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The 'Harvard Classics - Complete Collection of the Greatest Works of World Literature' offers an unparalleled voyage through the intellectual and artistic milestones that have shaped human thought and expression. This anthology traverses various literary styles, from the immortality of epic poetry to the rigor of philosophical discourse and the whimsy of moral fables. Each piece is meticulously selected to represent a critical pillar of world literature, weaving together themes of existential inquiry, ethical deliberation, societal observation, and imaginative storytelling. Highlights include thought-provoking essays, timeless plays, and lyrical poetry that capture the human condition in its myriad forms. This illustrious collection showcases the formidable intellects of celebrated authors, whose works have transcended the boundaries of time and geography to resonate universally. With contributions from luminaries such as Johann Wolfgang von Goethe and Miguel de Cervantes to ancient thinkers like Plato and philosophers like Marcus Aurelius, the compilation aligns with historical and cultural movements that defined epochs. Collectively, these voices provide a rich and diverse tapestry, unifying through shared exploration of humanity's most profound questions and collective aspirations. Embarking on the journey through the 'Harvard Classics' is a unique opportunity to immerse oneself in a confluence of perspectives that have defined literary excellence. The collection promises educational enrichment through its expansive overview of influential texts and their enduring dialogues. Readers are encouraged to delve into this anthology, savoring the diversity of thought and expression that elegantly bridges the past with contemporaneous insight, making it an invaluable resource for anyone seeking a comprehensive understanding of world literature's greatest achievements.
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In "Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine," the renowned German poet crafts a poignant tapestry of romantic longing, social critique, and lyrical beauty, capturing the essence of the Romantic movement while pushing its boundaries. Heine's literary style oscillates between passionate lyricism and satirical wit, often reflecting his deep aristocratic heritage combined with a profound empathy for the common man. The collection features a range of poetic forms, from melancholic ballads to exuberant verses, drawing on themes of love, exile, and the complexities of modern life, all imbued with Heine's characteristic irony and emotional depth. Heinrich Heine, a pivotal figure in 19th-century literature, was influenced by his experiences as a Jewish exile in Europe, which galvanized his exploration of identity and belonging. Heine's unique background'Äîstraddling the worlds of romantic idealism and stark realism'Äîsets him apart from his contemporaries. His works often addressed the tensions between personal aspiration and societal convention, illuminating the struggles of estranged individuals in an increasingly modern world. Readers seeking a rich exploration of human emotions, cultural identity, and societal critique will find "Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine" an invaluable addition to their literary collection. Heine'Äôs passionate verses invite reflection and resonate with timeless themes, ensuring that his voice remains relevant and compelling in today'Äôs literary discourse.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Man in the Queue (Musaicum Vintage Mysteries)



Tey, Josephine

8596547778776

202

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The collection 'Goethe: Complete Poetry' serves as an extensive anthology of the poet's work, encompassing a lifetime of creative exploration in verse. This compilation not only seeks to preserve Johann Wolfgang von Goethe's literary legacy but also aims to present his multifaceted genius in a cohesive format that highlights the breadth and depth of his poetic vision. It consolidates his contributions to literature, ensuring that readers engage with the totality of his creative spirit through this single-author collection. Goethe's writings continue to resonate with readers, affirming their place in the pantheon of world literature.

Throughout this collection, readers will encounter a diverse array of genres, which includes not only extensive poetry but also elements of prose that blur the lines of traditional categorization. The carefully curated selection features narrative poems, ballads, songs, and odes, as well as epigrams and parables that speak to the philosophical undercurrents of his thought. Additionally, included in this anthology are notable longer works such as 'Hermann and Dorothea,' alongside the contemplative essays found in 'God, Soul, and World.' This rich tapestry illustrates Goethe's versatility as a writer.

A prominent theme in Goethe's poetry is the exploration of humanity's relationship with nature, society, and the metaphysical realms. Interwoven with personal reflection and broader existential questions, his works delve into love, destiny, and the eternal quest for understanding. Stylistically, Goethe is recognized for his emotive language, vivid imagery, and masterful use of rhythm and form, which have earned him acclaim across generations. His innovations in lyrical expression and thematic depth continue to inspire not only poets but also philosophers and scholars across various fields.

The unifying characteristic of Goethe's poetry is its profound synthesis of the natural and the spiritual, which permeates through his numerous works, creating a lyrical dialogue between mankind and the cosmos. Furthermore, a keen awareness of the self and its societal roles is prevalent through his explorations of individual versus collective experiences. This introspective yet vibrant outlook serves as an invitation to readers wishing to connect with both their inner selves and the world around them, ensuring Goethe's relevance through the ages.

Each piece in 'Goethe: Complete Poetry' offers a unique lens through which the reader may engage with enduring themes of love, loss, and enlightenment. From the time-honored tales found in 'Reynard the Fox' to the impressive elegies that document the pains of existence, every section speaks to a different facet of human experience. This anthology serves as a mirror reflecting both personal anguish and collective joy, showcasing Goethe's remarkable ability to articulate complex emotions with clarity and poetic precision.

The interconnectedness of the poems within this collection underscores their collective impact, often encouraging the reader to draw parallels between disparate themes and ideas. For instance, the playful exuberance of 'The Sorcerer's Apprentice' can contrast sharply with the somber reflections found in 'Elegies.' This dynamic interplay not only enriches the reading experience but compels us to consider the multifaceted nature of existence that Goethe so vividly portrays across his various poems and narratives.

'Familiar Songs' and 'Songs from Various Plays' highlight Goethe's knack for capturing the essence of human emotions in a conversational and accessible manner. By weaving the rhythms of daily life into his poetry, he brings forth a sense of familiarity that resonates deeply with the reader. In these moments, the poems feel like intimate conversations, allowing the audience to relate and reflect on their own experiences, thereby emphasizing the timeless nature of his art.

Moreover, Goethe's rich engagement with cultural and philosophical dialogues is evident in works like the 'West-Eastern Divan.' In this collection, he not only celebrates the beauty of cross-cultural interactions but also delves into the complexities of identity, blending Eastern and Western influences to create a harmonious dialogue. This willingness to bridge cultures enhances our understanding of both Goethe’s unique perspective and the universal challenges faced by humanity throughout history.

As readers journey through the pages of 'Goethe: Complete Poetry,' they will also find themselves immersed in a world where existential inquiry meets artistic expression. Essays like 'Religion and Church' elucidate Goethe's complex relationship with faith, while parables invite deeper philosophical reflection on moral dilemmas and the human condition. This collection seeks to blend cognitive and emotional engagement, prompting readers to ponder profound questions while savoring the beauty of Goethe's language.

The rhythmic beauty of Goethe’s poetry stands out in the lyrical cadence of his Cantatas and Odes, which often celebrate both the divine and the transient aspects of life. With an exceptional gift for melody in his verse, Goethe transforms each poem into a harmonious whole, where sound and meaning coalesce. Readers are encouraged to appreciate not only the thematic content but also the musicality inherent in Goethe’s work, allowing for a richer engagement with the text.

Another notable aspect of this collection is its exploration of the dichotomy between human aspiration and the harsh realities of existence. Works like 'Epigrams' reflect Goethe’s keen wit and sharp observation, critiquing societal norms and the human spirit while infusing humor in the discourse. This aspect offers the reader a nuanced understanding of both the joy and the sorrow present in Goethe's poetic narratives, echoing the duality of life itself.

The poems cataloged in 'Miscellaneous Poems' provide a glimpse into the myriad influences that shaped Goethe’s creative journey. These works serve as a testament to his literary experimentation and innovation, showcasing verses that do not fit neatly into conventional categories. In doing so, they invite readers to explore the boundaries of poetic form and appreciate the fluidity of Goethe’s artistic expression throughout his career.

