe of death at last
Mowed down the weulthy brother,
As it the sister had mown.

And when the wealthy brothér
His end approaching saw,

He sent for his notary quickly,
And straightway made his will.

With legacios Jarge and lib’ral '
The clergy 1 endow’d, .

The schools, and the great musemmn
Of zoologicul things.

And noble sums moreover
The great testator bequcath'{l
To tho deaf and dumb asylum”
And Jewith Couversion fund.

A handsome bell bestow’d he

On the new Saint Steplhien’s tower ;
Jt weighs five hundred centners,
Of first-rate metal too. .

Tt is a*oell enormous,

And sounds both carly and late;
It sounds to‘the praise and glory
Of that most cxcellont .;nax{‘

It tells, with its tongue of iron,

Of all the gooddre has done

To the town and his fullow-towm;men,
«Whatéver might be their faith¢q

Thou gr..at benefactor of mortais .
In deatl: as well as in life

The gr - bell’s evor proclpihing,
“Fach . wpefaction of thind! *

LY
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The funeral next with a1l honour
And pomp was solemnized,
The%eople erowded to sco it
An@ reverently gazed.

Upon a coal-black carriage,

Like a vas* canopy

Adorn’d ‘with black ostrich feathers,
The splendid eoffin lay.

Trick'd out with plates #f silver,
And sﬂvor ebroillery fine,
Upon Yhe bluck ground the silver
The grandest offect produced.

.The carringe wiw drawn by six horses,
In coal-black trappings disguised,
That fell, like funoral mantles,

JDown even to their hoofs,

Bohind thexcoffin were crowded

Tho servants m’llverws black.

Their snow-white handkerchiefs holdmg
Before their sorrowing face.

Fhe peoplo of rank in the city,
In long processiod form’d

Of black and shwwy coaches,
Totter’d along behind.

In thts graud fun’ral procession,
Remember, were also found

The noble lords of the Couneil,
And yot they werg not complete.
The one was missing, whose fancy
Was phtasant and truffles to cat;
An attack of indigestion ’
Hud lately c;:rried }ﬁm_()ﬂl

18. 'l‘l-IE WHIMS OF TH# AMOROUS

A true stmy, repented-after old d(wumonhs and teprmiuoed in
'vxc-e-lle nt rhyme, )
l , PON tho ho(]gﬁthe beetle sits sadly,
® has fallen in love with a lady-fly" madly’

0 fly of my soul, tls‘ﬂlqu alone
Art the"wife I have chdseh to be my own.
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O marry me, and be not cold,
. For I have a bslly of glistoning gold.

My back is & mass of glory and show,
There rubies glitter, thero cmeralds glow—
O would that I were a fool just now !

T’d never marry a bectle, I vow.

I care not for cmeralds, rubics, or gold,

I know that no hnppmcss riches enfold.

'Tis tow’rd the ideal my t‘louf_,hf soprs high,
For T am in truth & hangity y.—

The beetle flew off, witl: . Leart like to break,
The fly went away, a butl to take.e

O what has become of my 1naid, the bee,
That she when I'm washing may wait on me,

That she may stroke iy soft hair outsife,
For I am now a bectle’s bride.

In truth, a splen.lid party T'l1 g’lve,
For hundsomor beetlo never did live.

His back is a mass of glory and show,

There rubies glitter. there emersFls glow.

His belly is golden, and noblo each fenture;
With envy will barst full many a creature.
Make haste, Miss Bee, and dress my hair,
And lace my waist, use perfumes rare.
With otto of roses rub me o'er, |

And lavendgr oil on my feet then pour,

That I mayn’t stink or nastily emell,
When 1 in my bridegroom’s arms shall dwell,

Already are flitting the dragonfXes blve,

As maids of honour to, wait on me too.

Into my bridal garlafid they'll twine

Tho blossoms white of the vrange sp fine.
Full‘many musicians $re asked to t]ie place,
And singers «. well, of the grasshopper vace.

The bittern. ‘irone, hornet, and gatifly all come,
To biow o1 ahe trumpet and beds the drum.
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They’re all to strike up for the glad wedding feast—
The gay-wmgéd guests, from greatest to lcast,
Are comilig in families dapper and brisk,
The comMoner insctts amongst them fnsk
The gtass]xop},ors, wasps, and the aunts, and the conging
Are coming, whilst trumpets are blowing by dozens.
Tho pastor, the mole, in black dignified state,
Has also arrived, and the hour grows late.
The bells are all soundjng dimg-dong, ding a-dong—-
But wherq’y my de:2 hridegroom ling'ring so long
Ding. dong, ding a-dong. sound the bells all the day,
The bridegroom however bas flown fur away.
The bells are all sothding ding-doung, ding-a-dong-—
But where’s 1y dear bridegroom ling’ring so long ?
The bridegroom has meanwhile taken his seat

ofn ¢ distant dung].uli enjoying the heat.
Seven years there sits he, until his forgotton
Poor bride has longtboon dead and rotten.

14. MIML |
“ I’M no modest city creature
“ By the horth demurely spinning,
“ Buf a free caon the roof,
“ In the air, with manners winving. , -

“ When in summer nights I'm musing
“ On the roof, in grateful coolness,
¢ Music in me purrs, 1 sing
“ From my heayt's o’erpowering fulness.”
Thus she speaks, and from her bosom =
Wild' and wedding-songs stwam thickly,
And the mclody allures
All the cats unngrngd qulckly.

Purring, mewmg, ither hagten

All the young cats, plain by brindled,
And with Mimi join in chorus,

Faill of love,With passion }tindled.

They arc o mdere virtuosos
ho profane, for sordid wages,
Music, but of*hatmony
Are apost}cs trfle, and sages.
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They no instryments use cver,
Each is his own flute and viol ;

All their noses trumpots are,
Bellies, drums, and no denial.

Thoy in chorus raise their voices,
In one general intermezzo,

Playing fugues, as if by Bach,
Or by Guido of Arczzo. '

Wild tho symphoni-s they'r: singing,
Like capriccios of Beethoven,

Or of Berlioz, who’s oxcell’d
By their strains su int.crwov'cn.

Wonderful their music’s might is!
Magic notes withont un equal!

Ilen the heavens they shake, the stars
All turn pallid iw the sequel.

‘When the musie notes she heannth,
And the wondrous tones delightful,
Then Selene hides her face
With o veil of clouds so frightful.

a
But the nightingale with envy—
Scandalous old prima donma—
Turns her vose up, snuffs, and scorns
Mimi's voice, to her dishonour,

Never mind ! She'll go on singing
- Spite the envy of Signora,
Till on the horizon’s scen,

Stmiling rosily, Aurora.

