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EDITOR’S NOTE.

Mz, InaraM’S Zifz of Poe has not only passed through
many editions in England and the United States, but has
been translated into several Europesn languages. The
work has undergone a crucial examination by American
critics, and has emerged successfully from the ordeal
No tests, however sovere, have succeeded in disproving
the accuracy of Mr. Ingram’s statements, or the trust-
worthiness of his data. The large quantity of docu-
mentary and other evidence which he has been enabled,
after several years of diligent research, to put before hig
readers, has not only thrown a new light on the career
of Edgar Poe and his surroundings, but has entirely
altered the prevalent opinion of the poet's character.

In the United States Mr. Ingram's Z4fe of Fee has
been taken ag the basis for many subsequent memoirs of
the poet, and in consequence of its publication the late
Rufus Griswold's so-called Memoir of Pos, which had
hitherfo been accepted as the standard work on the
subject, has been withdrawn from ecirculation.

The coniroversies which the appearance of Mr.
Ingram’s work aroused in the United States not only
created renswed interest in Poe’s career, but caused
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every incident in it to be investigated afresh., The
results have scarcely compensated for the labour
bestowed : little or nothing of value has besn added to
what Mr, Ingram had already told us. In a Life of
Poe, contributed to the American Men of Letters series,
Mr. Woodberry has endeavoured to add one ifem of
interest to the many which render the poet’s life so
romantic. He seeks to prove that from May 1827 to
April 1829, Poe, nnder the assumed name of Perry,
served in the United States army s a private soldier.
The particulars furnished by Mr. Woodberry are so
contradictory, and differ in s0 many important points
from what is indisputably known to be fact, that the
story cannot be accepted until fresh evidence of a more
trustworthy nature is forthcoming,

The Bibliography has been revised and brought up to
date for the present edition.

G. T. B

OV RITMY AT Rl



PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION,

AT last, after several years of research, I am enabled to
place a full and faithful life of Edgar Allan Poe before
the world Tt was due fo myself, due to the public,
and dus to the memory of a much maligned man, that
the short, vindicatory “ Memoir” prefixed to my edition
of Poe’s Works in 1874,* and my esseys on his Life and
‘Works—published before and after that sketch—should
culminate in such & work as this. 'When that “ Memoir
of Poe” was published, I drew attention to the fact
that no trustworthy biography of the poet had yet
appeared in his own country, althongh that such a
work had been frequently projected was then pointed
out, Since the publication of my sketch, however, and
its substitution in America for Griswold’s so-called
“ Memoir of Poe,” quite a plentiful supply of * Origi-
nal” lives of the poet have appeared, and all--save one
“based upon Griswold's sketch "—have reproduced the
wholo of my material, without acknowledgment, and
with scarcely an additional item of interest or value.
My gketch, ahove referred to, having eccomplished

its purpose of proving that the obloquy ove wing
the poet’s :iolrlal tac.]hlm-a.(:1‘;31‘111&.1'01’.9 ﬁhﬁl{] from ;he almlllnst
unparelleled hostility of his esrliest bi er, it has
not been deemed rgluisite in the follocgw?;}:g pages to
allude, save slightly and incidentally, to the mythology
of scandal which has grown wp about Poe’s story,

* Edinburghs A, & C. Black. 4voh
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In preparing this final work upon Edgar Allan Pos,
I have found no lack of new matier: the quality
rather than the quantity of the proffered dafa has been
my chisf hindrance. To perceive hovg folk_ % mMan
scarcely knew, and probably detqated, will clmm—'-a.nd
almost beyond power of refutation—to have enjoyed
his friendly intimacy; to have supplied him with
ideas; to have suggested his themes, and even to have
written his works, 1 quite appalling. They misrepre-
gent his idlest words; distort his most trivial remarks—
ce unintentionally; falsify dates, invent anec-
dotes ; fabricale conversations, and, indeed, refrain from
nothing, in order to prove their acquaintance with
departed genius. The amount of mischief that ean be,
and is, manufactured out of & dead man's relies is
terrible. Woe betide the luckless mortal who leaves
o history! Vivisection is merciful compared with the
pitilessness of the posi-morfem examination held upon
hia real and putative remains!
Having learned all this, it would, indeed, have been
& satisfaction to me to have felt assured that I had
steered clear of all such unreliable gossip or malicions
invention, and that my many years’ labour and research
had culminated in such a work as Poe, in his reviewal
of Carlyle's Zife of Schiller, 1[-al01-i*.m.3rxa: “This biography
is not merely a sketeh of the poet's life. ... It isa
gradual development of his heart and mind, of his
nature as & poet and a man, that endears him more to
us, whils it enables us more thoroughly to comprehend
him, We can {race here the growth of his faculties,
and his progress amidst the struggles and obstacles of
his early career; from the time when his ‘strong un-
tutored spirit, consumed by its own activity, was
chafing blindly, like ocean waves, against the barriers
that restrained it——through difficulties and vexations
which only his burning energy of soul enabled him to
overcome-—up to that calm, intellectuel elevetion, in
the lucid expansion of which he conld watch the
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workings of his imagination, and subject the operations
of his genius to the requisitions of taste.”