As Goethe navigates the realms of nature, society, and the introspective soul, he constructs a vivid tapestry that captures the essence of what it means to be human. His poetry traverses the mystical boundaries of the inner and outer worlds, beckoning readers to reflect on their own experiences and philosophical contemplations. Ultimately, this exploration serves as a bridge, connecting each individual to the universal truths underlining our existence.

In 'Goethe: Complete Poetry,' readers will not only encounter the poet’s celebrated works but also discover lesser-known gems that reveal the breadth of his stylistic evolution. This comprehensive collection provides insight into Goethe’s development as a poet, illustrating how he continually challenged himself to articulate the ineffable. This evolution is a testament to his enduring commitment to the art of poetry and his relentless pursuit of understanding.

Moreover, this anthology acts as a lens through which to examine the cultural and literary milieu of Goethe's time, offering historical context that envelops the reader in the atmosphere in which these works were conceived. Engaging with Goethe's poetry means engaging with the broader story of the Enlightenment and the Sturm und Drang movement, allowing for a multifaceted interpretation of the texts that resonate with contemporary readers.

In navigating this impressive array of works, readers will find ample opportunities for reflection and dialogue with the text. While some pieces evoke overwhelming euphoria, others touch upon profound sorrow, yet all contribute to a comprehensive understanding of Goethe's artistic legacy. Each section within the collection serves to deepen the reader's engagement, revealing the interrelatedness of subjects and themes that transcend both time and geography.

In conclusion, 'Goethe: Complete Poetry' stands as an invitation to journey through the multifaceted world of Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. By exploring each section of this extensive single-author collection, readers will not only encounter timeless masterpieces but will also engage in a meaningful dialogue with humanity's shared emotions, challenges, and aspirations. We invite you to immerse yourself in this literary treasure, discovering the enduring significance of Goethe's poetic heritage.
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    Introduction

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832) is widely regarded as a central figure of German and European letters, a polymath whose achievements span poetry, drama, fiction, criticism, and science. Rising to fame with The Sorrows of Young Werther and reaching a lifetime culmination in Faust, he also authored Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeship, Elective Affinities, and the West–Eastern Divan, and pursued scientific inquiries in botany, anatomy, and color theory. As a statesman in Weimar and a leader of Weimar Classicism, he helped shape cultural life in the late Enlightenment and Romantic eras. His works continue to influence literature, philosophy, music, and the arts worldwide.

Education and Literary Influences

Goethe was born in Frankfurt am Main in the mid-18th century and received an extensive early education emphasizing languages, literature, and the arts. He studied law at the University of Leipzig in the late 1760s and later continued his legal training at Strasbourg, where he completed his formal preparation before briefly practicing. While nominally preparing for a legal career, he cultivated drawing, classical reading, and natural observation, and developed a lasting engagement with theater. This broad formation, rooted in Enlightenment ideals of learning, provided a foundation for his later roles as writer, administrator, and scientific investigator, combining intellectual curiosity with practical administrative competence.

Important formative influences were both literary and philosophical. In Strasbourg he met Johann Gottfried Herder, who encouraged attention to folk song and introduced him more deeply to Shakespeare, whose dramaturgy profoundly affected Goethe’s early plays. He admired Homer and classical antiquity, later strengthened by travel in Italy. Philosophically, he read Baruch Spinoza, whose vision of nature’s unity informed Goethe’s skepticism toward rigid systems and his reverence for organic form. He also engaged with Persian poetry, especially Hafez, which would later inspire the West–Eastern Divan. These influences helped shape a style that could unite passionate expression with classical balance and reflective inquiry.

Literary Career

Goethe’s first major successes belong to the Sturm und Drang movement. The drama Götz von Berlichingen, with its vigorous language and historical setting, established his reputation. The epistolary novel The Sorrows of Young Werther, published in the mid-1770s, brought him European fame, capturing youthful passion and social constraint with striking immediacy. The book provoked intense public response, inspiring fashions and debate about sensibility. Early lyrics such as Prometheus and ballads showed a bold, original voice that blended personal feeling with mythic resonance. Critics recognized in these works a new psychological depth and linguistic energy that expanded the possibilities of German literature.

In the mid-1770s Goethe accepted a call to Weimar, where he served the ducal court in administrative posts and helped direct cultural policy. He oversaw mining, roads, and financial matters, and took a leading role in the court theater. His writing moved toward classical clarity and proportion, evident in plays like Iphigenie auf Tauris, Torquato Tasso, and Egmont. Collaboration and friendship with Friedrich Schiller from the mid-1790s helped crystallize Weimar Classicism, aiming at ethical seriousness, formal harmony, and intellectual depth. As a theater manager and dramatist, Goethe championed repertory standards and performance practices that professionalized German stages and nurtured national cultural life.

Travel to Italy in the late 1780s profoundly refreshed Goethe’s artistic sense. Encounters with classical sculpture, Renaissance architecture, and the Mediterranean landscape informed his ideal of form. The experience is reflected in the Italian Journey as well as in the Roman Elegies. His major novel Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeship, appearing in the 1790s, helped establish the Bildungsroman, tracing a young man’s development through theater, education, and social experience. The work prompted discussion about vocation, individuality, and the shaping of character. Later, Elective Affinities probed attraction and moral responsibility through a distinctive union of narrative experiment and scientific metaphor, drawing varied critical responses.

Goethe pursued science alongside literature. He studied plants and comparative anatomy, proposed a metamorphosis of plants, and argued for the presence of the intermaxillary bone in humans. His Theory of Colours challenged prevailing Newtonian optics, emphasizing physiological and perceptual aspects of color. These investigations connected to broader reflections on morphology, development, and the limits of reductionism. While many physicists rejected his optical theory, artists and some philosophers found it suggestive, and his empirical essays influenced later discussions of form in the life sciences. Through editorial work and patronage, he also supported scholarship at nearby Jena, fostering an interdisciplinary intellectual milieu.

Faust occupied Goethe across his adult life and stands as a landmark of world literature. Part One, published in the early 1800s, dramatizes desire, knowledge, and the tragic consequences of moral error, while Part Two, completed near the end of his life and issued posthumously, expands into history, classical myth, economics, and redemption. The poem’s hybrid form—lyric, dramatic, philosophical—rewards both performance and close reading. Its language and imagery influenced generations of writers and composers. In the same mature period, collections such as the West–Eastern Divan demonstrated his openness to dialogue with Persian verse, extending his lyric range and cultural horizons.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Goethe’s convictions balanced Enlightenment rationality with a deep trust in living nature. He valued Bildung, the cultivation of self through disciplined experience, alongside artistic craftsmanship and moral responsibility. Skeptical of dogma, he inclined toward a Spinozist sense of immanence, seeking unity amid diversity rather than rigid systems. His scientific and literary practices converged in an attention to organic form, development, and limit. Characters from Wilhelm Meister to Faust embody striving and self-formation, while dramas like Iphigenie uphold humane ideals of reconciliation and dignity. He treated art as a mode of knowledge, complementary to science, and insisted that both must respect phenomena.

As a public figure in Weimar, Goethe promoted institutional culture: theater, libraries, museums, and scientific collections. He favored careful reform over political radicalism, reacting cautiously to revolutionary upheavals while affirming civic order and education. Through translation, editing, and criticism, he encouraged comparative reading and the exchange of ideas, later describing the emergence of world literature as a shared republic of letters. The West–Eastern Divan exemplified this outlook, engaging with Hafez in a spirit of conversation rather than appropriation. His administrative work, combined with mentorship of younger artists and scholars, advanced professional standards and broadened access to the arts and learning.