15. GOOD ADVICE.

CEASE thy blushes ahd fy sorrow,
Boldly woo, <:nd not aside,

%ivil they will béd to-morrow,
And ghou thus wilt win thy ly"ide.

'1‘is the fiidle makes the revel,—¢

Give, tliien, the musicians gold ;
Though 1hou wish them at thetdeyil,
«Kiss t'iy aunts-ip-law, though old,
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Give a princo his meod of laurcl,
Of a woman speak not il ;

Viith thy sausages don'’t quarrel

o When thou hast a sow to kill.

If the chureh to the(z is hateful,
Al the more attend its shrine;

To the parson be thou grateful,
Send hima, ftoo, a flask of wine.

If an itching chance to teaze theo,
Fike a man of honour, scratch;

Ifthy shod pe tight and squeeze theo,
Shippers get with all despateh.

If thy sonp hgs too much seasoning,
Be not in an angry mood ;

Smiling say, instend of reasoning :
“ Bwoet wife, all thou cook’st 1s good.”

If thy wife a ‘wish exprosses
For a shawl, rtraight buy hor two;
Buy her golden brooches, dresses,
Lace and jewels not a fow.
1f thou'lt give this plun a thial,
Then, my friend, thou'lt surcly gain
Heaven to bless thy solf-denial,
And on calth to peace attain.

1Ge REMINISCENCES OF 1LAMMONIA
RPHAN children two and two,
Wandering gladly on wo view,
All of thera blue couts are wearing,
All'of them red”choeks are hearing-o
O thq pretty orphan children!
All are moved when thus they gprattle,
And tho money boxes rattle ;
Liberal alms upgu tMem flow,
That their secret sives begfow,—
O the pretty orphan childrén !
Women of afeeling heart
Many a poot child kiss apart, -
giss"his.dri?’lling nose (uot ploasapt),
ive him sweetmoats as a present—
O the prctt}"ﬁfgha‘n children !

The tuatelar g(.)dﬁesa of Hamburg. See Heinds « Germany.”
2
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One, with timid {ace but willing,
Throws into the box a shilling,—
For ho has a heart,—-then gaily
Follows he his business darly—
O the pretty orphm‘n children®

One a golden louis-d’or

Next bestows, but not before
Heavenward looking, hoping blindly
That the Lord will view him kindly—
O the pretty orplan chifdregn.!

Porters, coopers, working men,
Sevvants, maky to-day again
[foliday, and drain their glasses,
Drinking to these lads and lasses—
O the protty orpban children!

Tutclor Hammouia

Follows thein incognita ;

As she mo: us, her form gigantic
Sways ab. at, in manner frantic—
O the pretty erphan children !

In the green ficld where fhey went
Musie fills the lofty tent,

Cover'd o’cr with flag and banner ;
There are fod in sumptaous manner
All these preity orphan children.

There in lengthy rows they sit,

Eating many a nice tit-bit, .

Tarty and cakes and swedt things eruncling,
Whilo like little mice they're munching, —
All these pretty orphan children.

Now my thoughts to, dwpll begin
On an orphan-house whércin
There no fonstiag is or gladncss,
Where lamont in censeless sadness
MilJions «{ poor orphan chikiren.

There no uniforms are secn, ¢

*Many *w:nt their dinner ¢'en ;

No tw. walk together yonder; -

Lonel«, sorrowfully wander

Man . t‘?illion orphan childres.
L3



LATEST POEMS. A33

17. THE ROBBERS.

HILE Laura’s arm, with tender forling,
FEmbraced me onr the couch, the fox
Her worthy*husband from my box
My banknots quietly was stealing.

My pockéts now have got no cash in!

Was Laura’s kiss a simplo lie ¢

Ah! what 1s truth? In days gone by
Thus Pilate agk’ d‘ his hands while w d.shmg.

This evil woliH, dccay’(l and rotten,
I soon shall nc’er again behold ;
I see that he who has no gold

Will very soon™o quite forgutton.

For you, pure souls, swhosc habitation
In yonder ronlms of light T sco,
", My bosqmn yéarns, No wants have ye,
So stealing is not your vocation.

»
18. THE YOUNG CATS' CLUB FOR POETRY-MUSIC
THE philharmonic young cats’ elub
Upon the root was collected
To-night, but not for 8ensual joys,
No wrgng could there be detected.

No summgr night's wedding dream there was drcamt,
No song of love did they utter

In the winter scason, in froet and snow,

o For frozen was every gutter.

A newborn spirit hathrecently
Come ovar the whole cat-nation,

But chiefly the young, and the young cat feels
More earncst with inspiration.

Tho frivolous geﬁemtid: of old
* Is extinet, and a nowborn yeasning,
A pussy—sptmg(ume of poetry

In art and in hfcd:hey re learning.

The philhaymopic young cats’ club
Is u8% returning to artless

"And primitive musiepand naiveté,
Front modern fashio a1l hear tJess
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It secks in music for poetry,
Roulades with the quavers omitted ;
It secks for poetry, music-yoid,
For voice and instrument fitted. «

Tt secks for genius’s sovergign sway, '
‘Which often bungles truly,

Yet oft in art unconsciously
Atwains the highest stage duly. -

It honours the genius vhigh prefers
Darae Nature to keep af a distange
And will not show off its learning,—in fact’
1ts lcarning not having existence.
This is the programme of our cat ¢lub,
Al with these intentious elated,
It holds its first wintor concert to-night
Uu the roof, as before L have stgtc&_
Yeb sad was the cxccution, alas!
Of this greut idea so splendid;
T'm sorry. my devr friend Berlioz,
That by thee 1t wasn't attended.
It was o charivari, as though
With brandy clated greatly, «
Three dozen pipers struck up the tine
That the poor cow died of lately.
H was an utter medley, as though
I Noal'’s ark were begiuning
The whole of the beasts in unison
The Deluge to tell of in singing,
O what a creaking, snarling, and noise
O what a mewing and yelling!
Aud cven the chizmeys all join'd in,

The wonde rful chorus swelling,
t . ]
And londest of all was heard a Yice

Which sounded lapgtid and shricking

As Sontag's voiec became at the last,
When utferly broken and squealéhg.

The whimsical concort ! Mothinks that they.
A grnd Te Deunn were chanting,

To honour th: triumph o’cr reasowwsistain'd
By comme; ost frenzy and ceniing.
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Perchance morcovoer the young cats’ club
The opera grand were essaying

That the Breatest pianist of Jfungary*
Comp®sed for Charenton’s playing.

It was not till tho break of day
That an ond was put to the party;

A cook was in consequoence brought to bed,
‘Who before had seem’d well and hearty.

