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A Dream Within a Dream


To Helen

Edgar Allan Poe
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Take this kiss upon the brow!



Helen, thy beauty is to me

And, in parting from you now,


Like those Nycean barks of yore,

Thus much let me avow –



That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,

You are not wrong, who deem


The weary, wayworn wanderer bore

That my days have been a dream;


To his own native shore.

Yet if hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,




On desperate seas long wont to roam,

In a vision, or in none,



Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,

Is it therefore the less gone?



Thy Naiad airs have brought me home

All that we see or seem



To the glory that was Greece

Is but a dream within a dream.


And the grandeur that was Rome.

I stand amid the roar




Lo!  In yon brilliant window-niche

Of a surf-tormented shore,



How statue-like I see thee stand,

And I hold within my hand



The agate lamp within thy hand!

Grains of the golden sand –



Ah, Psyche, from the regions which

How few!  Yet how they creep


Are Holy Land!

Through my fingers to the deep,

While I weep – while I weep!



Childhood

O God!  Can I not grasp
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Them with a tighter clasp?

O God!  Can I not save



From childhood’s hour I have not been

One from the pitiless wave?



As others were – I have not seen

Is all that we see or seem



As others saw – I could not bring

But a dream within a dream?



My passions from a common spring –








From the same source I have not taken








My sorrow – I could not awaken








My heart to joy at the same tone –








And all I lov’d – I lov’d alone –








Then – in my childhood – in the dawn








Of a most stormy life – was drawn








From ev’ry depth of good and ill








The mystery which binds me still –








From the torrent, or the fountain –








From the red cliff of the mountain –








From the sun that ‘round me roll’d








In its autumn tint of gold –








From the lightning in the sky








As it pass’d me flying by –








From the thunder, and the storm –








And the cloud that took the form








(When the rest of heaven was blue)








Of a demon in my view!

Dreams
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Oh!  That my life were a lasting dream!





My spirit not awak’ning till the beam







Of an Eternity should bring the morrow.

Yes!  Tho’ that long dream were of hopeless sorrow,

‘Twere better than the cold reality

Of waking life, to him whose heart must be,

And hath been still, upon the lovely earth,

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth.

But should it be – that dream eternally

Continuing – as dreams have been to me

In my young boyhood – should it thus be giv’n,

‘Twere folly still to hope for higher Heav’n.

For I have revell’d, when the sun was bright

I’ the summer’s sky, in dreams of living light

And loveliness – have left my very heart

In climes of mine imagining, apart

From mine own home, with beings that have been

Of mine own thought – what more could I have seen?

‘T was once – and only once – and the wild hour

From my remembrance shall not pass – some pow’r

Or spell had bound me – ‘twas the chilly wind

Came o’er me in the night, and left behind

Its image on my spirit – or the moon

Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon

Too coldly – or the stars – howe’er it was,

That dream was as that night-wind – let it pass.

I have been happy, tho’ but in a dream.

I have been happy – and I love the theme:

Dreams!  In their vivid coloring of life,

As in that fleeting, shadowy, misty strife

Of semblance with reality which brings 

To the delirious eye, more lovely things

Of Paradise and Love – and all our own!

Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known.

To __________
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I heed not that my earthly lot






Hath – little of Earth in it –





That years of love have been forgot





In the hatred of a minute –




I mourn not that the desolate






Are happier, sweet, than I

But that you sorrow for my fate


Who am a passer by.

To F_________
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Beloved!  Amid the earnest woes


That crowd around my earthly path –

(Drear path, alas!  Where grows

Not even one lonely rose) –


My soul at least a solace hath

In dreams of thee, and therein knows 

An Eden of bland repose.

And thus thy memory is to me


Like some enchanted far-off isle

In some tumultuous sea –

Some ocean throbbing far and free


With storms – but where meanwhile

Serenest skies continually

Just o’er that one bright island smile.

To F________s S. O________d
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Thou wouldst be loved? – Then let my heart


From its present pathway part not!

Being everything which now thou art,


Be nothing which thou art not.

So with the world thy gentle ways,


Thy grace, thy more than beauty,

Shall be an endless theme of praise,


And love – a simple duty.

Sonnet – To My Mother
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Because I feel that, in the Heavens above,

The angels, whispering to one another,

Can find, among their burning terms of love,

None so devotional as that of “Mother,”

Therefore by that sweet name I long have called you –

You who are more than mother unto me,

And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you

In setting my Virginia’s spirit free.

My mother – my own mother, who died early,

Was but the mother of myself; but you

Are mother to the one I loved so dearly,

And thus are dearer than the mother I knew

By that infinity with which my wife

Was dearer to my soul than its soul-life.

Serenade
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So sweet the hour, so calm the time,

I feel it more than half a crime,

When Nature sleeps and stars are mute,

To mar the silence ev’n with lute.

At rest on ocean’s brilliant dyes

An image of Elysium lies:

Seven Pleiades entranced in Heaven,

Form in the deep another seven:

Endymion nodding from above

Sees in the sea a second love.

Within the valleys dim and brown,

And on the spectral mountain’s crown,

The wearied light is dying down,

And earth, and stars, and sea, and sky

Are redolent of sleep, as I 

Am redolent of thee and thine

Enthralling love, my Adeline.

But list, O list – so soft and low

Thy lover’s voice tonight shall flow,

That, scarce awake, thy soul shall deem

My words the music of a dream.

Thus, while no single sound too rude

Upon thy slumber shall intrude,

Our thoughts, our souls – O God above!

In every deed shall mingle – LOVE!

Annabel Lee

Annabel Lee
Annabel Lee

Annabel Lee
Annabel Lee.  
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It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

By the name of Annabel Lee; — 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought

Than to love and be loved by me. 

  

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea;

But we loved with a love that was more than love — 

I and my Annabel Lee — 

With a love that the wingéd seraphs in Heaven

Coveted her and me. 

  

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling

My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her high-born kinsmen came

And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre,

In this kingdom by the sea. 

  

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,

Went envying her and me — 

Yes! — that was the reason (as all men know,

In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

  

But our love it was stronger by far than the love

Of those who were older than we — 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in Heaven above,

Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: — 

  

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: — 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride,

In her sepulchre there by the sea — 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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