Final Years & Legacy

In his later decades Goethe consolidated his achievements, revised earlier writings, and published autobiographical reflections under the title Poetry and Truth. He continued scientific observations and issued the West–Eastern Divan, while maintaining oversight of cultural affairs in Weimar. After Schiller’s death, he worked steadily, increasingly attentive to the long view of his oeuvre. Near the end of his life he brought Faust to completion, preparing materials so that Part Two could appear after his death. By this time he was widely honored in German-speaking lands and abroad, viewed as an exemplar of classical poise joined to modern psychological insight.

Goethe died in Weimar in the early 1830s. Contemporary responses acknowledged the passing of an epoch, and his collected works were promptly circulated and debated. Over the long term, his influence has proved immense. The Goethezeit frames a formative period of German culture; composers set his poems to music, notably in the Lied tradition, and dramatists, novelists, and philosophers engaged his themes of striving, Bildung, and reconciliation. Scientists and historians of science continue to revisit his morphology and color studies. Today, Faust remains a touchstone on stages and in classrooms worldwide, while Werther and Wilhelm Meister continue to shape discussions of the modern self.
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Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, born in Frankfurt in 1749, emerged as a pivotal figure in the late 18th and early 19th centuries, a period marked by the Sturm und Drang movement’s emphasis on individual emotion and the sublime aspects of nature. His early dramas, notably Götz von Berlichingen and Die Leiden des jungen Werthers, explore the tension between personal striving and the forces that lie beyond human control, paving the way for a shift away from strict classical models.

The Enlightenment’s influence during Goethe’s youth—through thinkers such as Rousseau and, slightly later, Kant—encouraged him to examine questions of identity, freedom and reason. These themes recur in his essays and in his later collection inspired by Persian poetry, which reflects both personal reflection and an awareness of cultural exchange between Europe and the East.

The upheavals of the French Revolutionary Wars and the turmoil of the 1790s left their mark on Goethe’s depiction of love, duty and community in Hermann und Dorothea. Written in 1797–98, this narrative poem celebrates simple virtues and domestic stability at a time when Europe was negotiating new political orders.

Although often associated with early Romanticism, Goethe maintained a distinct path between emotional exuberance and disciplined form. His satirical treatment of medieval fable in Reineke Fuchs, for example, revives folkloric material while engaging in contemporary philosophical debate.

Throughout his career he helped redefine the poet’s social role. From ballads to epigrams, Goethe’s wide-ranging output reflects the growing influence of a literate middle class and the demand for works that combined intellectual depth with broad appeal.

In Weimar, alongside Friedrich Schiller, he shaped a movement dedicated to harmonizing rational clarity with emotional resonance. Their collaborative essays and joint reflections on drama and poetry underscore a commitment to balance rather than extremes of either reason or feeling.

As German-speaking lands began to articulate a shared cultural identity, Goethe’s incidental songs for stage works such as Egmont and Torquato Tasso drew on regional traditions and folk melodies, fostering a sense of community amid political fragmentation.

His lifelong interest in art, nature and religion found expression not in formal theological treatises but in essays and conversations that probe the limits of Enlightenment rationalism and the stirrings of spiritual reflection, placing him at the crossroads of competing intellectual currents.

Witnessing early industrial change, Goethe observed shifts in class and economy, portraying characters from varied backgrounds in poems and occasional verse intended for domestic music-making, thereby acknowledging the emotional richness of everyday life.

A vast correspondence with figures such as Schiller and Johann Gottfried Herder enriched his thought and prompted formal experiments in sonnet sequences and lyrical drama, demonstrating how dialogue within an intellectual network can spur artistic innovation.

Travel in Italy between 1786 and 1788 yielded a series of letters and poetic fragments that blend classical art and architecture with personal observation. These writings helped bridge the heritage of antiquity and a more modern aesthetic outlook, illustrating Goethe’s role in reshaping European ideas about tradition and progress.

Responding to the era’s taste for concise, pointed expression, he turned increasingly to short lyrics and epigrams. Their brevity underscores his belief that economy of language can intensify emotional and philosophical effect.

His exploration of love and desire reaches a high point in the Roman Elegies, where classical allusion and introspection intersect, offering a nuanced treatment of passion that both embraces and interrogates contemporary romantic ideals.

Concern with institutional religion appears in later reflections—often titled “Religion and Church” in manuscript—where Goethe invites readers to consider the balance between communal faith and individual conscience, mirroring broader debates on spiritual authority in a changing world.

Enlightenment skepticism and appreciation for the past converge in his essays on antiquity and aesthetics, where he examines the moral and artistic values of ancient civilizations without uncritical reverence, demonstrating a self-aware, critical stance.

Goethe’s commitment to exploring the dualities of human existence—reason and feeling, tradition and innovation—resonates throughout his diverse writings. This persistent search for insight, beauty and truth has shaped the modern understanding of literature and continues to inspire those who seek to probe the nature of human experience.

From lyrical experiments to philosophical reflections on art and life, his lifelong engagement with varied forms and themes laid the groundwork for subsequent literary movements, ensuring that his work remains a touchstone for questions of creativity, culture and the individual’s place in history.
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Hermann and Dorothea

An epic narrative poem that explores the themes of love, community, and social change during the tumultuous period of the French Revolution, through the story of two young lovers from opposing backgrounds.

Erotica Romana

A collection of erotic poetry that delves into themes of passion and desire, drawing inspiration from ancient Roman culture and exploring the complexities of human relationships.

Reynard the Fox

A narrative poem depicting the clever and cunning adventures of Reynard the Fox, a traditional trickster figure, as he navigates the politics of the animal world, highlighting themes of deception and satire.

The Sorcerer's Apprentice

A narrative poem that tells the story of a young apprentice who, left to manage a sorcerer's magical tasks, becomes overwhelmed by the powers he cannot control, leading to chaos and the necessity for redemption.

Songs

A collection of lyrical poems that express feelings of love, nature, and the human experience, showcasing Goethe's mastery of musicality and emotive expression.

Familiar Songs

A set of accessible and heartfelt poems reflecting everyday experiences and emotions, intended to resonate with a broad audience.

Ballads

Narrative poems that combine storytelling with lyrical elements, often drawing on folklore and popular tales to convey moral lessons or poignant reflections.

Cantatas

Poetic compositions that marry text with musical themes, exploring philosophical and spiritual inquiries through an elevated lyrical form.

Odes

Lyrical poems that celebrate various subjects, from nature to humanity, characterized by their formal structure and elevated language.

Sonnets

A collection of sonnets that explores themes of love, self-reflection, and the passage of time, showcasing Goethe's skill in the restrained form of the sonnet.

Epigrams

Concise and witty poems that encapsulate profound insights or observations about life, literature, and society in a clever manner.

Parables

Short narratives that impart moral lessons or reflections on the human condition, using allegorical techniques to explore deeper themes.

Art

Poems reflecting Goethe's views on aesthetics and creativity, considering the relationship between art and the natural world.

God, Soul, and World

Philosophical poems that explore themes of spirituality, existential reflection, and the divine nature of existence.

Religion and Church

A series of poems contemplating religion's role in human life, expressing Goethe's nuanced views on faith and organized belief systems.

Antiques

Reflective poems that engage with themes of history and nostalgia, contemplating the remnants of past civilizations and their legacies.

Venetian Epigrams

A collection of short, witty verses inspired by Goethe's experiences in Venice, capturing the essence of the city’s culture and beauty.