The lying-in woman lgst hew wits,
Her mamgory, tes, was affected,
And who was the father of her child

No longer she recollected.

Swy, was it Poter ? Bay, was it Panl ?
Say who is the father, Dliza!
“ QO Liszt, thou heavenly cat!” she said,
Aud simper’d ands look’d tho wiser.
. .
19. IIANS LACK-LAND.

NAREWELTL, my wife, said Lack-Land Hans,
A lofty object clates me .,
Far different gouts I now must shoot,
Jar differcut gaiae awaits me.

T'll leave thee b&hind my hunting born,
Thou canst in my absenco daily.

Play rferrily on it. for thou hast Tearnt
To blow on tho post-horn gaily.

T'11 also leave theo behind my hound,
To I the castle’s defender ;

My Gorpan folk, like faithful dogs,
Will guard me and never surrendet

They offer me the imperial thr(mc:
Their affcction ighlmost provoking

My imago is graven on every, heart,
And every pipe they are smeking.

Yo Germans arcgp wonderful race,
So simple anfll yet so clevery

One forkete thal gunpowder, but for you,
Had beeu disgo.ver'd never.

" ¢ Lisat.
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Your cmperor,—no, your father I'll be,
Your wolfarc shall bo my sole glory—-

O blissful thought! it makes mo as proud «
As the Gracchi's mother in story.

I'll govern my people by fecling alone,
And not by the light of more reason;
I nover could bear diplomacy,
And politics hate like trcason.

A huntsman am I, and Nature’s own child,
Who had in the forcst my training,

‘With chamois and snipe and rocblick and boar,—
A foe to all nonsens~ and feigning,

By proclamations 1 never enticed,
No printed pamnphlet invented ;

I say: “ My people, the salmon’s all gone,
“ With cod for to-day be contented.

“ If 1 don't plensc yon as Empcror, trke
« The first donkey that comes about you;
T had, when { lived in thoe Tyf*nl Bo inck,
« I've pleniy to cat without you.’

Thus speak I, but now, my wife, farewell,
I must end my long discouryes ;

My father-in-law's postilion’s oufgide,
Awaiting 1o with the horses.

Quick, hand mo over my travelling cap, -
‘With the ribbon all black-red-golden ;

Thou’lt see me soon with the diadem,
“In the dress imperial and olden. .

Thow'lt ses me in the Pluvial i;oo,
The purple robe so glorious,

The gift of the. Saracen Sultan erst
To Otto, the Cresar victorious.

Beneath, T shall wear the Dalmatiah dress,
Whercon, in caghe species of jewel,

A train of lious and camels is work’d,
And fabulvus monsters and expel.

Upon my bruust the stole I shall Jrear,
Stegnificantly blended

‘With eagl- black on a yellow gaennd,—

«The ga.went is really splendid.
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Farewecll! Posterity shall say
. I reign’d with honest intention,.—
WhS knows? Posterity perchance
My name will never mention.
L ] #
. RECOLLECTIONS FROM KRAHWINKEL'S DAYS
¢ OF TERROR.

WE, mayor and senate of the town,
The,following ogglers now lay down
To all whoJgve their city truly,
Enjotning them to keep them duly.

"Tis foreignors and strangers most

‘Who their rei®llious spirit boast ;

Thank God, such rogues (to put it fairly)
The children of the seil are rarely.

The Athcists likewisc are concern’d ;
For he by whom his God is spurn’d

Is sure at lustebo hold detested

All those on earth with power invested.

Chrigtian and Jow, at close of day,

"Must shut their shops without delay ;

« Obey your rulers” should he ever
Both Jow and®Christian’s first endcavour.

Nogperson shall be seen at night

In any street without a light;

‘Where three or more in groups arc standing,
Let them at once begin disbanding, .

.
Each one must f)ring his weapons adl,
And $ay them down in the guildlall ;
And every kind of arnmunition,
Is subject to the same condition.

He who in sny ﬁeubli.c spot
Ventpres to reason, shall ?)g shot ;

He who by gestures dares to reason
Shall pay thespeualty of treason.

Confide jn the authoritics, *
o gracious, but withal so wise,
Who rule the fortunes of the city,
And hold your forfrues, or.more’s the pit
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21. THE AUDIENCE.
(An old Fable.)

I’LT let not my children, like Pharaoh, Do, ;lrown d
¢ In the Nile’s deep turlmlent Wfl.tcr ;
“ Nor am T a tyrant, fike Herod of ol(

“ No patron of children’s slaughter. ¢

< I will, as my gracious Saviour did,,
« Find the sight of the children pleasant ;
¢ So suffer the children 1+ 8ome, gnd tiest
* I'he big one, the Swal,an poasarrt®’ o

Thus spake the wonarch - the chamberlain 1o
And return’d, introducing slowlyg, .
The stalwart ¢hild from Swabia’s land,
Who wade a roverence lowly.

Thus spako the king : - A Swabiay art thou ?
“ There’s no disgrace in that surcly.”o—

¢ Quite right! T w.es born in Swabia's land,”
Replicd the Swahian demurely.

“ Art thou fromn the seven Swabinns sprung ?”
Ask’d tho other.—-% In truth 'm desceudoed ‘
“Trom one of them only,” the Swabian replied,
* And not trom the whole of them blendod.”

The king then ash’d: ¢ Arc dumplmfrs this year
« In Swabin ng usual caton ¥7-—

* T'm obliged for the question,” the Swabian rejoin’d,
* They are not cusily beaten.”

“ And do yegstill boast big men?’ next said *
The monarch.—* Why. just at present

¢ The big ones age seurco, but in their place
“ We've fut ones,” auswer'd the peasant,

“ Hag Menzcl,” added the king, § recetved *
* On his car mruy, buxes lu.toly o

“ T'm obliged for thequestion.” the Swabian said,
« The foymer «nes pumsh’d hun‘;roatly

The kmg then .aid, * Thouw'rt not bwh a fogl,
« My fricné. as thon fain wouldst persuade mE.”

“ That's becouse I was changed inemyscradle,” said he,
% By the - bolds, who differcif made me.”
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The king then spake: ¢ The Swabians are wont
® « To love their fatherland dearly ;
¢ 8o whye hast thou left thy native home ?

“ Explain the reason clearly.”

The Swabian replicd : ¢ Each day I had nought
“ But turnjps and sour-ckout cver ;

“ And had my mother but coolk’d me meat,
I bad left mysfatherland nover,”

“One wish T will grant theg,” the monarch then said —
Then the Swapian #n deep supplication

Knelt do¥n and exclaim’d: “ O, Sire, pray grant
* Their frecedom omce more to the nation.