In bidding farewell to what has engrossed so much
of my life and labour, it is both pleasant end just that
I should offer my grateful thanks to those who have so
generously and so assiduously worked with me. To
books my indebtedness as regards this “Life ™ is slight;
few, beyond the “Edgar Poe and his Critics” of the
late Mrs, Whitman, having been of any service to me:
to that dear friend and fellow-worker my obligations
are manifold and heavy, To the late Mrs. Houghton-—
the poet’s “Marie Louise"—my affectionate gratitude
is stronger than words; to “ Annie”—the poet’s own
“ Apnie "—end to Mrs. Shelton, I am greatly beholden,
as, also, to “Stella® and to Mrs. Gove-Nichols. To
Professor James Wood Davidson I am much indebted,
both for materisl and aid, as likewise to Mr, E V.,
Valentine, the Virginian sculptor; to my friend, Dr.
W. Hand Browne of Baltimore, and to the late brave
old John Neal, who, like so many fellow-workers, has
not stayed to see the completion of our labowr, To the
Poes of Baltimore, for correction of dafa, and copies
of correspondence, my thanks are due; and to M,
William Wertenbeker, and the Cheirman and Faculty
of the Univemsity of Virginia, and the late Professors
T. Hewitt Key and George Long; to Colonel John
T. Preston, for the nse of his interesting reminigcences;
to the authorities of West Point Military Academy;
to Dr. N. H. Morison and Mr, John Parker of the
Peabody Institute, Baltimore, aud to all the many
friends and correspondents—known and unknown—
who have aided me in this work, my most sincere
thanks are now heartily tendered,

JOHN H. INGRAM,

Loxpox, Moy 1880,



BIOGRAPHICAL DATA. .

January 19, 1800, Born at Boston, Mesrachusetia,
December 8, 18:1, His mother died at Richmond, Virginis, .
» [Edgar Poe adopted by Mr. John Allan,]
1816, Brought to Europe, and placed at school in
Stoke Newington.
1821, Returns to the United States,
1822, Placed at school in Richroond, Virginia.
Fobraary 1, 1826, Eunters University of Virginia.
[Signe matriculation book, 148h February 1836.]
December 15,1826, Leaves University of Virginia.
1827, “Tamerlane and Other Poems” prinfed at
Boston. .
June ? 182%. Departs for Enrope.
March, 1829. Returns to Richmond, Virginia.
ys Publishes * Al Aarsaf, Tamerlane, and Minor
Poems,” at Baltimore,
July 1, 1830. Admitted as cadet to West Point Military
Academy.
March 6, 1331, Dismissed the Military Academy.
» o Publishes  Poems,” New York.
Autumn, 1833 Gains prize from Saturday Fieiser (Baltimore)
December, 1835 Editor of the Southern Literary Meenger (Rich-
mond, Virginia).
May 16, 1836 Married to his conain, Virginia Clemm, af Rich-
mond. [Virginis C. born Augusat 13th, 1822)
January, 1837, Resignseditorship of Southers Literary Messenger,
1837-8. Rasides in New York.
July, 1838, ¥ Arthur Gordon Pym" published, New York
aud London.

Automn, 1338, Removen to Philadelphia,
July, 1839. Editor of the Jestieman’s Magasing, Philadelphis.



Biographical Data. x

July, 1840. “Tales of the Grotesque and Arabeaque”
published, Philadelphis.

