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TO THE READER

THE late EDGAR ALLAN POE, who was the husband of my only daughter, the son of my eldest
brother, and more than a son to myself, in his long-continued and affectionate observance of
every duty me,—under an impression that he might be called suddenly from the world, (just
before he left his home in Fordham, for the last time, on the 29th of June, 1849) requests that
Rev. Rufus W. Griswold should act as his literary Executor, and superintend the publication
of his works;—and that N. P. Wills, Esqg., should write such observations upon his life and
character, that he might deem suitable to address to thinking men, in vindication of his

memory.

These requests he made with hesitation, and with confidence that they would be fulfilled,
from his knowledge of these gentlemen; and he many times expressed a gratification of such
an opportunity of decidedly and unequivocally certifying his respect for the literary judgment
and integrity of Mr. Griswold, with whom his personal relations, on account of some unhappy

misunderstanding, had for years been interrupted.

In this edition of my son's works, which is published for my benefit, it is a great pleasure for
me to thank Mr. Griswold and Mr. Willis for their prompt fulfilment of the wishes of the
dying poet, in labors, which demanded much time and attention, and which they have
performed without any other recompense than the happiness which rewards acts of duty and
kindness. | add to these expressions of gratitude to them, my acknowledgments to J. R.

Lowell, Esquire, for his notices of Mr. Poe's genius and writings which are here published.

MARIA CLEMM.



EDGAR A. POE

BY JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL.

THE situation of American literature is anomalous. It has no centre, or, if it have, it is like that
of the sphere of Hermes. It is divided into many systems, each revolving round its several sun,
and often presenting to the rest only the faint glimmer of a milk-and-water way. Our capital
city, unlike London or Paris, is not a great central heart, from which life and vigor radiate to
the extremities, but resembles more an isolated umbilicus, stuck down as near as may be to
the centre of the land, and seeming rather to tell a legend of former usefulness than to serve
any present need. Boston, New York, Philadelphia, each has its literature almost more distinct
than those of the different dialects of Germany; and the Young Queen of the West has also
one of her own, of which some articulate rumor barely has reached us dwellers by the
Atlantic.

Perhaps there is no task more difficult than the just criticism of cotemporary literature. It is
even more grateful to give praise where it is needed than where it is deserved, and friendship
so often seduces the iron stylus of justice into a vague flourish, that she writes what seems
rather like an epitaph than a criticism. Yet if praise be given as an alms, we could not drop so
poisonous a one into any man's hat. The critic's ink may suffer equally from too large an
infusion of nutgalls or of sugar. But it is easier to be generous than to be just, and we might
readily put faith in that fabulous direction to the hiding-place of truth, did we judge from the

amount of water which we usually find mixed with it.

Remarkable experiences are usually confined to the inner life of imaginative men, but Mr.
Poe's biography. displays a vicissitude and peculiarity of interest such as is rarely met with.
The offspring of a romantic marriage, and left an orphan at an early age, he was adopted by
Mr. Allan, a wealthy Virginian, whose barren marriage-bed seemed the warranty of a large
estate to the young poet. Having received a classical education in England, he returned home
and entered the University of Virginia, where, after an extravagant course, followed by
reformation at the last extremity, ha was graduated with the highest honors of his ciass. Then
came a boyish attempt to join the fortunes of the insurgent Greeks, which ended at St.
Petersburg, where he got into difficulties through want of a passport, from which he was

rescued by the Americam consul, and sent home. He now entered the military academy at



West Point, from which he obtained a dismissal on hearing of the birth of a son to his adopted
father, by a second marriage, an event which cut off his expectations as an heir. The death of
Mr. Allan, in whose will his nature was not mentioned, soon after relieved him of all doubt in
this regard, and he committed himself at once to authorship for a support. Previously to this,
however, he had published (in 1827) a small volume of poems, which soon ran through three
editions, and excited high expectations of its author's future distinction in the minds of many

competent judges.

That no certain augury can be drawn from a poet's earliest lispings there are instances enough
to prove. Shakspeare's first poems, though brimful of vigor and youth and picturesqueness,
give but a very faint promise of the directness, condensation and overflowing moral of his
maturer works. Perhaps, however, Shakspeare is hardly a case in point, his "Venus and
Adonis" having been published, we believe, in his twenty-sixth year. Milton's Latin verses
show tenderness, a fine eye for nature, and a delicate appreciation of classic models, but give
no hint of the author of a new style in poetry. Pope's youthful pieces have all the sing-song,
wholly unrelieved by the glittering malignity and eloquent irreligion of his later productions.
Collins' callow namby-pamby died and gave no sign of the vigorous and original genius
which he afterwards displayed. We have never thought that the world lost more in the
"marvellous boy," Chatterton, than a very ingenious imitator of obscure and antiquated
dulness. Where he becomes original (as it is called) the interest of ingenuity ceases and he
becomes stupid. Kirke White's promises were endorsed by the respectable name of Mr.
Southey, but surely with no authority from Apollo. They have the merit of a traditional piety,
which, to our mind, if uttered at all, had been less objectionable in the retired closet of a diary,
and in the sober raiment of prose. They do not clutch hold of the memory with the drowning
pertinacity of Watts; neither have they the interest of his occasional simple, lucky beauty.
Burns having fortunately been rescued by his humble station from the contaminating society
of the "best models™ wrote well and naturally from the first. Had he been unfortunate enough
to have had an educated taste, we should have had a series of poems from which, as from his
letters, we could sift here and there a kernel from the mass of chaff. Coleridge's youthful
efforts give no promise whatever of that poetical genius which produced at once the wildest,
tenderest, most origin and most purely imaginative poems of modern times. Byron's "Hours of
Idleness" would never find a reader except from an intrepid and indefatigable curiosity. In
Wordsworth's first preludings there is but a dim foreboding of the creator of an era. From

Southey's early poems, a safer augury might have been drawn. They show the patient



investigator, the close student of history, and the unwearied explorer of the beauties of
predecessors, but they give no assurances of a man who should add aught to stock of
household words, or to the rarer and more sacred delights of the fire-side or the arbor. The
earliest specimens of Shelley's poetic mind already, also, give tokens of that ethereal!
sublimation in which the spirit seems to soar above the regions of words, but leaves its body,
the verse, to be entombed, without hope of resurrection, in a mass of them. Cowley is
generally instanced as a wonder of precocity. But his early insipidities show only a capacity
for rnyming and for the metrical arrangement of certain conventional combinations of words,
a capacity wholly dependent on a delicate physical organization, and an unhappy memory. An
early poem is only remarkable when it displays an effort of reason, and the rudest verses in
which we can trace some conception of the ends of poetry, are worth all the miracles of
smooth juvenile versification. A school-boy, one would say, might acquire the regular see-

saw of Pope merely by an association with the motion of the play-ground tilt.

Mr. Poe's early productions show that he could see through the verse to the spirit beneath, and
that he already had a feeling that all the life and grace of the one must depend on and be
modulated by the will of the other. We call them the most remarkable boyish poems that we
have ever read. We know of none that can compare with them for maturity of purpose, and a
nice understanding of the effects of language and metre. Such pieces are only valuable when
they display what we can only express by the contradictory phrase of innate experience. We
copy one of the shorter poems, written when the author was only fourteen. There is a little
dimness in the filling up, but the grace and symmetry of the outline are such as few poets ever
attain. There is a smack of ambrosia about it.

TO HELEN.

Helen, thy beauty is to me

Like those Nicean barks of yore
That gently, o'er a perfumed sea,
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore

To his own native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home



To the glory that was Greece

And the grandeur that was Rome.

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I see thee stand!
The agate lamp within thy hand,
Ah! Psyche, from the regions which
Are Holy Land!

It is the tendency of the young poet that impresses us. Here is no "withering scorn,” no heart
"blighted” ere it has safely got into its teens, none of the drawing-room sansculotism which
Byron had brought into vogue. All is lympid and serene, with a pleasant dash of the Greek
Helicon in it. The melody of the whole, too, is remarkable. It is not of that kind which can be
demonstrated arithmetically upon the tips of the fingers. It is of that finer sort which the inner
ear alone can estimate. It seems simple, like a Greek column, because of its perfection. In a
poem named "Ligeia," under which title he intended to personify the music of nature, our

boy-poet gives us the following exquisite picture:

Ligeia! Ligeia!

My beautiful one,
Whose harshest idea
Will to melody run,
Say, is it thy will,

On the breezes to toss,
Or, capriciously still,
Like the lone albatross,
Incumbent on night,
As she on the air,

To keep watch with delight
On the harmony there?

John Neal, himself a man of genius, and whose lyre has been too long capriciously silent,
appreciated the high merit of these and similar passages, and drew a proud horoscope for their

author.



Mr. Poe had that indescribable something which men have agreed to call genius. No man
could ever tell us precisely what it is, and yet there is none who is not inevitably aware of its
presence and its power. Let talent writhe and contort itself as it may, it has no such
magnetism. Larger of bone and sinew it may be, but the wings are wanting. Talent sticks fast
to earth, and its most perfect works have still one foot of clay. Genius claims kindred with the
very workings of Nature herself, so that a sunset shall seem like a quotation from Dante or
Milton, and if Shakspeare be read in the very presence of the sea itself, his verses shall but
seem nobler for the sublime criticism of ocean. Talent may make friends for itself but only
genius can give to its creations the divine power of winning love and veneration. Enthusiasm
cannot cling to what itself is unenthusiastie, nor will he ever have disciples who has not
himself impulsive zeal enough to be a disciple. Great wits are allied to madness only
inasmuch as they are possessed and carried away by their demon, while talent keeps him, as
Paracelsus did, securely prisoned in the pommel of its sword. To the eye of genius, the veil of
the spiritual world is ever rent asunder, that it may perceive the ministers of good and evil
who throng continually around it. No man of mere talent ever flung his inkstand at the devil.

When we say that Mr. Poe had genius, we do not mean to say that he has produced evidence
of the highest. But to say that he possesses it at all is to say that he needs only zeal, industry,
and a reverence for the trust reposed in him, to achieve the proudest triumphs and the greenest
laurels. If we may believe the Longinuses and Aristotles of our newspapers, we have quite too
many geniuses of the loftiest order to render a place among them at all desirable, whether for
its hardness of attainment or its seclusion. The highest peak of our Parnassus is, according to
these gentlemen, by far the most thickly settled portion of the country, a circumstance which
must make it an uncomfortable residence for individuals of a poetical temperament, if love of

solitude be, as immemorial tradition asserts, a necessary part of their idiosyncrasy.

Mr. Poe has two of the prime qualities of genius, a faculty of vigorous yet minute analysis,
and a wonderful fecundity of imagination. The first of these faculties is as needful to the artist
in words, as a knowledge of anatomy is to the artist in colors or in stone. This enables him to
conceive truly, to maintain a proper relation of parts, and to draw a correct outline, while the
second groups, fills up, and colors. Both of these Mr. Poe has displayed with singular
distinctness in his prose works, the last predominating in his earlier tales, and the first in his
later ones. In judging of the merit of an author, and assigning him his niche among our

household gods, we have a right to regard him from our own point of view, and to measure



him by our own standard. But, in estimating the amount of power displayed in his works, we
must be governed by his own design, and, placing them by the side of his own ideal, find how
much is wanting. We differ from Mr. Poe in his opinions of the objects of art. He esteems that
object to be the creation of Beauty, and perhaps it is only in the definition of that word that we
disagree with him. But in what we shall say of his writings, we shall take his own standard as
our guide. The temple of the god of song is equally accessible from every side, and there is
room enough in it for all who bring offerings, or seek an oracle.