“ Freeborn ds mangand Nature ne’er meant
* That he as a slave should perish;
«Q), Sire, restore to the German folk
*¢ The rights that they 1uanfully cherish !

' ®The: monarch fl(wp amazement stood,
The scene was really enthralling ;
With his sleeve the Swabian wiped from his eye
The tear that was wellnigh fulling.

At Igst said the king: « In truth a fine dream !
¢ Farewell, and pyay learn moro diserction ;
“ AR as a somuaigbuliss plainly thou art,
« Of thy person I'll give thoe possession

« T twe trusty gendarmes, whose duty "swill bo
“ To see thee safe over the border—
Farcwell ! I must hasten to join the parade,

¢ Tho drums are llc,.xtmg to order.” .

\nd so this affecting ‘audience came
To a mdst afiecting conclusion.
3ut from that moment the moenarch allow’d

No niore of bis children’s intrusion.*
. Y -

[RL]

3

4 KOBEG I.

‘I N cighteen Lundred and foty-eight,
When passigns men's minds were heatine.
The “Geriaan uhtion’s parliament

At Prankfo® held its mecting.

* The_hero of #thh®story is the well-known Swabian poct
teorge Herwegh, L
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Just at this time, in the Senate-house
Appear’d the white lady ghostly,

The gpectre that heralds the coming of woey, —-
They call her the Housckeeper mostly.

By night they say in the Scnate-house
She is wont to make hér appearance,
‘Whenever the Gerinuns their foolish tricks play
With extra perseverance.

I saw her myself at *hc selfsame time
As she roam’d iu 1he lours of slyniber
Through the silent chambers, wherein werd piled
The middle ages’ ok! Jmnber.

She hald the lamp and a bunch of keys -
In her hands so pale and sickly;

She open’d the presses against the walls,
And the chests strew’d around her thickly,

Thero lie the iy rial insignia all,
There lies the bull all-golden,

The scoptre, tho regal apple, the erown,
And more of such fancics olden,

There lie tho ancient imperial robes,
The purple frippery faded, .

The German kingdom's wardrobg, in fact,
Now rusted and rot-pervaded.

The Housckeepor mournfully shakes her head
At the sight, then with decp displeasure
She suddenly cries at the top of her voice :
¢ The whole of them stink beyond measure!

« The whale of them stink with mice’s dung
 And rotten and mouldy’s the ermjne §

“ And all the geuldy trumpery work
“ 18 swnrming with noxious vermin,

« In truth, on this splendid erfainc dress;
“ Oueo nsed ut thmcorona.tlon,

“ The cats of the Senate-house district are wont
“ To lig, as their lying-in statign.

« s uscloss to clodn them; T pity the futo
* G the mperor noxt clected o
*¢ By the t1.a8 in his coronation cebs..
. ‘i. 1+ alth will be surelg ‘afected. !

[
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% And know yo, that all the people must scratel,
¢  « Whenever the Emperor itches—
“ 0O Gesmans, I dread the princely flons
¢ Waho swallow up much of your riches.

“ Yet what is the wse of monarch and flous ?
« For rusty are uow aid all rotten

“ The olden costumes--By modern days
‘¢ Are tho anoient drosses forgotten.

“ The German poct at Kyflhauser said
“ To Barbarpgsn quite traly :

“¢T fin® that we want no Emperor now,
“¢ When I weigh the matter duly.’

‘ But if, spito of @ll, yo an empire wust have,
* With an Fmperor reigning o'er yo,

“ My worthy Goermans, duu't suffer yourselves
. To be snared by genius or glory.

**¢ Choose onoeof the poople your monarch to be,

“ All sons of the nobles reject ye ;

“ Belect not the 1'%, select not the fox,
* The dullest of sheep elect yo.

“ Fleet as your Mouarch Colonia’s son,

¢ The erown to gull Kobes awarding ;
« The genius of Talness well-nigh is b,

“ His peoplo he'll ne'er be defrauding.
* A lo@is ever the best of kings,

“ As Esop has shows in the fable ;
“ Heo cannot devour us pour frogs up,
»“Ag i;he stork with his long bill is able.

“« Be sure that Kobes no tyrant will be, »
* No Molofernes or Nero;

¢ He boasts no terrible antique heast,
“ A soft modern heart .has our hero.

“ Thongh‘vu]g?mr prific might scorn such a heart,
“ Yet ip the arms of the hdog

«*0Of, work the unfortunate threw himself,
¢ Bgeoming a.mgula.r zoalot, .

Y Tho mgn of the journeymen’s.Bu.rschenschaﬂ ’
“®As prestdent Kohos elected ; . ¥

“ He shared wish them their last piece of bread.

<" They held him whatly rospeeted.
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¢ They boasted that he in all his life
“ Had nover been at college,

“ And out of his head composed his books
*¢ By the light of intuitive knowletdge.

©

“ Yes, his consummate ignorance

“ 'Was the fruit of his own cudeavour; *
¢ With foreign wisdom and training he

“ Had injured his intollect never,

From abstract philos.phy's infliience ho
¢ Kept likewise his thoughts and hig spirite
Entirely frec.—Himsel: he remain’d !
“ Yes, Kobes has really his mez-it“!

3

“ The tear of the usual stereotype form
 In his beautiful eys is gleaming,
And from his lips incessantly

“ Tho grossest stupidity’s stroaning. |

.

“ He prates and he grins, and he grins and prates,
* His words with long ears are provided ;

“ A prognant woman who heard him speak
¢ Gave birth to a donkey decided.

© With seribbling hooks and knitt.ng he's wont

¢ ITis idle hours to flavour ; ' ,
“ The stockings that he with his own hands kuit
“ ITave met with particular fuvour. .

« Po devote himself whally to knitting he's begg’d
« By Apollo and all the Muscs ;

« They’re frighten’d whenever they sce that his hand
“ A goose-{fuill laboriously uses.

« Mis knitting rocals the olden time
¢ Of the Funken.*—who all stood knitting

“ While mounting guard,—-these gnen ¢f Cologne
* No meuans of amusepiont omigl;ing.

« If Kobes is Exnp’ror, he'll surcly recal
¢« To life these Funken doservingy,

¢.The valiant Lund will surround his, throne,
“ As the guard imperial serving. -

* Fynkén . r Sparks) was the narg ‘Eiven to the soldiers,of
Ool‘ogné befo: . t(he Revolution, who'uséd to knit when on guard.
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“ He wecll might be glad to go at their hoad,

®* {¢ And march over France's borders,

€ d AMacc, Lorraino, and Burgundy fair
* Drimg under Germany’s orders.