Elegies

Poems of mourning and reflection that express sorrow and loss, often addressing personal grief or broader human experiences.

West-Eastern Divan

A diverse collection blending Eastern and Western poetic traditions, celebrating universal themes of love, nature, and cultural dialogue.

Songs from Various Plays

Poetic excerpts that originate from Goethe's theatrical works, capturing the essence of characters and themes within his dramas.

Miscellaneous Poems

A varied collection of poetry that does not fit into the other categories, offering a glimpse into Goethe's broader creative exploration.
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"Ne'er have I seen the market and streets so thoroughly empty!

  Still as the grave is the town, clear'd out! I verily fancy

  Fifty at most of all our inhabitants still may be found there.

  People are so inquisitive! All are running and racing

  Merely to see the sad train of poor fellows driven to exile.

  Down to the causeway now building, the distance nearly a league is,

  And they thitherward rush, in the heat and the dust of the noonday.

  As for me, I had rather not stir from my place just to stare at

  Worthy and sorrowful fugitives, who, with what goods they can carry,

  Leaving their own fair land on the further side of the Rhine-stream,

  Over to us are crossing, and wander through the delightful

  Nooks of this fruitful vale, with all its twistings and windings.

  Wife, you did right well to bid our son go and meet them,

  Taking with him old linen, and something to eat and to drink too,

  Just to give to the poor; the rich are bound to befriend them.

  How he is driving along! How well he holds in the horses!

  Then the new little carriage looks very handsome; inside it

  Four can easily sit, besides the one on the coachbox.

  This time he is alone; how easily-turns it the corner!"

  Thus to his wife the host of the Golden Lion discoursed,

  Sitting at ease in the porch of his house adjoining the market.

  Then replied as follows the shrewd and sensible hostess

  "Father, I don't like giving old linen away, for I find it

  Useful in so many ways, 'tis not to he purchased for money

  Just when it's wanted. And yet to-day I gladly have given

  Many excellent articles, shirts and covers and suchlike;

  For I have heard of old people and children walking half-naked.

  Will you forgive me, too, for having ransacked your presses?

  That grand dressing-gown, cover'd with Indian flowers all over,

  Made of the finest calico, lined with excellent flannel,

  I have despatch'd with the rest; 'tis thin, old, quite out of fashion."


But the worthy landlord only smiled, and then answer'd

  I shall dreadfully miss that ancient calico garment,

  Genuine Indian stuff! They're not to be had any longer.

  Well! I shall wear it no more. And your poor husband henceforward

  Always must wear a surtout, I suppose, or commonplace jacket,

  Always must put on his boots; good bye to cap and to slippers!"

"See," continued his wife, "a few are already returning

  Who have seen the procession, which long ago must have pass'd by.

  See how dusty their shoes are, and how their faces are glowing

  Each one carries a handkerchief, wiping the sweat from his forehead.

  I, for one, wouldn't hurry and worry myself in such weather

  Merely to see such a sight! I'm certain to hear all about it."


And the worthy father, speaking with emphasis, added

  "Such fine weather seldom lasts through the whole of the harvest

  And we're bringing the fruit home, just as the hay we brought lately,

  Perfectly dry; the sky is clear, no cloud's in the heavens,

  And the whole day long delicious breezes are blowing.

  Splendid weather I call it! The corn already too ripe is,

  And to-morrow begin we to gather the plentiful harvest."


Whilst he was thus discoursing, the number of men and of women

  Crossing the market and going towards home kept ever increasing;

  And there return'd amongst others, bringing with him his daughters,

  On the other side of the market, their prosperous neighbour,

  Going full speed to his newbuilt house, the principal merchant,

  Riding inside an open carriage (in Landau constructed).

  All the streets were alive; for the town, though small, was well peopled,

  Many a factory throve there, and many a business also.


Long sat the excellent couple under the doorway, exchanging

  Many a passing remark on the people who happen'd to pass them.

  Presently thus to her husband exclaim'd the good-natured hostess

  "See! Yon comes the minister; with him is walking the druggist:

  They'll be able to give an account of all that has happen'd,

  What they witness'd, and many a sight I fear which was painful."


Both of them came in a friendly manner, and greeted the couple,

  Taking their seats on the wooden benches under the doorway,

  Shaking the dust from their feet, their handkerchiefs using to fan them.

  Presently, after exchanging reciprocal greetings, the druggist

  Open'd his mouth, and almost peevishly vented his feelings

  "What strange creatures men are! They all resemble each other,

  All take pleasure in staring, when troubles fall on their neighbours.

  Ev'ry one runs to see the flames destroying a dwelling,

  Or a poor criminal led in terror and shame to the scaffold.

  All the town has been out to gaze at the sorrowing exiles,

  None of them bearing in mind that a like misfortune hereafter,

  Possibly almost directly, may happen to be their own portion.

  I can't pardon such levity; yet 'tis the nature of all men."

Thereupon rejoin'd the noble and excellent pastor,

  He, the charm of the town, in age scarce more than a stripling:—

  (He was acquainted with life, and knew the wants of his hearers,

  Fully convinced of the worth of the Holy Scriptures, whose mission

  Is to reveal man's fate, his inclinations to fathom;

  He was also well read in the best of secular writings.)

  "I don't like to find fault with any innocent impulse

  Which in the mind of man Dame Nature has ever implanted;

  For what reason and intellect ne'er could accomplish, is often

  Done by some fortunate, quite irresistible instinct within him.

  If mankind were never by curiosity driven,

  Say, could they e'er have found out for themselves the wonderful manner

  Things in the world range in order? For first they Novelty look for,

  Then with untiring industry seek to discover the Useful,

  Lastly they yearn for the Good, which makes them noble and worthy.

  All through their youth frivolity serves as their joyous companion,

  Hiding the presence of danger, and. swiftly effacing the traces

  Caused by misfortune and grief, as soon as their onslaught is over.

  Truly the man's to be praised who, as years roll onward, develops

  Out of such glad disposition an intellect settled and steady,—

  Who, in good fortune as well as misfortune, strives zealously, nobly;

  For what is Good he brings forth, replacing whatever is injured.[1q]"

Then in a friendly voice impatiently spoke thus the hostess:—

  "Tell us what have you seen; I am eagerly longing to hear it."


Then with emphasis answer'd the druggist:—" The terrible stories

  Told me to-day will serve for a long time to make me unhappy.

  Words would fail to describe the manifold pictures of mis'ry.

  Far in the distance saw we the dust, before we descended

  Down to the meadows; the rising hillocks hid the procession

  Long from our eyes, and little could we distinguish about it.

  When, however, we reach'd the road that winds thro' the valley,

  Great was the crowd and the noise of the emigrants mix'd with the waggons.

  We unhappily saw poor fellows passing in numbers,

  Some of them showing how bitter the sense of their sorrowful flight was,

  Some with a feeling of joy at saving their lives in a hurry.

  Sad was the sight of the manifold goods and chattels pertaining

  Unto a well-managed house, which the careful owner's accustom'd

  Each in its proper position to place, and in regular order,

  Always ready for use, for all are wanted and useful.—

  Sad was the sight of them now, on many a waggon and barrow

  Heap'd in thorough confusion, and hurriedly huddled together.

  Over a cupboard was placed a sieve and a coverlet woollen;

  Beds in the kneeding troughs lay, and linen over the glasses.

  Ah! and the danger appear'd to rob the men of their senses,

  Just as in our great fire of twenty years ago happen'd,

  When what was worthless they saved, and left all the best things behind them.

So on the present occasion with heedless caution they carried

  Many valueless chattels, o'erlading the cattle and horses,—

  Common old boards and barrels, a birdcage next to a goosepen.