1840, “'The Conchologist's Firet Book” published,
June, .. Resigna editorship of Gentleman's Mogasine,
January, 1841, Editor of GraAam's Mogasine, Philadelphis.
April, 1843, Resigns editorship of Froham’s Magasing,
Spring, 1843 Gains $100 prize for * The Gold Bug.”
Antumn, 1844 Bub-editor of the Fvening Mirvor, New York,
Jsnuary 29, 1845, ‘' The Raven” published in Evening Mirvor,
Febrnary 28, 1845, Lectures in New York Historical Society’s

100m.
Mazch 8, Joint-editor of the Broadway Josral,
July, “Tales" published, Now York and London,
" Sole-editor of tho Broaduay Journal,
November 1, Proprietor of Broudway Journal,
" “The Raven and Other Poems” published,
New York and London,
Winter, » Lectures at Boston Lyceum.
Degember, Emdway Journal disposed of.
February, 1846, “The Literati” begun in Godey's Lady' l Baok,
June 23, s Evening Mirror pubhshes libel,
» 28 » “Reply” to libel in Philadelphia Satmiay
Qazette,
Bummer, s Removes to Fordbam,

January 30, 1347, His wife dics.
February 17, ,, Gaine libel suit againat Evening Mirror,
Febeuary 3, 1848, Lectures in New York Historical Bociety's

room,
Summer, y ‘‘Eureka” publirhed, New York.
Richmond, Virginia, revisited.
_ Lectures at Lowell, Mass,, and Providence, R,]
October, Betrothed to Mrs, Whitman.

December, Engagement with Mra. Whitman broken off,
June o, 1849, Departs for the Bouth.

Autmon, |, In Richmond and neighbourhood,

Octobery, ,, Dies at Baltimore, Maryland.

November 17,1875 Monument Inaugurated, Baltimore,
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EDGAR ALLAN POE.

CHAPTER I
PARENTAGE,

EucaR ALLAN POE was of gentle birth* His pater-
nal grandfather, General David Poe, the descendant
of an ancient and highly connected family, was
born in Ireland, but, taken at a very early age by
his parents to the United States, became a patriotic
citizen of his adopted country, and greatly distin-
guished himself during the War of Independence. The
(leneral's eldest son, David, was destined for the law,
and after receiving the usnal quantum of education
then afforded by the schools of Ballimore—his birth-
place —was placed under Mr William Gwynn,
basrister-at-law, to read for the bar.

The youthful studenf, the future poet’s father,
would appear to have found greater attraction in
the drama than in jurisprudence, and, accordmg to
the testimony of a fellow-townsman,t “young Pos
and several of his gay companions formed an associa-
tion called the ‘Thespian Club’ for the promotion
of & taste for the drama, They met in 8 large room,
in & honse belonging to General Poe. . . . Here, a$

Vide Appendix
;E Lm L&ofﬁdgﬂfi Poepp.ag.zq.



2 His Father's Tendencies.

their woekly meotings, they recited passages from
the old dramatists, and performed the popular plays
of the day, for the entertainment of themselves and
their friends” According to the same sauthority,
“David Poe became g0 infatuated with the stage that
he secretly left his home in Baltimore, and went to
Charleston, where he was announced to make his
‘first appearance on any stage” One of his uncles,
Willism Poe, . . . saw the sunouncement in the
newspapers; be went to Charleston, took David off
the stage, and put him in the law office of the
Honourahle John Foragth of Augusta” Georgia, hie
own (William Foe's) brother-in-law.

The veritable canse of David’s escapade would
appear to have been something even stronger than an
infatuation for the stage. Whilst still studying law
under Mr, Gwynn, young Poe was sent to Norfolk,
Virginia, upon professional business, and there saw and
becams deeply enamonred of Elizabeth Arnold, a youth-
ful end beautiful English actress. From Norfolk the
company o which Miss Arnold was attached migrated
to Charleston, whither, apparently, it was followed by
the young lady’s admirer. Different reasons have
been given to account for the youthfal couple’s tem-
porary and compulsory separation ; but, whatever may
have been the facts, they speedily met again, and
ultimately were married, the bridegroom being but
nineteen, and the bride about the same sge. David
Poo's parents were incensed at the imprudent match,
and forbede him the house; and as neither he nor his
wife possessed any means of subsistence, they turned
to the stage in search of a livelihood,