In his tales, Mr. Poe has chosen to exhibit his power chiefly in that dim region which stretches
from the very utmost limits of the probable into the weird confines of superstition and
unreality. He combines in a very remarkable manner two faculties which are seldom found
united; a power of influencing the mind of the reader by the impalpable shadows of master,
and a minuteness of detail which doe not leave a pin or a button unnoticed. Both are, in truth,
the natural results of the predominating quality of his mind, to which we have before alluded,
analysis. It is this which distinguishes the artist. His mind at once reaches forward to the
effect to be produced. Having resolved to bring about certain emotions in the reader, he makes
all subordinate parts tend strictly to the common centre. Even his mystery is mathematical to
his own mind. To him x is a known quantity all along. In any picture that he paints, he
understands the chemical properties of all his colors. However vague some of his figures may
seem, however formless the shadows, to him the outline is as clear and distinct as that of a
geometrical diagram. For this reason Mr. Poe has no sympathy with Mysticism. The Mystic
dwells in the mystery, is enveloped with it; it colors all his thoughts; it affects his optic nerve
especially, and the commonest things get a rainbow edging from it. Mr. Poe, on the other

hand, is a spectator ab extra. He analyzes, he dissects, he watches

—— "with an eye serene,

The very pulse of the machine,”

for such it practically is to him, with wheels and cogs and piston-rods, all working to produce

a certain end.

This analyzing tendency of his mind balances the poetical, and, by giving him the patience to
be minute, enables him to throw a wonderful reality into his most unreal fancies. A
monomania he paints with great power. He loves to dissect one of these cancers of the mind,

and to trace all the subtle ramifications of its roots. In raising images of horror, also, he has



strange success conveying to us sometimes by a dusky hint some terrible doubt which is the
secret of all horror. He leaves to imagination the task of finishing the picture, a task to which
only she is competent.

"For much imaginary work was there;
Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,
That for Achilles' image stood his spear
Grasped in an armed hand; himself behind

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind."”

Beside the merit of conception, Mr. Poe's writings have also that of form. His style is highly
highly finished, graceful, and truly classical. It would be hard to find a living author who had
displayed such varied powers. As an example of his style we would refer to one of his tales,
"The House of Usher," in the first volume of his "Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque.” It
has a singular charm for us, and we think that no one could read it without being strongly
moved by its serene and sombre beauty. Had its author written nothing else, it would alone
have been enough to stamp him as a man of genius, and the master of a classic style. In this
tale occurs, perhaps, the most beautiful of his poems.

The great masters of imagination have seldom resorted to the vague and the unreal as sources
of effect. They have not used dread and horror alone, but only in combination with other
qualities, as means of subjugating the fancies of their readers. The loftiest muse has ever a
household and fireside charm about her. Mr. Poe's secret lies mainly in the skill with which he
has employed the strange fascination of mystery and terror. In this his success is so great and
striking as to deserve name of art, not artifice. We cannot call his materials the noblest or
purest, but we must concede to him the highest merit of construction.

As a critic, Mr. Poe was @sthetically deficient. Unerring in his analysis of dictions, metres,
and plots, he seemed wanting in the faculty of perceiving the profounder ethics of art. His
criticisms are, however, distinguished for scientific precision and coherence of logic. They
have the exactness, and at the same time, the coldness of mathematical demonstrations. Yet
they stand in strikingly refreshing contrast with the vague generalisms and sharp personalities
of the day. If deficient in warmth, they are also without the heat of partizanship. They are
especially valuable as illustrating the great truth, too generally overlooked, that analytic

power is a subordinate quality of the critic.



On the whole, it may be considered certain that Mr. Poe has attained an individual eminence
in our literature, which he will keep. He has given proof of power and originality. He has
done that which could only be done once with success or safety, and the imitation or

repetition or which would produce weariness.

1. The following notice of Mr. Poe's life and works was written at his own request, five
years ago, and accompanied a portrait of him published in Graham's Magazine for

February, 1845. It is here reprinted with a few alterations and omissions.

DEATH OF EDGAR A. POE

BY N. P. WILLIS.

THE ancient fable of two antagonistic spirits imprisoned in one body, equally powerful and
having the complete mastery by turns—of one man, that is to say, inhabited by both a devil
and an angel—seems to have been realized, if all we hear is true, in the character of the
extraordinary man whose name we have written above. Our own impression of the nature of
Edgar A. Poe, differs in some important degree, however, from that which has been generally
conveyed in the notices of his death. Let us, before telling what we personally know of him,
copy a graphic and highly finished portraiture, from the pen of Dr. Rufus W. Griswold, which

appeared in a recent number of the Tribune:—

"EDGAR ALLAN POE is dead. He died in Baltimore on Sunday, October 7th. This
announcement will startle many, but few will be grieved by it. The poet was well known,
personally or by reputation, in all this country; he had readers in England, and in several states
of Continental Europe; but he had few or no friends; and the regrets for his death will be
suggested principally by the consideration that in him literary art lost one of its most brilliant

but erratic stars."

"His conversation was at times almost supra-mortal in its eloquence. His voice was modulated

with astonishing skill, and his large and variably expressive eyes looked repose or shot fiery



tumult into theirs who listened, while his own face glowed, or was changeless in pallor, as his
imagination quickened his blood or drew it back frozen to his heart. His imagery was from the
worlds which no mortal can see but with the vision of genius.—Suddenly starting from a
proposition, exactly and sharply defined, in terms of utmost simplicity and clearness, he
rejected the forms of customary logic, and by a crystalline process of accretion, built up his
ocular demonstrations in forms of gloomiest and ghastliest grandeur, or in those of the most
airy and delicious beauty—so minutely and distinctly, yet so rapidly, that the attention which
was Yielded to him was chained till it stood among his wonderful creations—till he himself
dissolved the spell, and brought his hearers back to common and base existence, by vulgar

fancies or exhibitions of the ignoblest passion.

"He was at all times a dreamer—dwelling in ideal realms—in heaven or hell—peopled with
the creatures and the accidents of his brain. He walked the streets, in madness or melancholy,
with lips moving in indistinct curses, or with eyes upturned in passionate prayer, (never for
himself, for he felt, or professed to feel, that he was already damned, but) for their happiness
who at the moment were objects of his idolatry;—or, with his glances introverted to a heart
gnawed with anguish, and with a face shrouded in gloom, he would brave the wildest storms;
and all night, with drenched garments and arms beating the winds and rains, would speak as if
to spirits that at such times only could be evoked by him from the Aidenn, close by whose
portals his disturbed soul sought to forget the ills to which his constitution subjected him—
close by the Aidenn where were those he loved—the Aidenn which he might never see, but in
fitful glimpses, as its gates opened to receive the less fiery and more happy natures whose
destiny to sin did not involve the doom of death.

"He seemed, except when some fitful pursuit subjugated his will and engrossed his faculties,
always to bear the memory of some controlling sorrow. The remarkable poem of The Raven
was probly much more nearly than has been supposed, even by those who were very intimate

with him, a reflection and an echo of his own history. He was that bird's

unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his song one burden bore—

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of 'Never—never more."'



"Every genuine author in a greater or less degree leaves in his works, whatever their design,
traces of his personal character: elements of his immortal being, in which the individual
survives the person. While we read the pages of the Fall of the House of Usher, or of
Mesmeric Revelations, we see in the solemn and stately gloom which invests one, and in the
subtle metaphysical analysis of both, indications of the idiosycracies—of what was most
remarkable and peculiar—in the author's intellectual nature. But we see here only the better
phases of his nature, only the symbols of his juster action, for his harsh experience had
deprived him of all faith, in man or woman. He had made up his mind upon the numberless
complexities of the social world, and the whole system with him was an imposture. This
conviction gave a direction to his shrewd and naturally unamiable character. Still, though he
regarded society as composed altogether of villains, the sharpness of his intellect was not of
that kind which enabled him to cope with villany, while it continually caused him by
overshots to fail of the success of honesty. He was in many respects like Francis Vivian in
Bulwer's novel of 'The Caxtons.' Passion, in him, comprehended many of the worst emotions
which militate against human happiness. You could not contradict him, but you raised quick
choler; you could not speak of wealth, but his cheek paled with gnawing envy. The
astonishing natural advantage of this poor boy—his beauty, his readiness, the daring spirit that
breathed around him like a fiery atmosphere—had raised his constitutional self-confidence
into an arrogance that turned his very claims to admiration into prejudice against him.
Irascible, envious—bad enough, but not the worst, for these salient angles were all varnished
over with a cold repellant synicism, his passions vented themselves in sneers. There seemed
to him no moral susceptibility; and, what was more remarkable in a proud nature, little or
nothing of the true point of honor. He had, to a morbid excess, that desire to rise which is
vulgarly called ambition, but no wish for the esteem or the love of his species, only the hard
wish to succeed—not shine, not serve—succeed, that he might have the right to despise a

world which galled his self-conceit.

"We have suggested the influence of his aims and vicissitudes upon his literature. It was more
conspicuous in his later than in his earlier writings. Nearly all that he wrote in the last two or
three years—including much of his best poetry—was in some sense biographical; in draperies
of his imagination, those who had taken the trouble to trace his steps, could perceive, but

slightly concealed, the figure of himself."

Apropos of the disparaging portion of the above well-written sketch, let us truthfully say:—



Some four or five years since, when editing a daily paper in this city, Mr. Poe was employed
by us, for several months, as critic and sub-editor. This was our first personal acquaintance
with him. He resided with his wife and mother at Fordham, a few miles out of town, but was
at his desk in the office, from nine in the morning till the evening paper went to press. With
the highest admiration for his genius, and a willingness to let it atone for more than ordinary
irregularity, we were led by common report to expect a very capricious attention to his duties,
and occasionally a scene of violence and difficulty. Time went on, however, and he was
invariably punctual and industrious. With his pale, beautiful and intellectual face, as a
reminder of what genius was in him, it was impossible, of course, not to treat him always with
deferential courtesy, and, to our occasional request that he would not probe too deep in a
criticism, or that he would erase a passage colored too highly with his resentments against
society and mankind, he readily and courteously assented—far more yielding than most men,
we thought, on points so excusably sensitive. With a prospect of taking the lead in another
periodical, he, at last, voluntarily gave up his employment with us, and, through all this
considerable period, we had seen but one presentment of the man—a quiet, patient,
industrious, and most gentlemanly person, comnmnding the utmost respect and good feeling

by his unvarying deportment and ability.