  Women and children were gasping beneath the weight of their bundles,

  Baskets and tubs full of utterly useless articles, bearing.

  (Man is always unwilling the least of his goods to abandon.)

  Thus on its dusty way advanced the crowded procession,

  All in hopeless confusion. First one, whose cattle were weaker,

  Fain would slowly advance, while others would eagerly hasten.

  Then there arose a scream of half-crush'd women and children,

  And a lowing of cattle, with yelping of dogs intermingled,

  And a wailing of aged and sick, all sitting and shaking,

  Ranged in their beds on the top of the waggon too-heavily laden.

  Next some lumbering wheel, push'd out of the track by the pressure,

  Went to the edge of the roadway; the vehicle fell in the ditch then,

  Rolling right over, and throwing, in falling, the men who were in it

  Far in the field, screaming loudly, their persons however uninjured.

  Then the boxes roll'd off and tumbled close to the waggon.

  Those who saw them failing full surely expected to see them

  Smash'd to pieces beneath the weight of the chests and the presses.

  So the waggon lay broken, and those that it carried were helpless,

  For the rest of the train went on, and hurriedly pass'd them,

  Thinking only of self, and carried away by the current.

  So we sped to the spot, and found the sick and the aged

  Who, when at home and in bed, could scarcely endure their sad ailments,

  Lying there on the ground, all sighing and groaning in anguish,

  Stifled by clouds of dust, and scorch'd by the fierce sun of summer.


Then replied in tones of compassion the sensitive landlord

  Hermann I trust will find them and give them refreshment and clothing.

  I should unwillingly see them: I grieve at the eight of such sorrow.

  Touch'd by the earliest news of the sad extent of the suffering,

  Hastily sent we a trifle from out of our superabundance,

  Just to comfort a few, and then our minds were more easy.

  Now let us cease to discourse on such a sorrowful subject,

  For men's hearts are easily overshadow'd by terror,

  And by care, more odious far to me than misfortune.

  Now let us go to a cooler place, the little back-parlour;

  There the sun never shines, and the walls are so thick that the hot air

  Never can enter; and mother shall forthwith bring us a glass each

  Full of fine Eighty-three, well fitted to drive away trouble.

  This is a bad place for drinking; the flies will hum round the glasses."

  So they all went inside, enjoying themselves in the coolness.

  Then in a well-cut flask the mother carefully brought them

  Some of that clear good wine, upon a bright metal waiter

  With those greenish rummers, the fittingest goblets for Rhine wine.

  So the three sat together, around the glistening polish'd

  Circular large brown table-on massive feet it was planted.

  Merrily clink'd together the glasses of host and of pastor,

  But the other one thoughtfully held his glass without moving,

  And in friendly fashion the host thus ask'd him to join them:—


"Drink, good neighbour, I pray! A merciful God has protected

  Us in the past from misfortune, and will protect us in future.

  All must confess that since He thought fit to severely chastise us,

  When that terrible fire occurr'd, He has constantly bless'd us.

  And watch'd over us constantly, just as man is accustom'd

  His eye's precious apple to guard, that dearest of members.

  Shall He not for the future preserve us, and be our Protector?

  For 'tis in danger we learn to appreciate duly His Goodness.

  This so flourishing town, which He built again from its ashes

  By the industrious hands of its burghers, and bless'd it so richly,

  Will He again destroy it, and render their toil unavailing?"


Cheerfully answer'd the excellent pastor, in accents of mildness

  "Steadfastly cling to this faith, and cherish such worthy opinions;

  In good fortune they'll make you prudent, and then in misfortune

  Well-grounded hopes they'll supply, and furnish you true consolation."


Then continued the host, with thoughts full of manhood and wisdom

  "Oft have I greeted with wonder the rolling flood of the Rhine stream,

  When, on my business trav'lling, I've once more come to its borders.

  Grand has it ever appear'd, exalting my feelings and senses;

  But I could never imagine that soon its beautiful margin

  Into a wall would be turn'd, to keep the French from our country,

  And its wide-spreading bed a ditch to hinder and check them.

  So by Nature we're guarded, we're guarded by valorous Germans,

  And by the Lord we're guarded; who then would foolishly tremble?

  Weary the combatants are, and all things indicate peace soon;

  And when at length the long-expected festival's holden

  Here in our church, and the bells chime in with the organ in chorus,

  And the trumpets are blowing, the noble Te Deum upraising,

  Then on that selfsame day I fain would see, my good pastor,

  Our dear Hermann kneel with his bride at the altar before you,

  And the glad festival held through the length and breadth of the country

  Will henceforward to me be a glad anniversary also!

  But I am grieved to observe that the youth, who is always so active

  When he is here at home, abroad is so slow and so timid.

  Little at any time cares he to mix with the rest of the people;

  Yes, he even avoids young maidens' society ever,

  And the frolicsome dance, that great delight of young people."


Thus he spake, and then listen'd. The sound of the stamping of horses

  Drawing nearer was heard; and then the roll of the carriage,

  Which, with impetuous speed, now thunder'd under the gateway.
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Then when into the room the well-built son made his entry,

  Straightway with piercing glances the minister eyed him intently,

  And with carefulness watch'd his looks and the whole of his bearing,

  With an inquiring eye which easily faces decyphers;

  Then he smiled, and with cordial words address'd him as follows

  "How you are changed in appearance, my friend! I never have seen you

  Half so lively before; your looks are thoroughly cheerful.

  You have return'd quite joyous and merry. You've doubtless divided

  All of the presents amongst the poor, their blessings receiving."


Then in calm accents replied the son, with gravity speaking

  "Whether I've laudably acted, I know not; I follow'd the impulse

  Of my own heart, as now I'll proceed to describe with exactness.

  Mother, you rummaged so long, in looking over old pieces,

  And in making your choice, that 'twas late when the bundle was ready,

  And the wine and the beer were slowly and carefully pack'd up.

  When I at length emerged at the gate, and came on the highway,

  Streams of citizens met I returning, with women and children,

  For the train of the exiles had long disappear'd in the distance.

  So I quicken'd my pace, and hastily drove to the village

  Where I had heard that to-night to rest and to sleep they intended.

  Well, as I went on my way, the newly-made causeway ascending,

  Suddenly saw I a waggon, of excellent timber constructed,

  Drawn by a couple of oxen, the best and the strongest of foreign.

  Close beside it there walk'd, with sturdy footsteps, a maiden,

  Guiding the two strong beasts with a long kind of staff, which with skill she

  Knew how to use, now driving, and now restraining their progress.

  When the maiden observed me, she quietly came near the horses,

  And address'd me as follows:—'Our usual condition, believe me,

  Is not so sad as perchance you might judge from our present appearance.

  I am not yet accustom'd to ask for alms from a stranger,

  Who so often but gives, to rid himself of a beggar.

  But I'm compell'd to speak by necessity. Here on the straw now

  Lies the lately-confined poor wife of a wealthy landowner,

  Whom with much trouble I managed to save with oxen and waggon.

  We were late in arriving, and scarcely with life she escaped.

  Now the newly-born child in her arms is lying, all naked,

  And our friends will be able to give them but little assistance,

  E'en if in the next village, to which to-night we are going,

  We should still find them, although I fear they have left it already.

  If you belong to the neighbourhood, any available linen

  These poor people will deem a most acceptable present.


"Thus she spake, and wearily raised herself the pale patient

  Up from the straw and gazed upon me, while thus I made answer

  'Oft doth a heavenly spirit whisper to kind-hearted people[2q],

  So that they feel the distress o'er their poorer brethren impending;

  For my mother, your troubles foreboding, gave me a bundle

  Ready prepared for relieving the wants of those who were naked.'

