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Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) 
Selected Poems 
 
“Dream-Land” 
 
     By a route obscue and lonely,        1 
     Haunted by ill angels only, 
     Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT, 
     On a black throne reigns upright, 
     I have reached these lands by newly       5 
     From an ultimate dim Thule— 
From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, 
          Out of SPACE—out of TIME. 
 
     Bottomless vales and boundless floods, 
     And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods,      10 
     With forms that no man can discover 
     For the tears that drip all over; 
     Mountains toppling evermore 
     Into seas without a shore; 
     Seas that restlessly aspire,        15 
     Surging, unto skies of fire; 
     Lakes that endlessly outspread 
     Their lone waters—lone and dead,—  
     Their still waters—still and chilly 
     With the snows of the lolling lily.       20 
 
     By the lakes that thus outspread 
     Their lone waters, lone and dead,— 
     Their sad waters, sad and chilly 
     With the snows of the lolling lily,— 
     By the mountains—near the river       25 
     Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,— 
     By the grey woods,—by the swamp 
     Where the toad and the new encamp,— 
     By the dismal tarns and pools 
          Where dwell the Ghouls,—        30 
     By each spot the most unholy— 
     In each nook most melancholy,— 
     There the traveller meets, aghast, 
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     Sheeted Memories of the Past— 
     Shrouded forms that start and sigh       35 
     As they pass the wanderer by— 
     White-robed forms of friends long given, 
     In agony, to the Earth—and Heaven. 
 
     For the heart whose woes are legion 
     ‘Tis a peaceful, soothing region—       40 
     For the spirit that walks in shadow 
     ‘Tis—oh ‘tis an Eldorado! 
     But the traveller, travelling through it, 
     May not—dare not openly view it; 
     Never its mysteries are exposed       45 
     To the weak human eye unclosed; 
     So wills its King, who hath forbid 
     The uplifted of the fringéd lid; 
     And thus the sad Soul that here passes 
     Beholds it but through darkened glasses.      50 
 
     By a route obscue and lonely,        
     Haunted by ill angels only, 
     Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT, 
     On a black throne reigns upright, 
     I have wandered home but newly       55 
     From this ultimate dim Thule.        56 
 
 
 
 
“The Bells” 
 
I 
               Hear the sledges with the bells—      1 
                         Silver bells! 
What a world of merriment their melody foretells! 
               How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
                    In the icy air of night!        5 
               While the stars that oversprinkle 
               All the Heavens, seem to twinkle 
                    With a crystalline delight; 
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          Keeping time, time, time, 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme,        10 
To the tintinabulation that so musically wells 
     From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
                         Bells, bells, bells— 
                    From the jingling and the tinking of the bells. 
 
II 
               Hear the mellow wedding bells—      15 
                         Golden bells! 
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells! 
               Through the balmy air of night 
               How they ring out their delight!— 
                    From the molten-golden notes      20 
                         And all in tune, 
                    What a liquid ditty float 
          To the turtle-dove that listens while she gloats 
                         On the moon! 
                    Oh, from out the sounding cells      25 
What a gush of euphony volumniously wells! 
                         How it swells! 
                         How it dwells 
                    On the Future!—how it tells 
                    Of the rapture that impels       30 
               To the swinging and the ringing 
                    Of the bells, bells, bells!— 
               Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
                    Bells, bells, bells— 
               To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!     35 
 
III 
               Hear the loud alarum bells— 
                         Brazen bells! 
What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells! 
               In the startled ear of Night 
               How they scream out their affright!      40 
                    Too much horrified to speak, 
                    They can only shriek, shriek, 
                         Out of tune, 
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In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire— 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,     50 
                    Leaping higher, higher, higher, 
                    With a desperate desire 
               And a resolute endeavor 
               Now—now to sit, or never, 
          By the side of the pale-faced moon.      55 
                    Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 
                    What a tale their terror tells 
                         Of despair! 
               How they clang and clash and roar! 
               What a horror they outpour       60 
          In the bosom of the palpitating air! 
                    Yet the ear, it fully knows, 
                         By the twanging 
                         And the clanging, 
                    How the danger ebbs and flows:—      65 
               Yes, the ear distinctly tells, 
                         In the jangling 
                         And the wrangling, 
               How the danger sinks and swells, 
By the sinking of the swelling in the anger of the bells—    70 
                         Of the bells— 
               Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
                         Bells, bells, bells— 
                    In the clamor and the clangor of the bells. 
 
IV 
               Hear the tolling of the bells—       75 
                         Iron bells! 
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels! 
               In the silence of the night 
               How we shiver with affright 
          At the melancholy meaning of the tone!      80 
               For every sound that floats 
               From the rust within their throats 
                         Is a groan. 
                    And the people—ah, the people 
                    They that dwell up in the steeple      85 
                         All alone, 
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               And who, tolling, tolling, tolling, 
                    In that muffled monotone, 
               Feel a glory in so rolling 
                    On the human heart a stone—      90 
          They are neither man nor woman— 
          They are neither brute nor human, 
                         They are Ghouls:— 
          And their king it is who tolls:— 
          And he rolls, rolls, rolls, rolls       95 
                    A Pæan from the bells! 
               And his merry bosom swells 
                    With the Pæan of the bells! 
               And he dances and he yells; 
          Keeping time, time, time,        100 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
                    To the Pæan of the bells— 
                         Of the bells:— 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme,        105 
                    To the throbbing of the bels— 
          Of the bells, bells, bells— 
                    To the sobbing of the bells:— 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
                    As he knells, knells, knells,       110 
          In a happy Runic rhyme, 
                    To the tolling of the bells— 
          Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
                    Bells, bells, bells— 
     To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.     115 
 
 
“Annabel Lee” 
 
It was many and many a year ago,       1 
     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     5 
     Than to love and be loved by me. 
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She was a child and I 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—        10 
With a love that the wingéd seraphs of 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 by night       15 
     Chilling my 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.        20 
 
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, chilling      25 
     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       30 
     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;        35 
And the stars never rise but I see 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 sepulcre there by the sea—       40 
     In her tomb by the side of the sea.       41 