Residing as he did in the country, we never met Mr. Poe in hours of leisure; but he frequently
called on us afterwards at our place of business, and we met him often in the street—
invariably the same sad-mannered, winning and refined gentleman, such as we had always
known him. It was by rumor only, up to the day of his death, that we knew of any other
development of manner or character. We heard, from one who knew him well, (what should
be stated in all mention of his lamentable irregularities,) that, with a single glass of wine, his
whole nature was reversed, the demon became uppermost, and, though none of the usual signs
of intoxication were visible, his will was palpably insane. Possessing his reasoning faculties in
excited activity, at such times, and seeking his acquaintances with his wonted look and
memory, he easily seemed personating only another phase of his natural character, and was
accused, accordingly, of insulting arrogance and bad-heartedness. In this reversed character,
we repeat, it was never our chance to see him. We know it from hearsay, and we mention it in
connection with this sad infirmity of physical constitution; which puts it upon very nearly the

ground of a temporary and almost irresponsible insanity.



The arrogance, vanity and depravity of heart, of which Mr. Poe was generally accused, seem,
to us, referable altogether to this reversed phase of his character. Under that degree of
intoxication which only acted upon him by demonizing his sense of truth and right, he
doubtless said and did much that was wholly irreconcilable with his better nature; but, when
himself, and as we knew him only, his modesty and unaffected humility, as to his own
deservings, were a constant charm to his character. His letters (of which the constant
application for autographs has taken from us, we are sorry to confess, the greater portion)
exhibited this quality very strongly. In one of the carelessly written notes of which we chance
still to retain possession, for instance, he speaks of "The Raven"—that extraordinary poem
which electrified the world of imaginative readers, and has become the type of a school of
poetry of its own—and, in evident earnest, attributes its success to the few words of
commendation with which we had prefaced it in this paper. It will throw light on his sane

character to give a literal copy of the note:—
"FORDHAM, April 20, 1849.

"My dear Willis:—The poem which | enclose, and which | am so vain as to hope you will
like, in some respects, has been just published in a paper for which sheer necessity compels
me to write, now and then. It pays well as times go—but unquestionably it ought to pay ten
prices; for whatever | send it | feel I am consigning to the tomb of the Capulets. The verses
accompanying this, may | beg you to take out of the tomb, and bring them to light in the

Home Journal? If you can oblige me so far as to copy them, I do not think it will be necessary

paper,’

to say 'From the ,—that would be too bad;—and, perhaps, 'From a late

would do.

"I have not forgotten how a 'good word in season' from you made "The Raven,' and made
'Ulalume,’ (which, by-the-way, people have done me the honor of attributing to you)—

therefore | would ask you, (if | dared,) to say something of these lines—if they please you.
"Truly yours ever,
"EDGAR A. POE."

In double proof—of his earnest disposition to do the best for himself, and of the trustful and
grateful nature which has been denied him—we give another of the only three of his notes

which we chance to retain :(—



"FORDHAM, January 22, 1848.

"My dear Mr. Willis:—I am about to make an effort at re-establishing myself in the literary

world, and feel that | may depend upon your aid.

"My general aim is to start a Magazine, to be called 'The Stylus;" but it would be useless to
me, even when established, if not entely out of the control of a publisher. | mean, therefore, to
get up a Journal which shall be my own, at all points. With this end in view, | must get a list
of, at least, five hundred subscribers to begin with:—nearly two hundred | have already. |
propose, however,.to go South and West, among my personal and literary friends—old
college and West Point acquaintances—and see what | can do. In order to get the means of
taking a first step, | propose to lecture at the Society Library, on Thursday, the 3d of
February—and, that there may be no cause of squabbling, my subject shall not be literary at

all. I have chosen a broad text—'"The Universe.'

"Having thus given you the facts of the case, | leave all the rest to the suggestions of your own

tact and generosity. Gratefully—most gratefully—

"Your friend always,

"EDGAR A. POE."

Brief and chance-taken, as these letters are, we think they sufficiently prove the existence of
the very qualities denied to Mr. Poe—humility, willingness to persevere, belief in another's
kindness, and capability of cordial and grateful friendship! Such he assuredly was when sane.
Such only he has invariably seemed to us, in all we have happened personally to know of him,
through a friendship of five or six years. And so much easier is it to believe what we have
seen and known, than what we hear of only, that we remember him but with admiration and
respect—these descriptions of him, when morally insane, seem to us like portraits, painted in

sickness, of a man we have only known in health.

But there is another, more touching, and far more forcible evidence there was goodness in
Edgar A. Poe. To reveal it, we are obliged to venture upon the lifting of the veil which
sacredly covers grief and refinement in poverty—but we think it may be excused, if so we can
brighten the memory of the poet, even were there not a more needed and immediate service

which it may render to the nearest link broken by his death.



Our first knowledge of Mr. Poe's removal to this city was by a call which we received from a
lady who introduced herself to us as the mother of his wife. She was in search of employment
for him, and she excused her errand by mentioning that he was ill, that her daughter was a
confirmed invalid, and that their circumstances were such as compelled her taking it upon
herself. The countenancof this lady, made beautiful and saintly with an evidently complete
giving up of her life to privation and sorrowful tenderness, her gentle and mournful voice
urging its plea, her long-forgotten but habitually and unconsciously refined manners, and her
appealing and yet appreciative mention of the claims and abilities of her son, disclosed at
once the presence of one of those angels upon earth that women in adversity can be. It was a
hard fate that she was watching over. Mr. Poe wrote with fastidious difficulty, and in a style
too much above the popular level to be well paid. He was always in pecuniary difficulty, and,
with his sick wife, frequently in want of the merest necessaries of life. Winter after winter, for
years, the most touching sight to us, in this whole city, has been that tireless minister to
genius, thinly and insufficiently clad, going from office to office with a poem, or an article on
some literary subject, to sell—sometimes simply pleading in a broken voice that he was ill,
and begging for him—mentioning nothing but that "he was ill," whatever might be the reason
for his writing nothing—and never, amid all her tears and recitals of distress, suffering one
syllable to escape her lips that could convey a doubt of him, or a complaint, or a lessening of
pride in his genius and good intentions. Her daughter died, a year and a half since, but she did
not desert him. She continued his ministering angel—living with him—caring for him—
guarding him against exposure, and, when he was carried away by temptation, amid grief and
the loneliness of feelings unreplied to, and awoke from his self-abandonment prostrated in
destitution and suffering, begging for him still. If woman's devotion, born with a first love,
and fed with human passion, hallow its object, as it is allowed to do, what does not a devotion
like this—pure, disinterested and holy as the watch of an invisible spirit—say for him who

inspired it?

We have a letter before us, written by this lady, Mrs. Clemm, on the morning in which she
heard of the death of this object of her untiring care. It is merely a request that we would call
upon her, but we will copy a few of its words—sacred as its privacy is—to warrant the truth

of the picture we have drawn above, and add force to the appeal we wish to make for her.—

"I have this morning heard of the death of my darling Eddie.......Can you give me any

circumstances or particulars. ...... Oh! do not desert your poor friend in this bitter affliction.



to come, as | must deliver a message to him from my poor Eddie. ...... I

need not ask you to notice his death and to speak well of him. | know you will. But say what

an affectionate son he was to me, his poor desolate mother."......

To hedge round a grave with respect, what choice is there, between the relinquished wealth
and honors of the world, and the story of such a woman's unrewarded devotion! Risking what
we do, in delicacy, by making it public, we feel—other reasons aside—that it betters the
world to make known that there are such ministrations to its erring and gifted. What we have
said will speak to some hearts. There are those who will be glad to know how the lamp,
whose light of poetry has beamed on their far-away recognition, was watched over with care
and pain—that they may send to her, who is more darkened than they by its extinction, some
token of their sympathy. She is destitute, and alone. If any, far or near, will send to us what

may aid and cheer her through the remainder of her life, we will joyfully place it in her hands.

These remarks were published by Mr. Willis, in the "Home Journal,” on the Saturday

following Mr. Poe's death.

WSTEP

EDGAR ALLAN POE

Zycie Edgara Poego byto jednym z tych cichych, Zzmudnych i beznadziejnie bolesnych
dramatow, ktorych oceng 1 odstong publiczng rozumnie i celowo zrzeszone spoteczenstwo
odsuwa starannie na me¢czenska chwile przedwczesnej $§mierci zbytecznego bohatera,
pozwalajac mu cierpiec i ging¢ samopas oraz, pilnie odwracajac oczy od ,.krwawych scen”,
gdyz widok ich méglby niepotrzebnie zakldci¢ rozzuchwalony tad zbrodniczej codziennos$ci
— 1fad, ktory jest wszakze sumieniem spoteczenstwa. Pone¢tng ofiarg tego fadu, potajemnym
lupem tego sumienia byl wielki poeta, ktéremu zbraklo na ziemi tyle nawet miejsca, ile go
zagarnia zebrak w przytutku noclegowym. Popetniono na nim zbrodni¢ tem wigksza, ze

bezkarng, bo u§wigcong prawem, zwyczajem i obowigzkiem spotecznym. Zapewne $Smier¢



poety jest dla niektorych tem samem, czem dla szczuréw nikczemnych — nieobecno$¢ pana
w patacu: rzadza si¢ samowolnie i bezczelnie w pustych komnatach i mienie panskie uwazaja
za prawnie przywrocong swym ktom i pyskom wtasnos$¢. I nie tyle nawet kty, ile wlasnie
pyski tuczg si¢ na bezbronnym chlebie wzgardzonego za zycia siewcy, przedzierzgajac Ow
chleb w podnietliwe smakotyki dla swych zdretwiatych od nudy podniebien, lub spieni¢zajac
go umiejetnie na rynkach i targach publicznych. Dzi§ — po $mierci Poego — uznano jego
geniusz 1 uwielbiono jego dzieta, to znaczy, iz niebieski przepych wywalczonych przezen na
ziemi marzen stat si¢ rozrywka czytajacych lub oczytanych filistrow, oraz zrédtem dochodu
bylejakiego wydawcy lub ksiggarza. Wobec tak jawnych i nieodpartych zyskow czyz wolno
mowic o bezuzyteczno$ci marzen, o bezpotrzebie sztuki dla sztuki? Czyz wolno twierdzié, jak
to czyni jeden z zoilow Poego, iz musiano go optaca¢ mniej od innych, poniewaz zazywat
zbyt ponad poziom wybiegajacego stylu? Czyz wolno wreszcie pouczac poetg o tem, iz
winien poniecha¢ marzen, sttumi¢ snu nadmiar i zbytek, a zblizy¢ si¢ za to lub powrocié do
zycia, | W dodatku do zycia w tej postaci, w jakiej raczg je widzieé, postrzegac i przenikaé
zbrukane trywialnem bielmem codzienniej tepoty, a zuchwale §lepie uspotecznionego
recenzenta? Oderwany od Zycia, poza niem kedy$ przebywajacy marzyciel — trwa dotad,
zywotny 1 nie§miertelny, podczas, gdy wspomniani recenzenci — ludzie ,,z rzeczywistego
zycia”, bezposredni zycia postrzegacze 1 pochtaniacze, poufni jego zausznicy 1, ze tak
powiem, zapanbraty — znawcy zywiotu i potrzeb najdonioslejszych istnienia — zmarli
doszczgtnie na zbyt pospieszng bezimienno$¢ i zbyt widoczng bezzywotnos¢, nie
pozostawiajac po sobie nawet tych znakow i §ladow, ktore pozostawia na reku komar
zgnieciony. Ktokolwiek swa napas¢ na sztuke ostania przebiegta i obtudng maska troskliwej
dla zycia ,,rzeczywistego” milosci, temu w zywe oczy zaprzeczy wywlaszczony z zycia za
nadmiar marzen n¢dzarz-poeta, ktory wzbogacat i wzbogaca owo wzbronione mu zycie bez
wzgledu na to, czy osobista, czy zbiorowa jest wlasnoscia.

