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APPENDIXES

A Selected poems

Poem I: Alone

From childhood’s hour I have not been
As others were—I have not seen

As others saw—I could not bring

My passions from a common spring—
From the same source | 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—

Poem I1: A Dream within a Dream

Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow —
You are not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet if hope has flown away
Ina night, or in a day,

Ina vision, or in none,

Is it therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.
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| stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,
And | hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand —
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While | weep — while | weep!
O God! Can I not grasp

Them with a tighter clasp?

O God! can | not save

One from the pitiless wave?

Is all that we see or seem

But a dream within a dream?

Poem I11: Lenore

Ah broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown forever!

Let the bell toll!--a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river;

And, Guy De Vere, hast thou no tear?--weep now or never more!
See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore!
Comel! let the burial rite be read--the funeral song be sung!--

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young--

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.

"Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for her pride,
"And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her--that she died!
"How shall the ritual, then, be read?--the requiem how be sung
"By you--by yours, the evil eye,--by yours, the slanderous tongue
"That did to death the innocent that died, and died so young?"

Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel so wrong!

The sweet Lenore hath "gone before,” with Hope, that flew beside
Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy bride--
For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies,

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes--

The life still there, upon her hair--the death upon her eyes.

"Avaunt! to-night my heart is light. No dirge will I upraise,

"But waft the angel on her flight with a Peean of old days!

"Let no bell toll!--lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed mirth,
"Should catch the note, as it doth float up from the damnéd Earth.
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"To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost is riven--
"From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven--
"From grief and groan, to a golden throne, beside the King of Heaven."

Poem 1V: Eldorado

Gaily bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old—
This knight so bold—
And o’er his heart a shadow—
Fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow—
‘Shadow,’ said he,
‘Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?’

‘Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,
Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,’
The shade replied,—
‘If you seek for Eldorado!’

Source : Edgar Allan Poe’s Complete Poetical Works Edited by John H. Ingram

B. Biography of Edgar Allan Poe
Edgar Allan Poe (born January 19, 1809, Boston, Massachusetts, U.S.—
died October 7, 1849, Baltimore, Maryland) was an American short-story writer,

poet, critic, and editor who is famous for his cultivation of mystery and
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https://www.britannica.com/place/Boston
https://www.britannica.com/place/Massachusetts
https://www.britannica.com/place/Baltimore

the macabre. His tale “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” (1841) initiated the
modern detective story, and the atmosphere in his tales of horror is unrivaled in
American fiction. His “The Raven” (1845) numbers among the best-known
poems in the national literature.Poe’s work owes much to the concern
of Romanticism with the occult and the satanic. It owes much also to his own
feverish dreams, to which he applied a rare faculty of shaping plausible fabrics
out of impalpable materials. With an air of objectivity and spontaneity, his
productions are closely dependent on his own powers of imagination and an
elaborate technique. His keen and sound judgment as an appraiser of
contemporary literature, his idealism and musical gift as a poet, his dramatic art
as a storyteller, considerably appreciated in his lifetime, secured him a
prominent place among universally known men of letters.

The outstanding fact in Poe’s character is a strange duality. The wide
divergence of contemporary judgments on the man seems almost to point to the
coexistence of two persons in him. With those he loved he was gentle and
devoted. Others, who were the butt of his sharp criticism, found him irritable and
self-centred and went so far as to accuse him of lack of principle. Much of Poe’s
best work is concerned with terror and sadness, but in ordinary circumstances
the poet was a pleasant companion. He talked brilliantly, chiefly of literature,
and read his own poetry and that of others in a voice of surpassing beauty. He
admired Shakespeare and Alexander Pope. He had a sense of humour,

apologizing to a visitor for not keeping a pet raven.
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https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/macabre
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52