  Then I loosen'd the knots of the cord, and the dressing-gown gave her

  Which belong'd to my father, and gave her some shirts and some linen,

  And she thank'd me with joy and said:—'The fortunate know not

  How 'tis that miracles happen; we only discover in sorrow

  God's protecting finger and hand, extended to beckon

  Good men to good. May your kindness to us by Him be requited.'

  And I saw the poor patient joyfully handling the linen,

  Valuing most of all the soft flannel, the dressing-gown lining.

  Then the maid thus address'd her:—'Now let us haste to the village

  Where our friends are resting, to-night intending to sleep there

  There I will straightway attend to what e'er for the infant is needed.'

  Then she saluted me too, her thanks most heartily giving,

  Drove the oxen, the waggon went on. I lingerd behind them,

  Holding my horses rein'd back, divided between two opinions,

  Whether to hasten ahead, reach the village, the viands distribute

  'Mongst the rest of the people, or give them forthwith to the maiden,

  So that she might herself divide them amongst them with prudence

  Soon I made up my mind, and follow'd after her softly,

  Overtook her without delay, and said to her quickly

  'Maiden, it was not linen alone that my mother provided

  And in the carriage placed, as clothing to give to the naked,

  But she added meat, and many an excellent drink too;

  And I have got quite a stock stow'd away in the boot of the carriage.

  Well, I have taken a fancy the rest of the gifts to deposit

  In your hands, and thus fulfil to the best my commission;

  You will divide them with prudence, whilst I my fate am obeying.'

  Then the maiden replied:—'With faithfulness I will distribute

  All your gifts, and the needy shall surely rejoice at your bounty.'

  Thus she spake, and I hastily open'd the boot of the carriage,

  Took out the hams (full heavy they were) and took out the bread-stuffs,

  Flasks of wine and beer, and handed the whole of them over.

  Gladly would I have given her more, but empty the boot was.

  Straightway she pack'd them away at the feet of the patient, and forthwith

  Started again, whilst I hasten'd back to the town with my horses."


Then when Hermann had ended his story, the garrulous neighbour

  Open'd his mouth and exclaim'd:—"I only deem the man happy

  Who lives alone in his house in these days of flight and confusion,

  Who has neither wife nor children cringing beside him

  I feel happy at present; I hate the title of father;

  Care of children and wife in these days would be a sad drawback.

  Often have I bethought me of flight, and have gather'd together

  All that I deem most precious, the antique gold and the jewels

  Worn by my late dear mother, not one of which has been sold yet.

  Much indeed is left out, that is not so easily carried.

  Even the herbs and the roots, collected with plenty of trouble,

  I should he sorry to lose, though little in value they may be.

  If the dispenser remains, I shall leave my house in good spirits

  If my ready money is saved, and my body, why truly

  All is saved, for a bachelor easily flies when 'tis needed."


"Neighbour," rejoin'd forthwith young Hermann, with emphasis speaking

  "Altogether I differ, and greatly blame your opinions.

  Can that man be deem'd worthy, who both in good and ill fortune

  Thinks alone of himself, and knows not the secret of sharing

  Sorrows and joys with others, and feels no longing to do so?

  I could more easily now than before determine to marry

  Many an excellent maiden needs a husband's protection,

  Many a man a cheerful wife, when sorrow's before him."

Smilingly said then the father:—"I'm pleas'd to hear what you're saying,

  Words of such wisdom have seldom been utter'd by you in my presence.


Then his good mother broke in, in her turn, with vivacity speaking

  "Son, you are certainly right. We parents set the example.

  'Twas not in time of pleasure that we made choice of each other,

  And 'twas the saddest of hours, that knitted us closely together.

Monday morning,—how well I remember! the very day after

  That most terrible fire occurr'd which burnt down the borough,

  Twenty years ago now; the day, like to-day, was a Sunday,

  Hot and dry was the weather, and little available water.

  All the inhabitants, clothed in their festival garments, were walking,

  Scatter'd about in the inns and the mills of the neighbouring hamlets.

  At one end of the town the fire broke out, and the flames ran

  Hastily all through the streets, impell'd by the draught they created.

  And the barns were consumed, where all the rich harvest was gather'd

  And all the streets as far as the market; the dwelling house also

  Of my father hard by was destroy'd, as likewise was this one.

  Little indeed could we save; I sat the sorrowful night through

  On the green of the town, protecting the beds and the boxes.

  Finally sleep overtook me, and when by the cool breeze of morning

  Which dies away when the sun arises I was awaken'd,

  Saw I the smoke and the glow, and the half-consumed walls and the chimneys.

  Then my heart was sorely afflicted; but soon in his glory

  Rose the sun more brilliant than ever, my spirits reviving.

  Then in haste I arose, impell'd the site to revisit

  Where our dwelling had stood, to see if the chickens were living

  Which I especially loved; for childlike I still was by nature.

  But when over the ruins of courtyard and house I was climbing,

  Which still smoked, and saw my dwelling destroy'd and deserted,

  You came up on the other side, the ruins exploring.

  You had a horse shut up in his stall; the still-glowing rafters

  Over it lay, and rubbish, and nought could be seen of the creature.

Over against each other we stood, in doubt and in sorrow,

  For the wall had fallen which used to sever our courtyards;

  And you grasp'd my hand, addressing me softly as follows

  'Lizzy, what here are you doing? Away! Your soles you are burning,

  For the rubbish is hot, and is scorching my boots which are thicker.'

  Then you lifted me up, and carried me off through your courtyard.

  There still stood the gateway before the house, with its arch'd roof,

  Just as it now is standing, the only thing left remaining.

  And you sat me down and kiss'd me, and I tried to stop you,

  But you presently said, with kindly words full of meaning

  'See, my house is destroy'd! Stop here and help me to build it,

  I in return will help to rebuild the house of your father.'

  I understood you not, till you sent to my father your mother,

  And ere long our marriage fulfilid the troth we soon plighted.

  Still to this day I remember with pleasure the half-consumed rafters,

  Still do I see the sun in all his majesty rising,

  For on that day I gain'd my husband; the son of my youth too

  Gained I during that earliest time of the wild desolation.

  Therefore commend I you, Hermann, for having with confidence guileless

  Turn'd towards marriage your thoughts in such a period of mourning,

  And for daring to woo in war and over the ruins.—"


Then the father straightway replied, with eagerness speaking:—

  "Sensible is your opinion, and true is also the story

  Which you have told us, good mother, for so did ev'rything happen.

  But what is better is better. 'Tis not the fortune of all men

  All their life and existence to find decided beforehand;

  All are not doom'd to such troubles as we and others have suffer'd.

O, how happy is he whose careful father and mother

  Have a house ready to give him, which he can successfully manage!

  All beginnings are hard, and most so the landlords profession.

  Numberless things a man must have, and ev'rything daily

  Dearer becomes, so he needs to scrape together more money.

  So I am hoping that you, dear Hermann, will shortly be bringing

  Home to us a bride possessing an excellent dowry,

  For a worthy husband deserves a girl who is wealthy,

  And 'tis a capital thing for the wish'd-for wife to bring with her

  Plenty of suitable articles stow'd in her baskets and boxes.

  Not in vain for years does the mother prepare for her daughter

  Stocks of all kinds of linen, both finest and strongest in texture;

  Not in vain do god-parents give them presents of silver,

  Or the father lay by in his desk a few pieces of money.

  For she hereafter will gladden, with all her goods and possessions,

  That happy youth who is destined from out of all others to choose her.