W Baltimorze, w roku 1813 urodzit si¢ Edgar Poe z ojca Dawida 1 z matki Elzbiety
Arnoldowny. Ta ostatnia byta artystkg dramatyczng. Dawid Poe pokochat ja ptomiennie 1
bezrozumnie. Pokochat raz na zawsze. Los chcial, aby Edgar byt dzieckiem niepowszedniej 1
bezwzglednej namigtnosci. Wypadki zmusity kochankow do ucieczki. Wkrotce Dawid
poslubil Elzbiete 1, dla tem $cilejszego zgmatwania przeznaczen obojga, — sam zostat
aktorem. Dawidowstwo, procz Edgara, mieli jeszcze dwoje dzieci. Wszystko troje w mtodym
wieku pozostato bez srodkéw do zycia, gdyz $mier¢ niemal jednoczesna odebrata im
rodzicow — w Richmondzie.

Bogaty a bezdzietny kupiec, nazwiskiem Allan — zwrdcit uwage na niezwyktos¢ i



niepowszednio$¢ czarujgco picknego Edgara. Upodobat go sobie i usynowit. Odtad poeta
przezywat si¢ Edgar Allan Poe. Zdawato sig¢, iz przypadly mu w dziale — dostatek i
niezalezno$¢ materyalna. Ta ostatnia jest najwyzszym przepychem poety, ktéry nie potrafi
nigdy nalamac si¢, zastosowac 1 pokurczy¢ az do poziomu wymagan, stanowigcych warunek
niezbedny pozyskania cho¢by wzglednego dobrobytu lub nawet ,,matego ubdstwa”. Warunek
6w, mowigc mimochodem, zawiera jednoczesnie — nagrodg i zemstg. Spoteczenstwo
nagradza mniejszym lub wigkszym ke¢sem trudnego lub tatwego chleba — nagradza wediug
stopnia upodobnienia mu si¢ duszy, w zasadzie odrebnej. Msci si¢ za$ zycie samo,
detronizujac 1 pozbawiajgc skrzydet pokurczong do wspomnianego poziomu dusze, — msci
si¢ za to, iz, samochcac lub niechcacy, stata si¢ gorsza od siebie samej, brzydsza od witasnych
przeznaczen, znikomszg od wlasnego Igku o dzien jutrzejszy.

Przybrani rodzice Poego udali si¢ z nim razem w podrdz po Anglii, Szkocyi 1 Irlandyi.
Wracajac do domu, zostawili chtopca w stynnej nadwczas szkole doktora Bransby'ego, w
Stoke-Newington'ie, w poblizu Londynu. W noweli p. t. William Wilson opisat Poe swe
wspomnienia i wrazenia szkolne.

W roku 1822 powraca Poe do Richmondu i juz tu — w Ameryce — ksztalci si¢ nadal pod
kierunkiem najwybitniejszych profesorow. W roku 1825 — jako student uniwersytetu w
Charlottesville'u — przejawit Poe inteligencye¢ niezwykls, zdolno$ci rzadkie, a jednoczesnie
wykazat plomienne zasoby drzemigcych dotad na dnie duszy, a obudzonych przedwczesnie
namigtnosci. Te ostatnie byly powodem, iz go wkrotce z uniwersytetu wyswiecono. W tych
czasach Charlottesville'skich zaznaczy¢ nalezy osobliwy dar i zapat Poego do fizyki i
matematyki. Zaznaczy¢ nalezy dla tego, ze po6zniej niektore ze swych koncepcyi literackich
bedzie Poe osnuwat na pomystach pozornie $cistych, matematycznych, aby w tej sposéb
uprawdopodobni¢, uzasadnic¢ i tem tacniej, tem nieodparciej narzuci¢ czytelnikowi droga
nieuniknionej logiki — swe obrazy, swe wizye fantastyczne, nierzeczywiste, a tak teczowo
prawdziwe, tak sennie bliskie 1 pokrewne kazdej glebszej zadumie ludzkie;j!

Z powodu wyniktych pomigdzy Poem a jego ojcem przybranym — doraznych zresztg —
rozterek i nieporozumien, ktorych niedos¢ sprawdzong przyczyna byty jakoby drobne,
karciane dtugi Poego, ten ostatni, dzieki zapewne naturze gwaltownej i gwoli catkowitego
oderwania swej osoby od przybranego ogniska, a jednoczesnie dajac ujscie swym rycerskim
sktonnos$ciom 1 folgujac fantazyi ptomiennej, — postanawia nagle zaciagna¢ si¢ do szeregow
wojsk greckich — w walce z Turcya. Byt-ze to zamiar dojrzaty, czy tez tylko mtodzienczy?
Czy rzeczywiscie wyruszyt Edgar do Grecyi? Podobno — tak. Istnieje w legendowym

skadinad zywocie mistrza Twardowskiego — stynnego czarodzieja — okres, pelen niejasnych



1 niezbadanych wiesci, ktore go nagle przenosza do krajow przerdéznych, ogdlnikowo jeno
wspominajac o jego pobycie i nie podajac szczegdtow wyraznych.

Taki sam okres ma w swem zyciu Poe, tez mistrz i tez czarodziej. Legenda, nie pozbawiona
zresztg plotek, przenosi go najpierw do Grecyi, a potem do Petersburga, gdzie brak paszportu
mogt si¢ tatwo sta¢ zrédtem podejrzen, a nawet powaznym rodzajem przestepstwa, i skad
wreszcie, za wdaniem si¢ ministra amerykanskiego, Henryka Middletona, wyjety z pod
karalno$ci rosyjskiej, shanbiony zapewne brakiem paszportu i obcigzony sprawa zapewne za
wloczegostwo — powraca pozbawiony chwilowo ,,imienia i rodu”, lecz stynny skadinad
mistrz i czarodziej Poe na tono swej ojczyzny. Pisma amerykanskie zapowiadatly przez czas
pewien druk catego szeregu artykutow o wspomnianej odysei Poego. Artykuly te jednak
nigdy si¢ w druku nie ukazaty. Nie wiem, czy pisma owe byty swiadome odpowiedzialno$ci
niemal kryminalnej, ktérg mogl pociagnac za sobg brak paszportu, to tylko pewna, ze plotki,
ktére wowcezas napredee klecono, zbyt rozmyslnie uwlaczaty czei i honorowi mtodego poety.
Zdaje sig, iz cale jego zycie byto nieprzerwalnym i nieodpartym dowodem niepokalane;j
bezinteresownosci anielsko-czystej i teczowo-promiennej duszy. Raczej wrodzona
niezaleznos¢ 1 skrzydlata buntowniczo$¢ jego cudacznie boskiej natury mogta si¢ posrednio
lub bezposrednio przyczyni¢ do tych lub innych wypadkoéw na obczyznie. W roku 1829, po
powrocie do Ameryki — widzimy go nagle w jednej ze szko6t militarnych, gdzie, jak zwykle,
zwraca na siebie uwage wybitng umystowoscia, lecz jednoczesnie, nie znoszac zadnych
karbow 1 wiezow, tak dalece zaznacza swa odrebnos$¢, niezalezno$¢, wlasnowole i
niepowsciagliwos¢, ze po kilku miesigcach wykreslono go, ma si¢ rozumiec, z listy
wychowancow.

Tymczasem umiera p. Allanowa, dla ktorej Poe czut przywigzanie prawdziwie synowskie. P.
Allan poslubia mtodg dziewczyne. Dom Allandw staje si¢ odtad miejscem niesnasek
rodzinnych, o ktorych jeno mgli$cie 1 pobieznie napomykaja biografowie. Trudno odgadna¢
rodzaj i barwe tych niesnasek, — do$¢, ze Edgar zajat, zda sig, stanowisko wrogie wzgledem
p. Allana 1 jego mtodej matzonki, — 1 do$¢, ze p. Allan, obdarzony potomstwem,
wydziedzicza przybranego syna. Odtad nedza $ciga Poego, utrudniajgc mu — w imieniu
calego spoteczenstwa — swobode¢ marzen i wykonan tworczych i przeczac jego lotom
tysigcem przeszkod — niestety — zbyt spodziewanych i zbyt banalnie bolesnych. W tym
czasie — wbrew owym przeszkodom i trudnosciom, wbrew woli swego spoteczenstwa —
wydaje pierwszy, szczuply tom poezyi — poezyi tak zaswiatowo przejrzystych, jakgdyby
zycie nie tknelo go weale swym pazurem, czy tez swym tbem, bezmyslnie bodliwym. Mowa

tu, ma si¢ rozumiec¢, nie o tem zyciu, ktdego tworca byt Edgar Poe, jeno o tem, ktore byle



pierwsza z rz¢du kwoka radykalna, lub smetnie zadumany dziennikarz przezywaja
zdtawionem, twardem lub poprostu rzeczywistoscig i mierzg warto$¢ poety stopniem
zdtawienia lub stwardnienia jego duszy, zarzucajac jej, iz nie jest dos¢ biezaca, a wiec dos¢
czynng i bohaterska.

Owo zdtawione i1 twarde zycie, ktorem starannie otaczano Poego, zmusza go do
przedzierzgnigcia si¢ w zolnierza, azeby swoj byt marzeniowy na ziemi ratowaé zotdem
zwyklego szeregowca. Trwa to wszakze niedtugo. Po pewnym bowiem czasie poeta pozbawia
siebie wspomnianego zotdu i oddaje si¢ w rece bezwzglednej ngdzy. Praca literacka optaca
mu si¢ gorzej, niz zotierska. Zwyklte dzieje brzydkiego kaczgcia, ktéremu tak zaszkodzito
zbyt tabgdziowe pochodzenie! Niezalezno$¢, odrebnos¢ i bezpoddanczos$¢ charakteru uraza
kazdego, ktokolwiek ma kark spotecznie zgiety i ming kompromisowo uktadng. Edgar Poe
jest wyrzutkiem spoteczenstwa, bezuzytecznym opojem, karygodnym darmozjadem, ktoremu
daje si¢ odniechcenia i z pobtazliwym u§miechem nie zarobek, nie honoraryum, jeno
odczepnego. Podczas, gdy inni otrzymujg nalezno$é¢ za prace, Poe dostaje jalmuzne z rak
sytych i popularnych taskawcow. Podczas, gdy innych, wedtug jednomyslnej 1 jednozgodnej
opinii, trzeba koniecznie ratowac udzieleniem stosownej pracy i stanowiska, z Poem, wedtug
tej samej opinii, nie trzeba liczy¢ si¢ zgota. Poe nie istnieje. Cokolwiek dlan si¢ czyni —
czyni si¢ za wiele, a w kazdym razie zado$¢. Przyznaje mu si¢ wprawdzie talent, jak si¢
przyznaje komus ciezka, chroniczng 1 nieuleczalng chorobe, ale 1 owo przyznanie robi si¢ z
usmiechem pobtazania, lub powatpiewania lub wreszcie z osobliwym, a zupelnym
bezwyrazem twarzy, zdolnej skadinad do przejawiania uprzejmych wspotniepokojow lub
serdecznych zaciekawien. Baudelaire w przedmowie do przektadu dziet Poego wspomina
dos¢, zda sie, pojemng ksigge jakiegos autora, poSwiecona wytacznie wykazaniu tej smutnej,
czy tez radosnej prawdy, ze poeta, prawdzwy poeta nie moze znales$¢ dla siebie stanowiska' w
zadnem spoteczenstwie, ani w demokratycznem, ani w arystokratycznem, ani w
republikanskiem, ani wreszcie w ustroju absolutnej lub umiarkowanej monarchii.