Many absurd stories have been retailed as to the



His Mothev's Parentage and Career. 3

parentage of Elizabeth Arnold, one widely-circulated
rumour declaring her to have been the daughter of
(leneral Benedict Arnold, the American traitor, The
facts are not yet thoroughly known, but it is belioved
that her father was an Englishman of very good
faniily, though in impoverished circumstances, who
gought refuge in the United States, where he endea-
voured to support himself by literaturs. Elizabeth
Arnold herself was bom at sea, where her mother is
gupposed to have died af, or directly after, the child’s
birth, The little girl being left fatherless, as well as
motherless, whilst still an infent, was, apparently,
adopted by some compassionate stranger, and carefully
educated for ‘the stage, Eventually the poor little
orphaned foreigner made her appearance in publis, her
début a8 en actress taking place on Awugust 18th,
1797, at the old John Street Theatre, New York, in
the juvenile character of “Maria,” in the farce of
The Spoiled ORild* Two nights later she appeared
as “ Agnes” in the tragedy of The Mouniaineers, and
is recorded to have made a very favourable impression
by her youth, her beauty, and her precocious gbility.
Mr. Solee, a well-known ¢mpresaris of the period,
engaged-the juvenile ddbufante for a company he was
forming, and under his management, and that of his
succesgors, Mesars, Williamson, Placide, and others,
the young English girl became an accomplished
actress, ultimately appearing in the leading rdles of
the tragic drama. Between her first appearance on
the New York stage, and her reappearance there in
1806 as Mrs. David Poe, Miss Amold’s career may
be traced at the various thestres of New York, Phila-

¥ Ireland, Records of the New York Stage, vol. i p. 42,



4 His Parents’ Dramatic Engagements.

delphia, Norfolk,and Charleston ; and it is pleasant to
hear her talented son, in the brightest epoch of his own
ghort life, whep salluding to his mother's profession,
declare that “no carl was ever prouder of his earldom
than he of his descent from a woman, who, although
well born, hesitated not fo consecrate to the drama
her brief career of genius and beauty.”

In 1806, when Mrs, Poe reappeared in New York,
she was accompanied by her husband, The youthful
couple were engeged at the new Vauxhall Garden,
where the lady made her enirée, on the 16th of July,

" as “Priscilla,” in The Tomboy, whilst Mr, Poe made
his firet appearance on the New York stage on the
18th, as “Frank” in Fortune’s Frolie. “The lady was
young and pretty,” remarks Ireland, “and evinced
talent both as singer and actress; the gentleman was
literally nothing,”* Eventuslly the Poes removed
from New York to Doston, where they frequently
performed.  Their various appearances on the stage
at the latter city may be traced in 1808 from the
commencement of April until the 3rd of June, the
theatre having been opened on the latter date for
“one night only,” in honour of the time-renowned
“ Artillery Election” A nofeworthy circumstance,
both for the celculators of prenatal influences and the
analytic student of Poe’s works, is that on the 18th
of April 1808-—just nine months before the poet's
Dbirth—Mr. and Mrs. Poe appeared in Schiller’s omi-
novs tragedy of The Roblers, and were assisted by
their old friends, Mr. and Mrs. Usher. Their thoughts
are Likely fo have been more then usually occcupied
with the selection of the piece for performance, as it

* Records of the New Vork Stage.
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was their benefit night, and, apparently their own
speculation, they having announced, “That from the
great failure and severe losses sustained by their
former attempts, they [tho Poes and the Ushers]
have been induced to meke a joint effort.” The rdle
of “ Amelia” was assigned to Mrs, Pos, who, towards
the end of her brief career, almost invariably under-
took the chief female characters, whilst her husband’s
impersonations strangely varied from the leading male
down 1o the most minor personages of the drama.

‘What became of the Poes during the summer, or
what they did for a livelihood until the winter seeson
of 1808-9 commenced, can only be conjectured.
Other means of subsistence than those derived from
their dramatic labours may have been provided by
M. Poe's abilities ; she was an accomplished artist, -
and left one or two skefches that have been much
admired. One of her paintings, that ultimately came
into the possession of her celebrated son, was & view
of “Boston Harbour: Morning, 1808;” and upon
the back of it was inscribed, in & neatly-written round
hand, not very dissimilar from the poet's own beautiful
caligraphy, a description ending with the words, “ For
my little son Edgar, who should ever love Boston,
the place of his birth, and where his mother found
ber best and most sympathetic friends.”

During the-winter of 1808—g the Poes frequently
appeared on the Boston boards. On the 17th of
January, Mrs. Poe was absent from the performance,
and on the 1gth, her second som, Edgar, was born.
In less than a month the young mother reappeared,
and continued playing in Boston until the 1gth of
April, when she took her benefit, assuming the Shake-



6  Death of his Father and Mother.

sperian rdles of “ Ophelia ” and “ Cordelia,” whilst her
hugband, whose health was probably breaking, had to
content himeelf with the minor character of “ Laertes.”
Upen this occasion, as also upon many others, Mrs.
Pos seng “a favourite song.”