“ Yet be not afrdid, at honge ho'll remain,
“ Intent om a scheme long suspended,
« A lofty Sdea, the completion, in fact,
< OfCologne Owthedral so splendid.

© But whan the Cathogral'sepuite complote,
¢ Thow obes*will get in o passion,

¢ And sword in hand, will bring the Frcuch
“ To account in a regulur fashion.

¢ He'll take "Alsace rnd Torraine away

“ (By France from the copire cstreated) ;
* To Burgundy, too, he'll triumphantly go,
- “*When once tho Cuthedral’s completed.®

“ Ye Giermans, pray lose not your senses (uite,
“ If an Emperor'® nccded, I'1l name him ;

« The Carnival King of Cologne let it be,
“ j}s Kobes the First now proctaim him !

¢ The fools of the Casnival roui at Cologne,

“ With caps and $ells ringing and mocking,
« Shall be his ministers of state.

« His gentchicon a knitted stocking.

“ Let Drickes be Chanedllor, calling himseclf
¢ Count Drickes of Drickeshausen,

® And Mgrizebill the Mistross of State,
« With the Empceror fondly carousing.*s

« Within his good sacred town of Cologne
« Will he Kobes's habitation ; ®

« And whey the (lolognerselicar the glad news,
« They’ll have an i]fuminutiog.

' ¢ Phe bells] the iron dogs of the &ir,

«¢ 16to joyous bm?s will be breaking,

@ And the three hely kings fromethe lund of the Rast
‘v Ig their chap® will soon be awakin geeees

‘. * Drickes and MariZ®ill are popular masks at the Carnival
at Cologhe.
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¢ They'll step outsido with their clattering bones,
“ All dancing with rapture and sprlngmg ;

“ T hear them the Hallelujuh’s strains
*“ And Eyrio Eleison singing.”’—e

Thus spoke the dread whitemightly ghost
With loud uproarions laughter ;

'lhroug,h all the resounding halls of the place
The echo rang wildly long after.

13, weftoGug. |,

RAVES they say .ro warm’d by glory,
Foolish words ar:d cmpty story !

Better far the warmth we prove +
From a cow-girl deep in love,
‘With ber arms around ws flung,
Recking with the smcll of dung.
And thot*warmth: is bettor too
That mun's entrails pierces through
When he drinds hot punch and v.iue,
Or his fill of grog divine,
In tho vilest, meancst den
"Mongst the thieves and scum of men,
Who escupe the gallows daily, -
But who breathe and live all-gailty,
With as envinble fute
As o’'en Thetis’ son so great.—
Rightly did Pelides say :
Living in the moeanest way
Inthe upper world’s worth more,
Than besids the Stygian shore”
King of shades to he; a her
Such as Homer, sung is zero.

]
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, - '
ADDENDA TO THE POEMS*
THE SONG OF SONGS,

FAIR woman s.body is a song

* Tnscribed by our great Maker -
In"Nature’s mighty album crst,

w When*moved to life to wako her.

+Ah yes! propifjous was the hour

+ o Whert thus he show’d compassion !

The coy rebellious stuff he work'd
In trne artistic fashion.

)
Yes, ‘woman’s body is, 'mongst songs,
The song most swect and tender,
And, wondrous strophes are her limbs,

So syowy-whit. aud slender.

And then her neck, her glistening neck,—
O what n;.godhke notion —

Where the main thought, her little head,
Rocks with a graceful mdotion.

Like polish’® epigrams onc loves
Her bosem's roscbuds dearly ;
Frchanting tho crosura is -
~ $That parts hor breasts severcly.

Tho seng has fliésh, ribs, hands, and feet,
No abstract poem this is!

With lips thaterhyme deliciously
}t smiles and swectly kisses. ¢

True poetry is broathing here,
Grace shines in each directior ;

Thessongs upon, itssforchead bosars
The stamp & all perfgetion.

, I'll praise thee, Liord, and®in tho dust
Wﬂl hum$ly knecl to show it; 4
*Bunglerg g¥o we, compardl with 'thes,

*Theu gifrious heavenly Poetr .-

two pobms &erp first published in the Mudn ach
for lﬂ'{l)lif‘e pot €. gnaa
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Before the splendour of thy song
T’ll bow in adoration,

And to its study day and night
Pay closest application. ~ «

Yes, day and night I'llstudy it,
No loss of time admitting ;

So shall I soon with overwork
Be thinner than befitting.

THE SUTTLER'S SON(
“From the Thuty Yeus' W
£

TIE brave hussars 1 dearly sove,
1 love each gallant fellow ;
Without distinction 1 love thtm all,
The blue as wel as the yellow.

]
The musketeer- I dearly love,
I love the rgsketeers. too ;
The officers, privates, and recruits,
And those of older years two.

The infantry and cavalry—
I love the brave fellows sincerely ;
And then the artillery,—one and all,
I love them truly and dearly.

“1 love the Germhans, I love the French, .
I lovesthe Ttalians and Dutchmen ;
T love the Bohemians, Spaniards, and Swides,
T love beth many and much men,

Whatcver may be his nﬁtiv& land,
Whatcver his fith or persuasion,
Provided a mar: is sound in heu.lth,
I lovc him ou: evry occn.swn

€

itehglon and cotmtry aro nothmg moro
rhan his nutside clothing,—God “bless him
Awgy with his cov'ring, that J.toany heart
ay foully apd warm!y‘press him !
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A mortal am I, and only too glad

With any mortal to dally;
A%hA as for the man who can’t pay on the sp
® For him*I keep a tally.

[ ]
Tho garland greon in front of my teut
o1h the light of the sun smiles gaily,
And I am now drinking malmsey wile
From a fresh-open’d barrel daily.

[543

-1
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’
—_———

L 1
IIORSE AND £58,

TRAIN was rushing aloug one day,
With carringes. ¢ngie, and tender s
The chimney vomited torth its sidbke,
Like u dashing old offender.

The train pass'd a farmyerd, and over tho hedge
A grey horse, at the sound of the whistlc,

Stretel’d out Lis head . an ass stood by,
Demurely chewivg o thistle, e

With wondering uage the horso long staved
At the train ; then strangely quivering
In every limb. he sigh'd, and saide
¢« The sight has st me a-shiverigg!

“ T'm gure that if I by nature had been
¢ A chesnut, or black, or bay horse,

¢ My skin with the fright its dolour would chang
“ And make me (as now) a grey horse.

-
-~

The equestgjan race is doom’d, beyond doulit,
“ Mo be swept away in fute’s eddy ; .
Although I'm a groy horse, I cannot but see
« A black futiire before me already.