Zadnego stanowiska! Dziwne stowo — petne dobrobytu, powagi, tryumfu, spelnionych
zyczen, tysigcznych powinszowan, powszechnego szacunku i osobistego szcze¢$cia! Stowo
jasne, nawskro$ zrozumiate, catkowicie okreslone, pozbawione wszelkiej tajemniczosci,
wszelkiej zadumy, wszelkiego nieporozumienial

Istniejg bo rozmaite stanowiska na §wiecie. Dobre jest stanowisko adwokata, pongtne —
stanowisko dziennikarza, trudne do zdobycia — stanowisko prezesa Towarzystwa
wzajemnego kredytu. Do niezgorszych tez nalezy stanowisko partyjne, lub stanowisko

zyciowe, lub stanowisko kompromisowe. Zgota inne jest owo stanowisko, ktore zajmuje



artylerya wzgledem wrogiego obozu. Podobne do powyzszego, a bardziej moze dochodowe
jest stanowisko redaktora, ktore ten ostatni zajmuje tez wzgledem wrogiego mu obozu. Lecz
stanowisko, ktore zajmuje poeta wzgledem $wiata i ludzi i siebie samego! C6z za Smieszne i
bezpozyteczne stanowisko! Ktozby optacat tego rodzaju tajemnicze, niepojgte i
nierzeczywiste stanowiskal!

To tez glodem przymierat Edgar Poe, przyszta chluba swego narodu, przyszta stawa swego
spoteczenstwa. Przymierat — malo jeszcze znany, daleki od stawy i poczytnosci. Zdawato
si¢, 1z nedza juz go do konca nie wypusci ze swych $miertelnych usciskow. Atoli usmiechneto
mu si¢ szczescie nagte i niespodziewane. Istnieje podobno taki osobliwy rodzaj
kokieteryjnego szczgscia, ktore si¢ tylko usmiecha zaczepnie i mimochodem.

Jedno z pism ogtosito konkurs na nowele i poemat. Poe na chybit-trafit stanagt do konkursu.
Zdarzylo sie, iz kaligraficznie piekny charakter jego pisma poglaskat oczy i1 przykul uwage
prezesa jury — Kennedy'ego. Dzigki temu wiasnie zbiegowi okoliczno$ci Kennedy odczytat
osobiscie r¢kopisy Poego. Traf chcial, Ze przyznano Poemu obydwie nagrody — i za poemat i
za nowel¢. Kennedy wyrazit zyczenie poznania autora osobiscie. Redaktor wspomnianego
pisma przyprowadzit don Poego. Glebokie zapewne, a moze nawet wstrzasajace wrazenie
wywarl na Kennedy’m widok mtodzienca uderzajaco pigknego, o rysach subtelnych, niemal
kobiecych, w przyodziewie z tachmanow, starannie i z odruchem wrodzonej elegancyi
zapigtych az do ostatniego guzika. Dumny, z pi¢tnem geniuszu na czole, wytworny glodomor
i darmozjad, wychudzony i wyngdznialy stanat przed prezesem jury. Kennedy zapoznat go
wkrotce z Tomaszem White’m, redaktorem i wydawcag Southern Literary Messenger w
Richmondzie.

W dwudziestym drugim roku zycia zostaje Poe redaktorem wspomnianego pisma i zdobywa
dla niego olbrzymie powodzenie, drukujac mi¢dzy innemi — Przygode¢ nieporéwnang
poniektorego Hansa Pfaalla. Przez dwa lata z rzedu redaguje Poe z zapatem poruczone mu
pismo. Gaza jego redaktorska wynosi 2700 frankdéw rocznie: dla takiego, jak on, nedzarza —
niespodzianie 1 wyjatkowo przychylne warunki istnienia, a raczej marzenia na ziemi. Poslubia
w tym czasie swoja kuzynke, czarujagco powabna, bohatersko szlachetng Wirgini¢ Clemm.
Wszakze niepokonany naldg pijanstwa oraz niepodlegtos$¢ i porywczo$¢ charakteru byly
zapewne przyczyna, dla ktérej White usunat Poego z redakcyi. Odtad wldczy sie
beznadziejnie i rozpaczliwie z miasta do miasta. Czujne na wszelkie zjawiska zyciowe,
dzienniki podaja pewnego razu sensacyjng wiadomos$¢ o tem, ze Poe 1 jego zona, dotknieci
chorobg niebezpieczng, mra z nedzy w Fordhamie. Wkrotce potem umiera umitowana przez

poete 1 na wieki tkwigca w jego duszy natchnionej Wirginia, za$ Poe podlega pierwszemu



atakowi delirium tremens. Tymczasem jeden z dziennikow oburza si¢ i oskarza Poego o
pogarde dla ludzkosci, o znieche¢te do zycia, o odwrdcenie oczu od $wiata, o zasklepienie si¢
we wlasnych, zarozumiale uporczywych snach. Zwykte oskarzenia, ktore w kazdej epoce
spotykaja kazdego niemal poete, a ktore — pod katem szczerosci — powinny raczej brzmiec
tak:

,,Nie draznij nas swoja odrgbnoscig! Ztoéci nas twoja nienawistnie skrzydlata zdolno$¢ odlotu
w niebiosa w chwili, gdy my catg Smiertelng rozciagglo$¢ zastosowanego do wymagan zycia
cielska musimy wtdczy¢ po ziemi, udajac przytem zadowolenie z powodu braku skrzydet! Jak
$miesz nie tylko by¢ do nas niepodobnym, lecz — nadomiar bezczelnosci — zdobywac czesé
i uznanie dla owej roznicy, ktora istnieje pomiedzy toba a nami! Spiewaj o nas! Utwory twoje
peinij nasza mysla, naszg troska codzienng! Badz tem, czem my jesteSmy — a uwielbimy ci¢
wowczas, nazwiemy rzeczywistym i swoim i swojskim i narodowym®.

Poe wszakze tworzy caty szereg utwordw, ktore nie majg nic wspolnego z ich mysla i z ich
troska codzienng. Dla powickszenia zapewne swych dochodow, wygtasza odczyty. W New-
Yorku odczytuje poemat kosmogoniczny p. t. Eureka, — z biciem serca wraca do Richmondu
i méwi o Zasadach poezyi. W Richmondzie spotyka go przyjecie uroczyste, petne niemal
entuzyazmu. Postanawia wiec Poe na state 0sig$¢ w Richmondzie. Jaka$ jednak sprawa
zmusza go do chwilowego odjazdu z powrotem do New-Yorku. Odjezdza 4-go pazdziernika,
a juz 6-go tegoz miesigca w Baltimorze, po drodze do Filadelfii, zatrzymuje si¢ z powodu
ztego stanu zdrowia. Tegoz dnia wchodzi do jakiej$ oberzy, aby si¢ trunkiem pokrzepi¢. W
oberzy tej spotyka — niestety — kilku starych druhéw i braci po kieliszku. Nazajutrz —
skoro §wit — znaleziono na ulicy jego ciato, w ktérem zycie tlito si¢ jeszcze dretwym,
niepostrzegalnym ptomykiem. Cialo — bezimienne, gdyz konajacy poeta nie mial przy sobie
nic, coby $wiadczyto o jego nazwisku. Nie miat tez, moéwiac nawiasem, ani ztamanego
szelaga przy duszy, ktérg za chwilg winien byl wyziona¢. Cialo zaniesiono do szpitala. I tam
— w szpitalu poeta zmart samotnie na delirium tremens, 7-go pazdziernika roku 1849, majac
lat 37.

Pokoj jego snom cudacznym, ktére na ziemi przytutku znales¢ nie mogty! Cmentarz
goscinniej, nizli reszta §wiata, przyjat trupa — przyblede, trupa, ktory po pijanemu padt w
objecia $mierci i zasnat, by¢ moze, snem pijanym, odrebnie wiekuistym, niepodobnym do
normalnie wiekuistego snu ludzi trzezwych i rozsadnych.

Dla trzezwych i rozsadnych, dla sytych posiadaczy stanowisk spotecznych tragiczna smierc
genialnego poety byta jeno — sensacyjnym skandalem, smakowitym Zerem dla rozpustnie

ustuznych dziennikarzy, ktorych duszyczki biezace z nikczemnym pos$piechem rozpasanej



codzienno$ci zweszyly sen wiekuisty poety, aby pijany i bolesny czar tego snu o$wietli¢
stosownie z wlasnego, dobrze ptatnego stanowiska. Cnota mieszczanska miata sposobnosc¢
zatamywania swych lubieznie obludnych dtoni nad Zyciem beztadnem, grzesznem, a przeto
stusznie pokaranem. Kat ptakat nad wtasng ofiarg nie dla tego, iz czul wyrzuty sumienia, jeno
dla tego, iz go do tez rozczulat widok spetnionej przezen, a tak dalece bezkarnej, tak dalece
uczciwej i chwalebnej zbrodni! Rozczulata go sama stusznos¢ kary. Rozczulato go wreszcie
poczucie swej wyzszo$ci nad zarozumiatym opojem, ktory zgingt marnie przeto wlasnie, iz za
zycia — zachowujac swg bezprawng i karygodng odrebnos¢ — swiecit w oczy ludziom
porzadnym domniemang nad nimi wyzszos$cig.

Przeczuwajac zapewne §mier¢ nagla i niespodziang, polecit Poe dwom ,,przyjaciotom* —
Griswoldowi i Willis'owi wydanie posmiertne swych dziet i opatrzenie ich zyciorysem.
Skorzystal z tego polecenia Griswold, azeby owo wydanie po§miertne poprzedzi¢ do woli
obszernym, a pelnym niskich oszczerstw i kalumnii artykutem. Brak talentu i zawi$¢ che¢tnie
si¢ przytraczaja do imienia geniuszéw, aby w ten sposob i dla siebie pozyskac
nie$miertelno$¢. Willis — przeciwnie — zachowal w swym artykule tagodno$¢, tolerancye i
ugrzeczniong powsciagliwos$¢ wzgledem zmartego. John Neal i George Graham z oburzeniem
zaprotestowali przeciwko artykulowi Griswolda. Poeta Longfellow, ktorego Poe bezlitosnie
miazdzyl swem pidrem, potrafil jednak stwierdzi¢ niezwykty artyzm 1 potege duchowa Poego,
jako prozaika i poety.