  Yes! I know how pleasant it makes a house for a young wife,

  When she finds her own property placed in the rooms and the kitchen,

  And when she herself has cover'd the bed and the table.

  Only well-to-do brides should be seen in a house, I consider,

  For a poor one is sure at last to be scorn'd by her husband,

  And he'll deem her a jade who as jade first appear'd with her bundle.

  Men are always unjust, but moments of love are but transient.

  Yes, my Hermann, you greatly would cheer the old age of your father

  If you soon would bring home a daughter-in-law to console me,

  Out of the neighbourhood too,—yes, out of yon dwelling, the green one!

Rich is the man, in truth his trade and his manufactures

  Make him daily richer, for when does a merchant not prosper?

  He has only three daughters; the whole of his wealth they'll inherit.

  True the eldest's already engaged; but then there's the second,

  And the third, who still (not for long) may be had for the asking.

  Had I been in your place, I should not till this time have waited;

  Bring home one of the girls, as I brought your mother before you.


Then, with modesty, answer'd the son his impetuous father

  "Truly my wish was, like yours, to marry one of the daughters

  Of our neighbour. We all, in fact, were brought up together,

  Sported in youthful days near the fountain adjoining the market,

  And from the rudeness of boys I often managed to save them.

  But those days have long pass'd the maidens grew up, and with reason

  Stop now at home and avoid the rougher pastimes of childhood.

  Well brought up with a vengeance they are! To please you, I sometimes

  Went to visit them, just for the sake of olden acquaintance

  But I was never much pleased at holding intercourse with them,

  For they were always finding fault, and I had to bear it

  First my coat was too long, the cloth too coarse, and the colour

  Far too common, my hair was cut and curl'd very badly.

  I at last was thinking of dressing myself like the shop-boys,

  Who are accustom'd on Sundays to show off their persons up yonder,

  And round whose coats in summer half-silken tatters are hanging.

  But ere long I discover'd they only intended to fool me

  This was very annoying, my pride was offended, but more still

  Felt I deeply wounded that they so mistook the good feelings

  Which I cherish'd towards them, especially Minnie, the youngest.

  Well, I went last Easter, politely to pay them a visit,

  And I wore the new coat now hanging up in the closet,

  And was frizzled and curld, like all the rest of the youngsters.

  When I enter'd, they titter'd; but that didn't very much matter.

  Minnie sat at the piano, the father was present amongst them,

  Pleased with his daughter's singing, and quite in a jocular humour.

  Little could I understand of the words in the song she was singing,

  But I constantly heard of Pamina, and then of Tamino,1

  And I fain would express my opinion; so when she had ended,

  I ask'd questions respecting the text, and who were the persons.

  All were silent and smiled; but presently answer'd the father

  'Did you e'er happen, my friend, to hear of Eve or of Adam?'

  Then no longer restrain'd they themselves, the girls burst out laughing,

  All the boys laugh'd loudly, the old man's sides appear'd splitting.

  In my confusion I let my hat fall down, and the titt'ring

  Lasted all the time the singing and playing continued.

  Then I hasten'd home, ashamed and full of vexation,

  Hung up my coat in the closet, and put my hair in disorder

  With my fingers, and swore ne'er again to cross o'er their threshold.

  And I'm sure I was right; for they are all vain and unloving.

  And I hear they're so rude as to give me the nickname Tamino."

Then the mother rejoin'd:—"You're wrong, dear Hermann, to harbour

  Angry feelings against the children, for they are but children.

  Minnie's an excellent girl, and has a tenderness for you;

  Lately she ask'd how you were. Indeed, I wish you would choose her!"


Then the son thoughtfully answer'd:—"I know not why, but the fact is

  My annoyance has graven itself in my mind, and hereafter

  I could not bear at the piano to see her, or list to her singing."


But the father sprang up, and said, in words full of anger

  "Little comfort you give me, in truth! I always have said it,

  When you took pleasure in horses, and cared for nothing but fieldwork;

  That which the servants of prosperous people perform as their duty,

  You yourself do; meanwhile the father his son must dispense with,

  Who in his honour was wont to court the rest of the townsfolk.

  Thus with empty hopes your mother early deceived me,

  When your reading, and writing, and learning at school ne'er succeeded

  Like the rest of the boys, and so you were always the lowest.

  This all comes from a youth not possessing a due sense of honour,

  And not having the spirit to try and raise his position.

  Had my father but cared for me, as I have for you, sir,

  Sent me to school betimes, and given me proper instructors,

  I should not merely have been the host of the famed Golden Lion."


But the son arose, and approach'd the doorway in silence,

  Slowly, and making no noise: but then the father in dudgeon

  After him shouted:—"Be off! I know you're an obstinate fellow!

  Go and look after the business; else I shall scold you severely;

  But don't fancy I'll ever allow you to bring home in triumph

  As my daughter-in-law any boorish impudent hussy.

  Long have I lived in the world, and know how to manage most people,

  Know how to entertain ladies and gentlemen, so that they leave me

  In good humour, and know how to flatter a stranger discreetly.

  But my daughter-in-law must have useful qualities also,

  And be able to soften my manifold cares and vexations.

  She must also play on the piano, that all the best people

  Here in the town may take pleasure in often coming to see us,

  As in the house of our neighbour the merchant happens each Sunday."

  Softly the son at these words raised the latch, and left the apartment.
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Thus did the prudent son escape from the hot conversation,

  But the father continued precisely as he had begun it

  What is not in a man can never come out of him, surely!

  Never, I fear, shall I see fulfill'd my dearest of wishes,

  That my son should be unlike his father, but better.

  What would be the fate of a house or a town, if its inmates

  Did not all take pride in preserving, renewing, improving,

  As we are taught by the age, and by the wisdom of strangers?

  Man is not born to spring out of the ground, just like a mere mushroom,

  And to rot away soon in the very place that produced him!

  Leaving behind him no trace of what he has done in his lifetime.

  One can judge by the look of a house of the taste of its master,

  As on ent'ring a town, one can judge the authorities' fitness.

  For where the towers and walls are falling, where in the ditches

  Dirt is collected, and dirt in every street is seen lying,

  Where the stones come out of their groove, and are not replaced there,

  Where the beams are rotting, and vainly the houses are waiting

  New supports; that town is sure to be wretchedly managed.

  For where order and cleanliness reign not supreme in high places,

  Then to dirt and delay the citizens soon get accustom'd,

  Just as the beggar's accustom'd to wear his cloths full of tatters.

  Therefore I often have wish'd that Hermann would start on his travels

  Ere he's much older, and visit at any rate Strasburg and Frankfort,

  And that pleasant town, Mannheim, so evenly built and so cheerful.

  He who has seen such large and cleanly cities rests never

  Till his own native town, however small, he sees better'd.

  Do not all strangers who visit us praise our well-mended gateways,

  And the well-whited tower, the church so neatly repair'd too?

  Do not all praise our pavements? Our well-arranged cover'd-in conduits,

  Always well furnish'd with water, utility blending with safety,

  So that a fire, whenever it happens, is straightway extinguish'd,—

  Is not this the result of that conflagration so dreadful?

  Six times in Council I superintended the town's works, receiving

  Hearty thanks and assistance from every well-disposed burgher.

  How I design'd, follow'd up, and ensured the completion of measures

  Worthy men had projected, and afterwards left all unfinish'd!

  Finally, every man in the Council took pleasure in working.

  All put forth their exertions, and now they have finally settled

  That new highway to make, which will join our town with the main road.