-~

S

. ¢ oo,
¢ Tho competition of these mackines

¢ 'Will certainly kilFus poor horses;
For riding and driting will man profer
*¢ Irou stqeds, if so great their fer'ce is.

-
b

L3 [
« And if man co9n get on without ousstielp,
« Aliketor Yiling and driving,’
« Good-kye to »r oats, good-bye t&*our hay !
& What cha.ce have we of stbviving ?
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“ The heart of man is hard as a stoue,
“ He gives away nothing gratis;

“ Thew’ll drive us out, of our stables, and we
« @hall starve—what a crucl fute tis |

“ We canndt borrow pnd cannot steal
¢ Like mortals whosoe naturos are blackor;
*« We cannot fawn like men and dogs,
*aBut shall fall a prey to the knacker.”

Thes grumbled thehorse, and decply sigh'd,—
Mganwhild the uss hard by him

Had quietly chew'd two thistle-tops,
As if nothin&could terrify him.

* He presently answer'd in dainty tones,

Wit} his tongune fiest licking his muzzle :
« Withewhat the fature may have in store,
.+ ¢« My bipins T ghall not puzzle.

 You horses pgpud are threaten’d, no doubt,
« By a future that’s far from pleasunt ;
“ But we modest asses arc notgatraid
s« Of dangers future or presont.

‘e That «rey htn!scs, and chesnut, und piebald, and
. b}ack, .
v lgay be done without, truc, alas ! is;

¢t But Mister Steam, with his chimney long,
“ Cap never replice us asses.

« However clever may be the machines .
« Made by man®with his senses bogotted,

“ Theeass a8 his portion will always have
*¢ Sure moeans of existence allotted.

¢ Its asses w;ill Heavep, I'm sure, no'er descert,
“ Who, moved gy a calm sense of ﬂuty,

« Turn the mill cvery dafh a8 their fathers have
. done,—
% A sight notedeficient in beauty.

- [ ]
¥¢ The mill-wkeel clatters, the millgr, »arks hard,
* « The Teal in the sack well shamgf“'
** And people est their bread and their rojfls,
# As soon as thdywo finished the baking.
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“ In Nature's old-fashion’d and jogtrot way
* The world will keep spinning for ever;

“ And as changeless cven ag Nature herselfy
* The ass will alter never.” .

[

MORAL.

Gone are the days of ehivalry,

And the proud stced must hungry be;
But L—, tho ass, T boi’ {ly sy, ..
Will nover want hig oats and hay.

TILE ASS-ELXCTION. ¢

EING tired of freedom for some time past
The boasts’ republic decided
To be with a single ruler wt last
As its absolute head provided.

Eacl: kind of beast pr« pared for the strife,
Electoral billets were written :
Intrigues on every side were rife,
With party zeal all were bitten.

By long-car'd gentry at its head
The asscs’ conunittee was aided ;

Cockades, whose colours were black, gold, and y=d,*
They boastfully paraded.

A gmall purty there was of fricnds of the horse,
Whe yet were afraid of voting, |

So greatly they dreadod the outery' coarse
The long-car’d party denoting.

But when ono of tRem ventured the horse to name
As a candidate, greater and greater

Wax'd the noise, ‘and an old long-eur, to his sjmme,
Shouted out * Thou grf only a traitor. .

# A traitor art thou, ir thy veing dogl not flow
* Ong drop of asscr’ Jlood proper ; «

“ No ass art they _and I almost know e ¢
“ That ﬁi“)relg'n mare was thy dropperl

vy The . ntxoml colours efhermany
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‘From the zebra perchance thou art sprung ; thy stnpod
hide
 Quito answers the zebra’s description;
¢ The aasal twang of thy voice is allied
* To the Hebrew as well as Egyptian,
¢ And if yot a strangery thou art, thou must own,
e A dull ass, of un intellect paltry ;
* Thegdepths of ass-nature to thee are unknown
ﬁou hoar’st not its mystical psalt’'ry.
¢ But with sweet stupefacfion my soul drinks in
« That soumf which all others surpasscs ;
¢ An ass am I, and each hair in the skin
“ Of my  tail thg hair of an ass is.
¢1 am not'n Papist, T am not o slave,
¢ A German ass am T solely; .
¢ The samo as my fathers. who all were so brave,
* - So thoug}ﬂ.ful‘ demure, and so holy.
¢ T}my were not addicted to doing ill,
“ Or practisingegallantry gaily ;
¢ But trotted off with the sack to the mill
« In frolicsome fashion daily.s
* Otir fathers still live. In the tomb only lic
% Their rkius, t8eir morial covering ;
¢ Their happy spirits, high up in the sky,
¢ Complacently o’cr us arc hovering.
“Ye gforiﬁod asses, ye need not doubt
¢ That we fain wotild resemble you ever,
“ And from the path that duty points out
“ We'll swerve a finger’s breadth never.
¢ O what a delight an aes to be, ¢
« Froin such long-ear’d worthies descended !
* From every housc-top T'd fain shotut with glee :
“ ¢ An ass I, was bory, —how splendig I’
¢ The noble jackass#vho gaveme bir
¢ Was of genuine German oxgraction ;
% I* rom my mother, a German ass of worth,
© My milk supi!’d I with great sntlsﬁmtlon .
NAn ags am Bagnd fully intend, -
* ® Like nly fathors who now are depa¥ytea;”
* To etand by the asses, yes, stand to the epd
+ By the asses so®lear and truc-hearted.
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“ And since I'm an ass, 1 advise you all round

¢ & To chooso your king from the asses;

* A mighty ass-kingdom we thus will found, «
“ They being the governing classgs.

* We all arc asses. Hee-ha! Hee-ha! «
“ As ostlers wo will not dentean us; '
“ Away with the horses! Long live, hurrah,
“ Theo king of the asinine genus{”

Thus spake the pntrlot Through the hall
The asses cheer’d him ps uudly*, .
They all, in fact, wero national,
And with their hoofs stum p’d loudly.

An oaken wreath on the orator’s hedfl
They put as a decoration ;

He wagg’d his tail (though nothing he sald)
With cvident gratification,

LBIRTHA,

HE scem’d so gentle, sho scom’d %0 goud
An angel I theught my lover;
She wrote tho dearcsttlotters to me,
With kindnoss teeming all over.

The wedding was very soon to fuke place,
Ter relations hoard this by dozens'
My Bertha was o silly thing,
For sho listen'd to aunts and cousins.

She kept not her word, she broke her oath,
And yet I have been forgiving;

Had 1 married her first, I ue'er should have known
Either pleasure or love while living. .

When I of a faithdess woman think,
I think of Bertha the faithless;
The only wish | have loft, is thatyshe
May pass through ‘heﬁconﬁnement scathelcss.