Oto — wszystko. Nie, nie wszystko jeszcze! Ten wzgardzony pijanica, ten wyrzutek
spoteczenstwa, ten nedzarz bez stanowiska spotkal w swem zyciu istote, ktora stata si¢ dlan
aniotem — strozem. Byta nig Marya Clemm, matka Wirginii, ktéra po $mierci swej corki
jakims czarodziejskim zbiegiem zaswiatowych okolicznosci przedzierzgneta si¢ w natchniong
matke 1 jasnowidzacg stuzebnice poniewieranego skadingd geniusza. Mito$cig samg odgadta i
wyczula czar i potgge ducha w chwili, gdy 6w duch nie miat jeszcze t. z. uznania. Widziano
ja, jak wedrowata po ludziach w pilnem poszukiwaniu zarobku dla ukochanego Edgara.
Widziano, jak wystawata dumnie 1 cierpliwie po redakcyach pism z manuskryptami poety w
swej macierzynsko wytrwatej dtoni. — ,,On jest chory* — oto jedyne stowa, ktéremi
usprawiedliwiata czgsta bezptodno$¢ kaprysnego tworcy. Tej matce natchnionej, tej
shuzebnicy geniusza poswigca Baudelaire swoj przektad Poego. Pos§wiecenie owo jest
jedynym czynem, na jaki mégt si¢ w swej niemocy spotecznej zdoby¢ inny nedzarz-poeta,
aby tem $wietem, opiekunczem, niepokalanem imieniem zaprotestowac przeciwko wszelkiej
krzywdzie, obojetnosci i wydziedziczeniu z zycia tych, ktdrzy je tworza, barwia 1 poglebiaja.

Utwory Poego to — szalencze uprawdopodobnienia zaledwo pochwytnych wizyi, w ktorych



goragczkowa rownolegto$¢ snow 1 ocknien przetapia atrybuty rzeczywisto$ci w tgcze marzen.
Marzenie graniczy z rzeczywisto$cia, rzeczywisto$¢ z marzeniem. Zresztg — roznica
pomiegdzy niemi znika rado$nie w chwili, gdy je pochtania wiecznie zagadkowa, a
niepodzielna catos¢. Przedmiot i jego odbicie zyskuje jednakie prawa na ziemi i jednakie
przywileje w niebiosach. A niemasz tu przedmiotéw btahych i podrzednych: wszystko jest
zaréwno wazne i wieczne, wszystko po prawicy, nic po lewicy Boga. Sni¢ — i widzie¢ sen
wiasny i ujac¢ go w bezwgledne karby bezwzglednego artyzmu i wywalczy¢ mu cudaczne
prawo bytu w dookolnych obszarach — oto czyn jedyny, na ktory zdoby¢ si¢ winien poeta.
Tajemnica $§mierci 1 milczenia, wyczuwana i stopniowana drogg niepochwytnych szczegdtow
zawrotnie bacznej psychologii, przejawia si¢ w obrazach juz to anielsko oskrzydlonych, juz to
potwornie straszliwych, juz to groteskowo spazmatycznych. W §wiecie tym, czy tez zaswiecie
panuje zarazliwy klimat strachu, zgrozy, pozogi, zagtady i1 wiekuistego odrodzenia w sobie,
przez si¢ i poza soba.

Demonizm i anielsko$¢, — dtugie godziny przerazen i przelotne chwile rozrzewnien
niebianskich, — nagte objawienia i Sciste wnioski logiczne, — upadki i wzloty — zemsta i
przebaczenie, — ciemnos$¢ podziemi i $wiatto$¢ niebios nao$ciez rozwartych, — cata ta
czarna i biata magia postuszna byta skinieniu wielkiego czarnoksig¢znika.

Tworzyl pigkno 1 pozostawit je — komu? Czy istniejg spadkobiercy takich, jak on, ngdzarzy 1
opojow?... Dzi$§ nazwisko jego jest chlubg spoteczenstwa. Jest nig napewno ze stanowiska
tegoz spoleczenstwa. Lecz z innego, niespolecznego, bezprawnego stanowiska jest ono chlubg
tej Scisle 1 glgboko pokrewnej sobie, cho¢ rozrzuconej po §wiecie rodziny, ktdra tworza
wzajem wszyscy poeci bez wzgledu na to, jakie spoteczenstwo utrudniato im zycie 1 stawiato

przeszkody ich marzeniom tworczym.

Bolestaw Lesmian.

THE ISLAND OF THE FAY

Nullus enim locus sine genio est.—Servius .



"La musique,” says Marmontel, in those "Contes Moraux" which in all our translations, we
have insisted upon calling "Moral Tales," as if in mockery of their spirit—"la musique est le
seul des talents qui jouissent de lui-meme; tous les autres veulent des temoins.” He here
confounds the pleasure derivable from sweet sounds with the capacity for creating them. No
more than any other talent, is that for music susceptible of complete enjoyment, where there is
no second party to appreciate its exercise. And it is only in common with other talents that it
produces effects which may be fully enjoyed in solitude. The idea which the raconteur has
either failed to entertain clearly, or has sacrificed in its expression to his national love of
point, is, doubtless, the very tenable one that the higher order of music is the most thoroughly
estimated when we are exclusively alone. The proposition, in this form, will be admitted at
once by those who love the lyre for its own sake, and for its spiritual uses. But there is one
pleasure still within the reach of fallen mortality and perhaps only one—which owes even
more than does music to the accessory sentiment of seclusion. | mean the happiness
experienced in the contemplation of natural scenery. In truth, the man who would behold
aright the glory of God upon earth must in solitude behold that glory. To me, at least, the
presence—not of human life only, but of life in any other form than that of the green things
which grow upon the soil and are voiceless—is a stain upon the landscape—is at war with the
genius of the scene. I love, indeed, to regard the dark valleys, and the gray rocks, and the
waters that silently smile, and the forests that sigh in uneasy slumbers, and the proud watchful
mountains that look down upon all,—I love to regard these as themselves but the colossal
members of one vast animate and sentient whole—a whole whose form (that of the sphere) is
the most perfect and most inclusive of all; whose path is among associate planets; whose
meek handmaiden is the moon, whose mediate sovereign is the sun; whose life is eternity,
whose thought is that of a God; whose enjoyment is knowledge; whose destinies are lost in
immensity, whose cognizance of ourselves is akin with our own cognizance of the
animalculae which infest the brain—a being which we, in consequence, regard as purely

inanimate and material much in the same manner as these animalculae must thus regard us.

Our telescopes and our mathematical investigations assure us on every hand—
notwithstanding the cant of the more ignorant of the priesthood—that space, and therefore
that bulk, is an important consideration in the eyes of the Almighty. The cycles in which the
stars move are those best adapted for the evolution, without collision, of the greatest possible
number of bodies. The forms of those bodies are accurately such as, within a given surface, to

include the greatest possible amount of matter,—while the surfaces themselves are so



disposed as to accommodate a denser population than could be accommodated on the same
surfaces otherwise arranged. Nor is it any argument against bulk being an object with God,
that space itself is infinite; for there may be an infinity of matter to fill it. And since we see
clearly that the endowment of matter with vitality is a principle—indeed, as far as our
judgments extend, the leading principle in the operations of Deity,—it is scarcely logical to
imagine it confined to the regions of the minute, where we daily trace it, and not extending to
those of the august. As we find cycle within cycle without end,—yet all revolving around one
far-distant centre which is the God-head, may we not analogically suppose in the same
manner, life within life, the less within the greater, and all within the Spirit Divine? In short,
we are madly erring, through self-esteem, in believing man, in either his temporal or future
destinies, to be of more moment in the universe than that vast "clod of the valley" which he
tills and contemns, and to which he denies a soul for no more profound reason than that he

does not behold it in operation.

These fancies, and such as these, have always given to my meditations among the mountains
and the forests, by the rivers and the ocean, a tinge of what the everyday world would not fail
to term fantastic. My wanderings amid such scenes have been many, and far-searching, and
often solitary; and the interest with which | have strayed through many a dim, deep valley, or
gazed into the reflected Heaven of many a bright lake, has been an interest greatly deepened
by the thought that | have strayed and gazed alone. What flippant Frenchman was it who said
in allusion to the well-known work of Zimmerman, that, "la solitude est une belle chose; mais
il faut quelqu'un pour vous dire que la solitude est une belle chose?" The epigram cannot be
gainsayed; but the necessity is a thing that does not exist.

It was during one of my lonely journeyings, amid a far distant region of mountain locked
within mountain, and sad rivers and melancholy tarn writhing or sleeping within all—that |
chanced upon a certain rivulet and island. | came upon them suddenly in the leafy June, and
threw myself upon the turf, beneath the branches of an unknown odorous shrub, that I might
doze as | contemplated the scene. | felt that thus only should I look upon it—such was the

character of phantasm which it wore.

On all sides—save to the west, where the sun was about sinking—arose the verdant walls of
the forest. The little river which turned sharply in its course, and was thus immediately lost to
sight, seemed to have no exit from its prison, but to be absorbed by the deep green foliage of
the trees to the east—while in the opposite quarter (so it appeared to me as | lay at length and



glanced upward) there poured down noiselessly and continuously into the valley, a rich

golden and crimson waterfall from the sunset fountains of the sky.

About midway in the short vista which my dreamy vision took in, one small circular island,

profusely verdured, reposed upon the bosom of the stream.
So blended bank and shadow there

That each seemed pendulous in air—so mirror-like was the glassy water, that it was scarcely
possible to say at what point upon the slope of the emerald turf its crystal dominion began.

My position enabled me to include in a single view both the eastern and western extremities
of the islet; and I observed a singularly-marked difference in their aspects. The latter was all
one radiant harem of garden beauties. It glowed and blushed beneath the eyes of the slant
sunlight, and fairly laughed with flowers. The grass was short, springy, sweet-scented, and
Asphodel-interspersed. The trees were lithe, mirthful, erect—Dbright, slender, and graceful,—
of eastern figure and foliage, with bark smooth, glossy, and parti-colored. There seemed a
deep sense of life and joy about all; and although no airs blew from out the heavens, yet every
thing had motion through the gentle sweepings to and fro of innumerable butterflies, that

might have been mistaken for tulips with wings.

The other or eastern end of the isle was whelmed in the blackest shade. A sombre, yet
beautiful and peaceful gloom here pervaded all things. The trees were dark in color, and
mournful in form and attitude, wreathing themselves into sad, solemn, and spectral shapes
that conveyed ideas of mortal sorrow and untimely death. The grass wore the deep tint of the
cypress, and the heads of its blades hung droopingly, and hither and thither among it were
many small unsightly hillocks, low and narrow, and not very long, that had the aspect of
graves, but were not; although over and all about them the rue and the rosemary clambered.
The shade of the trees fell heavily upon the water, and seemed to bury itself therein,
impregnating the depths of the element with darkness. | fancied that each shadow, as the sun
descended lower and lower, separated itself sullenly from the trunk that gave it birth, and thus
became absorbed by the stream; while other shadows issued momently from the trees, taking

the place of their predecessors thus entombed.

This idea, having once seized upon my fancy, greatly excited it, and I lost myself forthwith in

revery. "If ever island were enchanted," said | to myself, "this is it. This is the haunt of the



few gentle Fays who remain from the wreck of the race. Are these green tombs theirs?—or do
they yield up their sweet lives as mankind yield up their own? In dying, do they not rather
waste away mournfully, rendering unto God, little by little, their existence, as these trees
render up shadow after shadow, exhausting their substance unto dissolution? What the
wasting tree is to the water that imbibes its shade, growing thus blacker by what it preys upon,

may not the life of the Fay be to the death which engulfs it?"