  But I am greatly afraid that the young generation won't act thus;

  Some on the one hand think only of pleasure and trumpery dresses,

  Others wont stir out of doors, and pass all their time by the fireside,

  And our Hermann, I fear, will always be one of this last sort."


Forthwith to him replied the excellent sensible mother

  "Father, you're always unjust whenever you speak of your son, and

  That is the least likely way to obtain your wishes' fulfillment,

  For we cannot fashion our children after our fancy.

  We must have them and love them, as God has given them to us,

  Bring them up for the best, and let each do as he listeth.

  One has one kind of gift, another possesses another,

  Each one employs them, and each in turn in his separate fashion

  Good and happy becomes. My Hermann shall not be upbraided,

  For I know that he well deserves the wealth he'll inherit;

  He'll be an excellent landlord, a pattern to burghers and peasants,

  And, as I clearly foresee, by no means the last in the Council.

  But with your blame and reproaches, you daily dishearten him sadly,

  As you have done just now, and make the poor fellow unhappy."


Then she left the apartment, and after her son hasten'd quickly,

  Hoping somewhere to find him, and with her words of affection

  Gladden his heart, for he, the excellent son, well deserved it.

  Smilingly, when she had closed the door, continued the father

  "What a wonderful race of people are women and children.

  All of them fain would do whatever pleases their fancy,

  And we're only alow'd to praise them and flatter them freely.

  Once for all there's truth in the ancient proverb which tells us:

  He who moves not forward, goes backward! a capital saying!"


Speaking with much circumspection, the druggist made answer as follows

  "What you say, good neighbour, is certainly true, and my plan is

  Always to think of improvement, provided tho' new, 'tis not costly.

  But what avails it in truth, unless one has plenty of money,

  Active and fussy to he, improving both inside and outside?

  Sadly confined are the means of a burgher; e'en when he knows it,

  Little that's good he is able to do, his purse is too narrow,

  And the sum wanted too great; and so he is always prevented.

  I have had plenty of schemes! but then I was terribly frighten'd

  At the expense, especially during a time of such danger.

  Long had my house smiled upon me, decked out in modish exterior,

  Long had my windows with large panes of glass resplendently glitterd.

  Who can compete with a merchant, however, who, rolling in riches,

  Also knows the manner in which what is best can be purchased?

  Only look at the house up yonder, the new one: how handsome

  Looks the stucco of those white scrolls on the green-colour'd panels!

  Large are the plates of the windows—how shining and brilliant the panes are,

  Quite eclipsing the rest of the houses that stand in the market!

  Yet at the time of the fire, our two were by far the most handsome,

  Mine at the sign of the Angel, and yours at the old Golden Lion.

  Then my garden was famous throughout the whole country, and strangers

  Used to stop as they pass'd and peep through my red-colourd palings

  At my beggars of stone, and at my dwarfs, which were painted,

  He to whom I gave coffee inside my beautiful grotto,

  Which, alas! is now cover'd with dust and tumbling to pieces,

  Used to rejoice in the colour'd glimmering light of the mussels,

  Ranged in natural order around it, and connoisseurs even

  Used with dazzled eyes to gaze at the spars and the coral.

  Then, in the drawing-room, people look'd with delight on the painting,

  Where the prim ladies and gentlemen walked in the garden demurely,

  And with pointed fingers presented the flowers, and held them.

  Ah, if only such things were now to be seen! Little care I

  Now to go out; for everything needs to be alter'd and tasteful,

  As it is call'd; and white are the benches of wood and the palings;

  All things are simple and plain; and neither carving not gilding

  Now are employ'd, and foreign timber is now all the fashion.

  I should be only too pleased to possess some novelty also,

  So as to march with the times, and my household furniture alter.

  But we all are afraid to make the least alteration,

  For who is able to pay the present charges of workmen?

  Lately a fancy possess'd me, the angel Michael, whose figure

  Hangs up over my shop, to treat to a new coat of gilding,

  And the terrible Dragon, who round his feet is entwining;

  But I have left him all brown; as he is; for the cost quite alarm'd me."


IV. Euterpe

(Mother and Son)
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Thus the men discoursed together; and meanwhile the mother

  Went in search of her son,—at first in front of the dwelling

  On the bench of stone, for he was accustom'd to sit there.

  When she found him not there, she went to look in the stable,

  Thinking perchance he was feeding his splendid horses, the stallions

  Which he had bought when foals, and which he entrusted to no one.

  But the servant inform'd her that he had gone to the garden.

  Then she nimbly strode across the long double courtyard,

  Left the stables behind, and the barns all made of good timber,

  Enter'd the garden which stretch'd far away to the walls of the borough,

  Walk'd across it, rejoicing to see how all things were growing,

  Carefully straighten'd the props, on which the apple-tree's branches,

  Heavily loaded, reposed, and the weighty boughs of the pear-tree,

  Took a few caterpillars from off the strong-sprouting cabbage;

  For a bustling woman is never idle one moment.

  In this manner she came to the end of the long-reaching garden,

  Where was the arbour all cover'd with woodbine: she found not her son there,

  Nor was he to be seen in any part of the garden.

  But she found on the latch the door which out of the arbour

  Through the wall of the town had been made by special permission

  During their ancestor's time, the worthy old burgomaster.

  So she easily stepp'd across the dry ditch at the spot where

  On the highway abutted their well-inclosed excellent vineyard.

  Rising steeply upwards, its face tow'rd the sun turn'd directly.

  Up the hill she proceeded, rejoicing, as farther she mounted,

  At the size of the grapes, which scarcely were hid by the foliage.

  Shady and well-cover'd in, the middle walk at the top was,

  Which was ascended by steps of rough flat pieces constructed.

  And within it were hanging fine chasselas and muscatels also,

  And a reddish-blue grape, of quite an exceptional bigness,

  All with carefulness planted, to give to their guests after dinner.

  But with separate stems the rest of the vineyard was planted,

  Smaller grapes producing, from which the finest wine made is.

  So she constantly mounted, enjoying in prospect the autumn.

  And the festal day, when the neighbourhood met with rejoicing,

  Picking and treading the grapes, and putting the must in the wine-vats,

  Every corner and nook resounding at night with the fireworks,

  Blazing and cracking away, due honour to pay to the harvest.

  But she uneasy became, when she in vain had been calling

  Twice and three times her son, and when the sole answer that reach'd her

  Came from the garrulous echo which out of the town towers issued.

  Strange it appear'd to have to seek him; he never went far off,

  (As he before had told her) in order to ward off all sorrow

  From his dear mother, and her forebodings of coming disaster.

  But she still was expecting upon the highway to find him,

  For the doors at the bottom, like those at the top, of the vineyard

  Stood wide open; and so at length she enter'd the broad field

  Which, with its spreading expanse, o'er the whole of the hill's back extended.

  On their own property still she proceeded, greatly rejoicing

  At their own crops, and at the corn which nodded so bravely,

  Over the whole field in golden majesty waving.

  Then on the border between the fields she follow'd the footpath,

  Keeping her eye on the pear-tree fix'd, the big one, which standing

  Perch'd by itself on the top of the hill, their property bounded.

  Who had planted it, no one knew; throughout the whole country

  Far and wide was it visible; noted also its fruit was.

  Under its shadow the reaper ate his dinner at noonday,

  And the herdsman was wont to lie, when tending his cattle.

  Benches made of rough stones and of turf were placed all about it.

  And she was not mistaken; there sat her Hermann and rested

  On his arm he was leaning, and seem'd to be looking cross country

  Tow'rds the mountains beyond; his back was turn'd to his mother.

  Softly creeping up, she lightly tapp'd on his shoulder;

  And he hastily turn'd; she saw that his eyes full of tears were.
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