IN THE CATHEDRAL.

EYORE me the sexton’s deughtdy fair
. sacred cdifice slniiped;
Her size was g1 dl, and light her hair,
«Fyont her n .k her’ ker(iqu faall slipped,



POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 553

In tho old cathedral for sixpence I got
A sight of its marvcllous creatures,

Its tontbs, lights, &rossgs; I turn’d quite hot
Wlhen I gazed on Elspoth's features.

And once agein I stared about
At thevsacred relicf entrancing ;

eIn thei¥ under-petticoats all trick’d out,
@y, the window the women were dancing.

The, sexton’s little daughder fair .
Staod by te, while thus 1 inspocted.
She had a very pretty pair
Of eyom, wherein all was reflected.

. - :
« Before mo the sexton’s daughter fair
From the sacred edifice skippid
Her mouth was small, her neck was bare,
*. From heg bosdtn her kerchief had slipped.

THE DRAGONFLY

HE dragonfly blue's all the fashion
In bectle-land, in the présent day ;
The butterflicy their addressos pay
To the b nuty v with amorous passion.

Ilcr hips are cxcosswely slender,
Sh8 wears a gauze dress of delicate hue,
With very symmetrical movements too
She fluttors about in splendour.

Her solour’d admiecrs hover

In Rer train, and many a young gillant

Thus swears: “I'll Hol]a.nd glve and Brabaut,
« If thou wilt be my lover.”

She andtvers®(but how'insincerely!) :
¢ Brabont and Holland #e nothing to me,
o 1 want but a spark of light, to see
In my littlo e}.m;pber clearly.”

\Whep she i mmoscs this duty,
Her lo%Yers hasten to join in théFato,
And eaggrly geek, from place to place,
A wpark of light férdhe beauty.
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As soon as one sees a taper,

He blindly rushes on to his doom,

And the crucl flames the, vietim consumes
And his loving heart, like paper. « .

* * * *

Tt comes from Japan, this fible, .
Yet even in Germany, my dear child,
Are plenty of dragonflics, devilisl»wild,

Perfidious, and unstable,

OLD SGENTS.

ITE nosegay Matilda twined for mo,
And smilingly offor’l e reatimgly,
I push’d away, o'erpower’d comvletely
By the sight,of the flowers that blossom'd so sweetly,

At the scent of the flowers, my teans fast flow,—
T feol that in all this fair worid below, ¢

Its beauty, sunlight, joy. love are bereft me,
And nought but its bittcr tears are Seft me.

They tell me that T wo longer share

A part in lifc and its cirvele fair,

That I belong to death’s kingdom &reary,
Yes, I, a corpse nnburied and wearye

How happy was I when orst T saw

The dance of rats at the Opera !

But now I hear the odious seuffling

Of churchyard rats and grave-molos shuffling.

The scont of the flowers recalls apain

A perfect ballet, a joyous train

Of recollections perfumed and glowing,

From the hidden depths of the past o’erflowing,

To sound of crnet and castahet, ¢

In spangled dresscs (fu#l short, f'regret),——-‘
Yet all their toying, ach laugh, cach titter,
Can only render my thoughts morg, bitter.

[ ]
Away “with the flowers! O, how I abjar
The scent*that mili.iously dells once mord
Of days lpng vanisl'd and hours of gladnoss—
T weep at the tho':sht with spee8hless sadnos:
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MISERERE.

THE sons of Fortune I envy not
or their lives, ih pleasure vying,
I cnvy thcm only their happy doath,
Their eusy and paipless dying.

oIn gala dresses, with garlanded heads,
eir lipsesin laughter extended,
Thay joyously sit at the banquet of life, —
The sieklg .fulls,rall & ended !

In festal attire, with roses adorn’d,
Still ldooming with life, these glad mortals,
These faw'rites of fortunc reach at last
*  The shadowy realm’s dark portals,

They nejer were distignrod by fover's altack,
+  They die withea joyous demeanour,
* "And gladly®are welcomed at her sad court
By Proserping, holl’'s Czarina.

O how I c¢nvy a fate like theirs !
Seven years I daily languisi
For death, as on the ground I writhe
- +In bitter and speechless unguish,

. »

O God! my agony shorien, that T
Mo be buried,—my sole ambition.

Thou knowest that 1 no talent possess
For filling a martyr's position.

I feck astonished, gracious Lord,
At g course so unconsoquentml
Thou Madost a Jjoyous poet, without
That joy that is so cssential. =

My torment® blunt cnh focling of nf'th,
And melancholyf make me;
« Unless 1 get better ere 16ng, ‘t9 tho faith
'0f a Catholic J must betako me.

\J;nk(, other gyd Christians, T then slmll how!
» *In thin® cars my wailings dreaffF-s
The best of humorists then will be Jost
For ever—~}£ idegere.
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TO MATILDA.

WAS, dear lnwnb, ordain’d to be
A shepherd Lere, to watch o’er thec;
T rourish’d thee with mine o'wn bread,’
With water from the ft\)untsmin houd.

And when the winter storm roar’d loudly,
Against my breast I warin'd thee proudl}‘:
There held T thee encircled well

Whilst rain in torrcpts round us fell ;
‘When, through its » -ky dark bed pouring
The torrent, with the v olf, was roaring,
Thou feared'st not, no musele quives'd,
¥'en when the highesi vine #as shizer'd
By the fork’d flash—wiihin mine arm
Thou,slept'st in peace without ularm.

My arm grows weak, and fast draws near
Pale deatll! My «icpberd’s task®so dear,
And pastoral care approuch pheir end.
Tuto Thy hand-, God, I commend

My staft once gnore. O do Thou guard
My lamub, when 1 boneath the sward

Am laid in peace, and suffey ne'er

A thorn to prick her anywhere.

From thorny hedges guard her fleece,
May quagmires ne'er disturb her peace)
May thore spring up beireath her feet
An ample crop of pasture swect,

« And let ber sleep without alarm,
As erst eho slept within 1ine arm !

EOR THE *“MOUCHE.*

HAD a dream. It was a gummer's night,
And in thﬁmoonlight, pale ayd woatherbeaten,

Luy buildings, relics of hast ages bright,— ,
The style, renaissaht, of these wrecks time-caten.

* This was #1e nicknaiqg of a yonng la?dy whose ncqueinta
Heine made towards the end of his life, w“ altended hip#in
his lust iliness, s whom Jie fult a strong uffection.® "Fhe
pregent poem was the hust composition of Heine, and was written .
only two orgthree weel s before his death.® Tt it undoubtedly one ,
of ti¥% ffuest of his w- ks, . ‘
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,And here and there, with statcly Doric head,
Rose single columns from tho mass there lymf'

And on fthe firmament high o’er them spread
Gazoed they, as f its thunderbolts defying.