As | thus mused, with half-shut eyes, while the sun sank rapidly to rest, and eddying currents
careered round and round the island, bearing upon their bosom large, dazzling, white flakes of
the bark of the sycamore-flakes which, in their multiform positions upon the water, a quick
imagination might have converted into any thing it pleased, while | thus mused, it appeared to
me that the form of one of those very Fays about whom | had been pondering made its way
slowly into the darkness from out the light at the western end of the island. She stood erect in
a singularly fragile canoe, and urged it with the mere phantom of an oar. While within the
influence of the lingering sunbeams, her attitude seemed indicative of joy—but sorrow
deformed it as she passed within the shade. Slowly she glided along, and at length rounded
the islet and re-entered the region of light. "The revolution which has just been made by the
Fay," continued I, musingly, "is the cycle of the brief year of her life. She has floated through
her winter and through her summer. She is a year nearer unto Death; for | did not fail to see
that, as she came into the shade, her shadow fell from her, and was swallowed up in the dark

water, making its blackness more black."

And again the boat appeared and the Fay, but about the attitude of the latter there was more of
care and uncertainty and less of elastic joy. She floated again from out the light and into the
gloom (which deepened momently) and again her shadow fell from her into the ebony water,
and became absorbed into its blackness. And again and again she made the circuit of the
island, (while the sun rushed down to his slumbers), and at each issuing into the light there
was more sorrow about her person, while it grew feebler and far fainter and more indistinct,
and at each passage into the gloom there fell from her a darker shade, which became whelmed
in a shadow more black. But at length when the sun had utterly departed, the Fay, now the
mere ghost of her former self, went disconsolately with her boat into the region of the ebony
flood, and that she issued thence at all | cannot say, for darkness fell over an things and |

beheld her magical figure no more.



WYSPA ZAKLETA

Nullus enim locus sine genio est™.

Servius.

Muzyka — moéwi Marmontel w tych Bajkach Obyczajowych, ktére nasi ttomacze, jakby
wlasnym istotom na uraggowisko, Bajkami Obyczajnemi uporczywie przezywaja, — muzyka
jest jedynym darem, ktory sam ze siebie czerpie swe upojenie; wszystkie inne pozgdajg
widzow.

Marmontel gmatwa w tych stowach rozkosz chtoniecia dzwigkéw powabnych z wiadza
tworzenia tych dzwigkdw. Muzyce w tej samej mierze, co wszelkim innym darom tworczym,
brak mocy udzielania zadowolen catkowitych bez obecnos$ci osoby postronnej, gwoli oceny
dokonanych zamiaréw. Zas owa wladza tworzenia zjawow, ktore petnig upojen samotnika
obdarzaja, nie jest jej wylacznym przywilejem, lecz 1 wszystkich innych sztuk wspdlnota.
Mysl, ktorej wspomniany twoérca bajek nie zdotat ujaé wyrazniej, lub ktérg w swem
okresleniu poswigcit narodowym umitowaniem skrotow, niewatpliwie zawiera bardzo
uzasadnione twierdzenie, ze muzyka w stylu najwyzszym udziela si¢ najcatkowiciej naszym
wyczuciom wowczas, gdy jesteSmy bezwzglednie samotni. Wniosek, w ten sposob ujety,
znajdzie goscing przedewszystkiem u tych, ktorzy kochaja lirg dla samych ukochan lirnych i
dla jej wnetrznych zdobyczy. Wsrod upojen istnieje wszakze jedno, zawsze dosigzne dla
zwyklego smiertelnika — 1, by¢ moze, jedynie dosigzne — ktdre dla doznania wigcej nawet,
niz muzyka, wymaga obwarowan samotniczych. Mam na mysli szczgscie, do§wiadczane w
chwili ogladania krajobrazu. Zaiste — kto pragnie oko w oko oglada¢ chwale¢ Boga na ziemi,
winien t¢ chwate oglada¢ w samotnos$ci. Dla mnie przynajmniej obecno$¢ nie tylko zycia
ludzkiego, lecz zycia pod wszelkg inng powtoka, procz tej, co rozzielenia roje istnien, ktoremi
ziemia porasta, a ktore sg bez glosu, — plami krajobraz, jest bowiem w rozterce z duchem
krajobrazu. Tak, zaprawde, lubi¢ oglada¢ doliny cieniste, i szarawe opoki, 1 wody, ktore si¢
zacisznie u$miechajg, 1 bory, ktore drzemota nieukojna do westchnien przynagla, i wynioste a
baczne gory, ktére na wszystko pogladaja z wysoka. Lubi¢ widzie¢ w tych dziwach to, czem
sg w istocie: olbrzymimi strzgpami przestronnej catoéci, zywej 1 czujnej. Ksztatt tej catosci
(ksztatt kulisty) jest najdoskonalszym 1 najpojemniejszym ze wszystkich uksztattowan. Jej

wedrowkom towarzyszg inne planety. Jej paziem przestodkim jest ksiezyc. Jej wladyka



wspoélzaleznym jest stonce. Jej trwaniem jest wieczno$¢. Jej mysl jest mysla Boga. Jej
radoscig jest Swiadomos¢. Jej przeznaczenia zatracajg si¢ w bezmiarach. My zasie w jej
pojeciu jesteSmy tem samem, czem sg3 dla nas nurtujace mozg zyjatka. Istote owa z naszego
stanowiska uwazamy za bezduszng i do cna materyalng — ocena wielce podobna do tej, ktorg
0 nas winny powzig¢ owe zyjatka.

Teleskopy nasze i badania matematyczne — wbrew obtudzie dotknigtego najskrajniejszem
nieuctwem kleru — utwierdzaja nas catkowicie w tem przekonaniu, ze przestrzen, a wigc |
pojemnos¢ posiadajg donioste wzgledy w oczach Wszechmogacego. Kregi, ktorych sladem
tocza si¢ gwiazdy, sg jaknajtrafniej zastosowane do zabezpieczonego od zderzen obrotu
mozliwie najwickszej iloSci ciat. Ksztalty ciat owych sg skutkiem zmyslnego doboru, gwoli
skupienia na danej powierzchni najsutszych zasobéw materyi. Uktad za§ samych powierzchni
nadaje si¢ do gestszego zaludnienia, nizli te same powierzchnie w innym uktadzie. Z zasady
nieskonczonosci przestrzeni nie mozna wysnu¢ zadnego wniosku przeciw temu twierdzeniu,
ze pojemnos¢ ma wage w oczach Boga; ku wypetnieniu bowiem tej przestrzeni przypuscié
nalezy nieskonczono$¢ materyi. Poniewaz tedy wskro§ widzimy, ze obdarzenie materyi
przepychem zycia jest zasadg, — a nawet, ile sadzi¢ zdotamy, zasada najprzedniejszg czynow
Bozych, — miat-ze by wobec tego podstawy logiczne domyst uwigzienia tej zasady w
obrebie utamku, kedy ja oczom naszym powszednio$¢ ukazuje, — 1 wySwiecenia jej z
panstwa bezmiarow? Jezeli raz po raz bez konca wykrywamy orbity w orbitach, ktorych
zespot wszakze wiruje wokot jedynego a nieskonczenie dalekiego osrodka, przyréwnanego
Bostwu, — c6z nam wzbrania zgadywac istnienie w istnieniu — pomniejsze w donios$lejszem
— wszystkie za$ razem w Duchu Bozym? Stowem btadzimy szalenczo w swej pysze, rojac,
ze cztowiek w swych doczesnych lub pozgonnych przeznaczeniach ma wyzsza rangg we
wszechswiecie, nizli ta rozlegta glina padolna, ktora uprawia, a ktora pogardza, odmawiajac
jej duszy na tej niezbyt glebokiej zasadzie, iz nie przytapat tej duszy na goracym uczynku
widomego dziatania.!”) Te i tym podobne wnioski przydawaty zawsze mej zadumie wsrod gor
1 lasow, w poblizu rzek 1 oceandw — 6w odcien, ktory ludzie gminni skwapliwie napigtnujg
przezwiskiem fantastycznosci. Czgste byty, osobliwie ciekawe, powielekro¢ samotne
wloczegi moje bledne wposrdd takich wiasnie zakatkow. Wzruszenie, towarzyszace mym
wedrowaniom po przez wigcej, niz jedng doling przepastng i zamierzchia, lub moim
wypatrywaniom podniebia w wielu a wielu przezroczach jeziornych, — nalezato do rzedu
tych wzruszen, ktore wzrastaty niepomiernie na samg mysl o tem, ze btadze samopas, — ze
samopas wypatruj¢. Coz to za Francuz gadatliwy, napomykajac o stynnym dziele

Zimmermana, orzekt: ,, Samotnosé jest dobrym wynalazkiem, lecz konieczna jest obecnos¢



kogokolwiek, coby nam powiedzial, ze samotnosé jest dobrym wynalazkiem “? Swietny
epigramat, lecz — konieczna jest! Konieczno$¢ owa jest czems, co nie istnieje.

Stato si¢ podczas jednej z mych wycieczek samotnych, w krainie bardzo odlegtej, —
wzgorza, wzgorzami zwiktane, przeguby rzek melancholijnych, jeziora ociemniate i senne, —
stalo si¢, zem zdybat pewien ruczaj niewielki 1 wyspe na tym ruczaju. Przybylem tam
niespodzianie, w dniach pewnego czerwca — miesigca rozlistwienia — polozytem si¢ na
ziemi pod galezista ostong wonnego krzewu, ktoéry mi byt nieznany, — polozytem si¢ takim
obyczajem, azeby grazacemu si¢ w drzemocie zwoli¢ ogladania krajobrazu. Uznatem, ze
tylko w ten sposob zdotam go oglada¢ nalezycie, — tak dalece zdawat si¢ by¢ —
przywidzeniem.

Od wszystkich stron, procz zachodu, gdzie stonce miato si¢ wkrotce pograzy¢, pietrzyty sie
zieleniejace $ciany boru. Drobna rzeczulka, czynigc nagly zakret 1 przeto z oczu pierzchajac
niespodzianie, nadaremnie, zda si¢, usitowata wyszarpna¢ si¢ ze swej uwiezi; rzektbys
natomiast, ze od strony wschodniej wsigkata w pochlonng zielen drzew. Od strony za$
przeciwnej, (tak mi si¢ widziato lezacemu, jakom si¢ byl potozyl, z oczyma, utkwionemi w
niebiosach), spadata w dolin¢ bez przerwy i bez hatasu kaskada ol$nieh — ze ztota i purpury,
wyzionigta przez zachodnie upusty nieba.

Niemal wposrodku zwezonej perspektywy, ktdéra moj wzrok, majaczeniem zaprawny,

ogarniat, drobna, okragla wyspa, bujnie zieleniejaca, spoczywata na piersi ruczaju.

Brzeg i jego odbicie w taki zamet Scisty

Zwiaty sie, jakby wzajem w powietrzu zawisty.