In broken frafments lay there on the ground,
Mingled, with many & portal, many a gable,
Seulptur8s where man, beast, centaur, sphinx were found,
Cl'wem, sabyr,-—creatures of old fable,

The cdutrasts there presented were grotesque,
Thé emblems of Jedia’s God combining

With (fecian grace, in fashion arabosque
The ivyground them both, its tendrils twining.

A fuir sarcephag® of marble white

* Amid the rnins stood, unmutilated ;

And in the coffin lay & corpse in sight, .

, Of features mild, with sedn-sr penetrated.

*The powcr sfpporting it appear’d supplied

By Caryatides, with necks extended ;
And many a bas-r8lief on cither side

Was secn, of chisell'd figures strangely blonded.
Theeglories of Olympus there saw I, .

With all its heathen deities mlsgulded
Adam and Fve wgere there, decorously

Wifh figle.t aprons round their loins provided.

Troy’s fhking and Troy’s burning bere were scen,
Hector and Helen, Paris (that wild gay ma.u)

Moses and Aaron also stood betweewn,

» With ksther, J udith, Holofernes, Haman.

God Amoz also had fu% placo hard by,®
Phehfts, Apollo, Vulcan, Madam Venus,
Pluto. Proserping, and Mercury, e
God Bu,(,chus, and Pmapus, and Silen f

Likewisc Tas Bulsmu s ass omittod no
('The ass for speaking scem’d, i o fact, created).
" And. Abraham’s temptation too, and Lot,
Who by his dﬂ.ughtcrs was mtoxlcn.tod
m: rodigs’ daugbb:r s dance was sllown ag well, *
*Thc Bapfist’s hoad was in the chargdr given ;
The monster Satay too vas there, and hell,
A Petor, with tieeieavy kevs of heaven.
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And npext in ordor saw I sculptured there

The loves of Jove, with his vile actions blending ;
How as a swan he ravish'd Leda fair,

And Danag, in golden shower descending.

The wild hunt of Diana was display’d, *
With her fieot dogs, and nymdphs attired se trimly ;
And Hcreules, in woman’s c¢lothes nrray’d, © .
Digtaff on arm, the spindle whirling mémbly.
And next was Sinai’s mountgin to be view'd,
And Israel near it, with hi’ oxdn lowing ;
The Lord a child within the twnple stood,
Disputing with the ductors proud and knewing.

But, strange to tell, whon T had, drefhily «

These forms a while observed in thought suspended,
T suddenly conceived myself to be

The corpse, in that fair marble tomb extended.

And at the head of this my grave there stbod
A flower full fair, of strunge conﬁguration R

Its leaves were ycllow-tinged and violet-hued.
Tho flower possess’d a wondrous fascination.

"Tis by the name of pussion-flower wcll known,
On Golgotha, th%y say, ‘twas firstt ereated

The day they crucified God’s only Sou, .
And the Redeemer’s body lacerated.

Bloodwitness doth this flower now bear. they say ;
Each instrument of torture theh invented

And used at His sad martyrdom that day, «
Ts i its calyx duly represented, .

Yes! overy passion-attribute adorns
The flower, cach emblem of their cruel malice,—
For instance, scotrgo and repe and crown of thorm
The hammerand the nails, the cross, the chulicc

Such was the floV;er whigh at my grave did stand,
Apd o’er my body bending with compassion,
‘As with a womau’s sorrow, kiss'd my hand,
My eycs, ard forchen;l, in sad silént fashion. |
But O, my dreamg,strange magic! WekLdrously
. The passion-flower, thge;ellogvlv-huod ancih;l(';ro one,
Changed tq a woman's likeness,—ph ¢ *and she,
' Bhe was my lgved one, she whsmine own fair one!
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Thou wert the flower, yos, thou, my darling child !
* At once I knew thee by thy kisscs yearning;
No lips o# flowers so tender are and mild,

No tcgrs of flowers so fiery arc and burning.

Although mine eyes were closed, my spirit gazed
With steadiness upon®thy face entrancing ;

Thou look'dst at me with raptured look amazed,
S oly illumined in the mgonlight glancing.

No words we spake, and yet my heart could see
The' thoughts.that i thy*mind in silence hover'd ;
A word when spoken has no modesty,
By silengp is love’s modest blossoms, cover’d.

Voiccless our converse!  Wondrous doth it seem
*How in our silent, tender conversation

The time pasy'd in that summer night’s fair dream,
When joy commingled wuws with consternation.

#Fltat which «® spoke of then, ne’er soek to learn,
The glow-worm ask, why in the grass it gloweth,
The torrent, why iP roareth in the burn,
The west wind, why it waileth as it bloweth.

Ask éhe carbuncle why it gleama so brighs,
The rose and viobet, why so sweetly scented ;
But ‘ask not whatybeneath the moon’s soft light,
The martyr flower tall’d with her love lamented !

1 cannot®tell how long it was that T

Enjoy'd, as in tho merble tomb I slumber'd,
That beautogus, happy dream. It flected by,
® Too soon the moments of my rest were number'd.

Death with thy gmvetike silence! Thofalone
Canst 8ive us pleasure in a lasting fashion ;
Vain barbarous life, for joy is ever knewn
To give us restless bliss, couvulsive pgssion.

L4
Alss, alas my.ha.pp'mess soon, fled,
For suddenly arosc a noisc exgjting,
"It was o savage conflict, fierce and dread—
Ah, ,my poor flower was scared by all this fighting!
| thgre argmggutside, with hido yell, ‘
“e . .
quarrelfing, & yelpingsand a scoldihg;
Methought thas megy a vuice I knew full well,-—
It %as the bas-reliofsemy tomb enfolding!®™ = <
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] the stone haunted by those visions wan ? *
And are those marble phantoms all disputing ?
The fearful clamour of the wopd-god Pan i
Moses's ficrce anathemas confuting.

Alas! this contest ne’er will ended bo, *

The True and Beautiful wﬂl‘wrangle even!
Greeks and Buarbarians in wild rivalry

The ranks of man arg always doom’d &o sover,

They cursod and raved. No end would there havt beea
To this long squabble, an¥l the#r pasgien towering,
Had Balnam " 288 not gome u pon the sccne, ¢
The voices of the gods and ssints o'erpowgring.
The stupid beast, with his dmgustlpgbmg,.
That sobbing sound of sheer abomination,
Made me cry out in terrible dismay,
And T awoke at last in desperation.

THE END.
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