Woda przezrocza tak si¢ nieodparcie zwierciedlita, Ze prawie nie mozna bylo domystem
naznaczy¢, w ktérem miejscu szmaragdowego ukosa poczyna si¢ jej panstwo krysztatowe.
Stanowisko moje pozwalato mi ogarng¢ jednym rzutem oka obydwa krance wysepki —
wschodni i zachodni — i dostrzegtem w ich pozorach réznicg, dziwnie podkreslong. Zachod
byl od konca do kofca jednym jasniejacym haremem ogrodowych przepychéw. Zarzyt sie i
szkarlacit pod zezem oka stonecznego 1 usmiechat si¢ ekstatycznie catem swem
rozkwieceniem. Murawa byla niska, pre¢zna, wonna 1 asfodelami zatrze¢siona. Drzewa byly

gibkie, radosne, proste, bujne, smukle i czarowne — ksztaltem i ulistwieniem wschodnie;j



roslinnosci pokrewne, — o korze gtadkiej, potyskliwej 1 roznobarwnej. Rzeklbys, 1z wszedy
krazyto otchtanne poczucie zycia i wesela, a chociaz niebiosa nie tchngty zadnego powiewu,
wszystko wszakze roito si¢ pozornie, dzigki niezliczonej gromadzie motyli, ktére w swych
zalotnych poscigach i zygzagach powietrznych mogly si¢ wyda¢ oku — oskrzydlonymi
tulipanami. Drugi brzeg wyspy — brzeg wschodni — zawieruszyt si¢ w cieniu najgtebszym.
Tam — melancholia ponura, lecz petna uciszenia i czaru, przestaniata rzecz wszelka. Drzewa
barwy czerniawej, zalobne ksztattem i postawag — tezyty si¢ kurczowo w widma sm¢tne a
uroczyste, szerzac zadume o udrgce Smiertelnej 1 o zgonie przedwczesnym. Gleboka zamrocz
cyprysowa przyoblekata murawe tamtejsza, a zdzbta jej bezsilnie chylity swe konczyny. Tam
— w rozproszeniu widniata gar$¢ pagorkoéw przyziemnych, szczuptych, niezbyt
wydluzonych, ktore, majac wejrzenia mogit, nie byty wszakze mogitami, chociaz je po
wierzchu 1 wokot opelzty ruta i rozmaryn. Cien drzewny ocig¢zale padatl na wode i — rzekitby$
— sam siebie w niej grzebat, sycac mrokiem bezden zywiotu. Snitem, ze cien kazdy w miare,
jak stonce staczalo si¢ nizej, wcigz nizej, — z zalem odtaczat si¢ od pnia, ktory go stworzyl, i
zaprzepaszczal si¢ w ruczaju podczas, gdy inne cienie co chwila z drzew wynikaty, aby zaja¢
miejsce swych zmartych przodkow.

Mysl ta, zaledwo owladngwszy moja wyobraznia, juz ja rozplomienita tak bardzo, Ze si¢
natychmiast zapodziatem w marzeniach. — ,,Jezeli wyspa kiedykolwiek doznata zaklgcia —
rzeklem sam w sobie — jest nig napewno ta oto — nie inna. Oto — miejsce spotkania
kilkorga Wrozek czarownych, ktore przetrwaty zagtade swej rasy. Te zielone mogity bytyz by
ich mogitami? Czyzby si¢ zbywaty swych zwiewnych istnien sposobem cztowieczym? Czyli
raczej zgon ich jest rodzajem melancholijnego niknienia? Albo tez zdZbto za zdZbtem
zwiewajg swo0j zywot ku Bogu, jako te drzewa zwiewaja swe cienie jeden po drugim?
Czemuzby zycie Wro6zki nie miato by¢ tem samem dla chlongcej je $mierci, czem jest drzewo
mrace dla wody w chwili, gdy, spijajac jego cienie, mrocznieje od zZeru, ktory sama wgarnia?*
Gdym $nit tak wlasnie, z oczyma nawpot przymknigtemi, podczas, gdy stonce zdazato
pospiesznie ku swemu lozysku, a fal rozkleby krazyty wokot wyspy, unoszac na swej piersi
przestronne, polyskliwe, biate pierwoliscie, od pni sykomoréw oderwane, — pierwoliscie,
ktoére ptomienna wyobraznia, dzigki przer6znym ich na wodzie uktadom, mogtaby
przedzierzgna¢ w przedmiot dowolny, — gdym $nil tak wtasnie, przywidzialo mi sig, ze
postac jednej z tych samych Wrdézek, o ktérych marzytem, — odtracajac si¢ od $wietlanych,
zachodnich dziedzin wyspy, posuwa si¢ zwolna ku ciemnosciom. Wyprostowana w swem nad
wyraz kruchem czéinie, widmem wiosta znaglata je do biegu. Dopdki trwata w obrgbie

wplywu cudownych, zapdznionych promieni, dopoty ruch jej zdawat si¢ zdradza¢ wesele, —



lecz smutek zaniepokoit jej oblicze, skoro wstgpita w panstwo cienidow. Zwolna przebrneta
calg jego dhugos¢, krok za krokiem okolita wyspe 1 wnikta ponownie w okrgg Swiattosci.

— ,,Koto btedne, ktorego przed chwilg dopetnita Wréozka, — myslatem dalej, wcigz oddany
snowi — jest krotkim okresem jej doczesnego istnienia. Przeszta wskro$ swej zimy i swego
lata. O rok jeden zblizyta si¢ do $§mierci, — postrzegtem bowiem wyraznie, ze w chwili
wnij$cia w pomrocze cien jej oderwat si¢ od niej i zaprzepascit si¢ w wodach zamierzchtych,
ktérych ciemnota przeto pociemniata jeszcze™.

I znowu 16dz drobna ukazata si¢ wraz z Wrozka, postac jej wszakze zdradzata wiecej troski 1
niepewnosci, mniej zasie krzepkich uniesiefi. Zeglowata ponownie od $wiatet ku
ciemnosciom, ktore si¢ co chwila poglebiaty, i ponownie cien jej, oderwany od niej, upadt na
ptynne hebany i zaprzepascit si¢ w mroku. I jeszcze kilkakro¢ okolita wyspe podczas, gdy
stofice na oslep zapadato si¢ w swe podtoza — i za kazdem wynurzeniem si¢ na Swiatlo
postac jej coraz bardziej stabta, i nedzniata i niewidoczniala, — i1 za kazdem wnijsciem w
mroki odrywato si¢ od niej widmo coraz posgpniejsze i grzgzto w cieniu coraz glebszym. Az
wreszcie, gdy stonce zniklo doszczetnie, Wrozka — odtad istne widmo siebie samej —
zabrneta wraz ze swa todzig — biedna nieukojnica! — w oddale hebanowych porzeczy — i,
czy wrocita stamtad kiedykolwiek — odpowiedzie¢ nie moge, gdyz ciemnosci padty na

wszystko dokota — 1 juz nigdy nie ujrzatem jej postaci zaklete;.

MORELLA

Auto kath' auto meth' autou, mono eides aei on.
Itself—alone by itself—eternally one and single.
Plato. Sympos.

With a feeling of deep but most singular affection | regarded my friend Morella. Thrown by

accident into her society many years ago, my soul, from our first meeting, burned with fires it



had never known—but the fires were not of Eros—and bitter and tormenting to my eager
spirit was the gradual conviction that | could in no manner define their unusual meaning, or
regulate their vague intensity. Yet we met: and Fate bound us together at the altar: and | never
spoke of love, or thought of passion. She, however, shunned society, and, attaching herself to

me alone, rendered me happy. It is a happiness to wonder. It is a happiness to dream.

Morella's erudition was profound. As | hope to live, her talents were of no common order—
her powers of mind were gigantic. | felt this, and in many matters became her pupil. I soon,
however, found that Morella, perhaps on account of her Presburg education, laid before me a
number of those mystical writings which are usually considered the mere dross of the early
German literature. These, for what reasons | could not imagine, were her favorite and constant
study: and that in process of time they became my own, should be attributed to the simple but

effectual influence of habit and example.

In all this, if I err not, my reason had little to do. My convictions, or | forget myself, were in
no manner acted upon by my imagination, nor was any tincture of the mysticism which | read,
to be discovered, unless | am greatly mistaken, either in my deeds or in my thoughts. Feeling
deeply persuaded of this | abandooed myself more implicitly to the guidance of my wife, and
entered with a bolder spirit into the intricacy of her studies. And then—then, when poring
over forbidden pages | felt the spirit kindle within me, would Morella place her cold hand
upon my own, and rake up from the ashes of a dead philosophy some low singular words,
whose strange meaning burnt themselves in upon my memory: and then hour after hour would
I linger by her side, and dwell upon the music of her thrilling voice, until at length its melody
was tinged with terror and fell like a shadow upon my soul, and | grew pale, and shuddered
inwardly at those too unearthly tones—and thus Joy suddenly faded into Horror, and the most

beautiful became the most hideous, as Hinnon became Ge-Henna.

It is unnecessary to state the exact character of these disquisitions, which, growing out of the
volumes I have mentioned, formed, for so long a time, almost the sole conversation of
Morella and myself. By the learned in what might be termed theological morality they will be
readily conceived, and by the unlearned they would, at all events, be little understood. The
will Pantheism of Fitche—the modified [TaAryyevvecia of the Pythagoreans—and, above all,
the doctrines of Identity as urged by Schelling were generally the points of discussion
presenting the most of beauty to the imaginative Morella. That Identity which is not
improperly called Personal, I think Mr. Locke truly defines to consist in the sameness of a



rational being. And since by person we understand an intelligent essence having reason, and
since there is a consciousness which always accompanies thinking, it is this which makes us
all to be that which we call ourselves—thereby distinguishing us from other beings that think,
and giving us our personal identity. But the Principium Individuationis—the notion of that
Identity which at death is, or is not lost forever, was to me, at all times, a consideration of
intense interest, not more from the mystical and exciting nature of its consequences, than from

the marked and agitated manner in which Morella mentioned them.

But, indeed, the time had now arrived when the mystery of my wife's manner oppressed me
like a spell. I could no longer bear the touch of her wan fingers, nor the low tone of her
musical language, nor the lustre of her melancholy eyes. And she knew all this but did not
upbraid. She seemed conscious of my weakness, or my folly—and, smiling, called it Fate. She
seemed also conscious of a cause, to me unknown, for the gradual alienation of my regard,;
but she gave me no hint or token of its nature. Yet was she woman, and pined away daily. In
time the crimson spot settled steadily upon the cheek, and the blue veins upon the pale
forehead became prominent: and one instant my nature melted into pity, but in the next | met
the glance of her meaning eyes, and my soul sickened and became giddy with the giddiness of

one who gazes downward into some dreary and fathomless abyss.

Shall I then say that I longed with an earnest and consuming desire for the moment of
Morella's decease? | did. But the fragile spirit clung to its tenement of clay for many days—
for many weeks and irksome months—until my tortured nerves obtained the mastery over my
mind, and | grew furious with delay, and with the heart of a fiend | cursed the days, and the
hours, and the bitter moments which seemed to lengthen, and lengthen as her gentle life

declined—Ilike shadows in the dying of the day.

But one autumnal evening, when the winds lay still in Heaven, Morella called me to her side.
There was a dim mist over all the earth, and a warm glow upon the waters, and amid the rich
October leaves of the forest a rainbow from the firmament had surely fallen. As | came, she
was murmuring in a low under-tone, which trembled with fervor, the words of a Catholic

hymn:

Sancta Maria! turn thine eyes
Upon the sinner's sacrifice

Of fervent prayer, and humble love,
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