At the close of the Boston season the young couple,
after paying e short visit to Baltimore in order to
fotch their little boy from (eneral Poe's, where he was
staying, flitted back to New York, On the 6th of
September they appeared at the Park Theatre of that
city, in The Castle Spectre, as “ Hassan and Angela” ¥
They wintered in New York, remaining there until
the beginning of July, when they removed to Rich-
mond, Virginia, where, it is believed, early in 1811,
David Poe died of consumption. Some months after
their father's decease, a third child, Rosalie, was born.
Mrs. Poe’s own health now began fo fail rapidly, and
in consequence of her inability to continue her profes-
sional engagements, her circumstances became truly
deplorable.  These facts becoming knownm, certain
ladies interested themselves on ber behalf, and minis-
tered fo her wents. A Mrs, Richards and other Rich-
mond ladies who visited the dying actress, frequently
commented, in 2 manner that has left a lasting impres-
sion, upon Mrs. Poe's evident refinement of manner;
and, despite her poverty and sickness, the exquisite
neatness of herself and her surroundings, All help,
however, was now of slight avail, for on Sunday the
8th of December, the unfortunate lady followed her
husband to the tomb, like him dying of decline, On
the Tuesday following her death, the Rishmond En-
gquirer contained this announcement :—

* Dunlop, History of the Americaw Stage, vol. ii. p. 265
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“Diep.—On Sunday last, Mrs. Poe, one of the actresses
of the company at present playing on the Richmond Boards,
By the death of this Lady the Stage has been deprived of
one of its chief ornaments. And to say the least of her, she
was an interesting Actress, and never failed to catch the
applause, and command the admiration, of the beholder,”

Beyond the fleeting memory of her beauty and
talent, Mrs. Poe left little for her three fatherless
children ; but, in after years, the sketches above referred
to, and a parcel of her letters, were cherished by her
illustrious son among his most highly-valued treasures.
Evidently she was a womsn of great intellectual
capacity, a8 is indeed displayed in her portrait by &
breadth of brow similar to that possessed by Edgar
Poe, and to conceal the masculine appearance of
whichk she wes accustomed to wear her hair low
down over her forehead,* T

Upon the death of their surviving parenf, David
Poe's three children—in accordance with a custom not
unusual in vepublicen countries—wers adopted by
comparative strangers. Edgar was taken by M
John Allan, a wealthy Scotch merchant, married to
an American lady and settled in Virginia; William
Henry Leonard, the date and place of whose birth is
still uncertain, by some relative or friend in Balfi-
more ;} and Rosalie, by the family of ancther Scoteh-
man named McKenzie.}

* A ministare of his mother accompanied the poet through all his
wanderings,  Shortly before hia dea ”];nﬁnw it to & very valued
friend, from whom we received it. A porirait of M. Pos, it
may be remarked, remained in the possession of her famous son until
his decease, but its subsequent fate is unknown to ws.—J, H, I,

4 Vide Appendix B. 1 Vide Appendix C.



CHAPTER IL

CHILDEOOD.

Epgar Arzax Por was born at Boston, on the 1gth
of January 1809. His parents’ professional engage-
ments and restricted means could not have permitied
them to give any very cordial welcome to this addition
to their limited ménage. When the child was omly
five weeks old it was taken by its parents to Balti-
more, and left in the charge of its grandfather’s house-
hold, where the besufy and talent of its mother appear
to have effected & reconciliation between the General
and his prodigal son. After staying some months
with his relatives in Maryland, Edgar was reclaimed
by his parents, and apparently stayed with his mother
until her death in 1811.

The poor little orphan is recorded to have elready
manifested promise of great heauty. At the solicita-
tions of his wife, Mr. John Allan agreed to adopt
the boy, who, for several subsequent years, was to
be known as Edgar Allan. Mr. Allan, a native
of Ayrshire, Scotland, had emigrated to the United
States, and settled in Virginia, where he made & con-
siderable fortune by the purchase and export of tobacco :
at the time when he adopted this child he was only
thirty-ons, although, apparently, he had been already
long married. Not only was Edgar a handsome and
precocious boy, but he was in some way related to
his godfather, who had, therefore, every cause to com-
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passionate the little orphan’s condition. In the home
of his adoptive parents the boy found much of the
Iuxury wealth could provide, and in the person of Mrs.
Allan as much affection as & childless wife could bestow.
Edgar won the admiration, even if he did not gain the
affection, of Mr, Allan, who became extremsly yroud of
his youthful protége, and treated him in many respects
a8 his own son. Although little that is trustworthy
can now be learned of the poet’s early days, it is worth
record that a tenacious memory and & musical ear are
said to have enabled him fo learn by rote, and declaim
with effect, the finest passages of English poetry, to
the evening visitors at his godfather's house. “The
justness of his emphasis, and his evident appreciation
of the poems he recited, made a striking impression
upon his audience, while every heart was won by the
ingenuous simplicity and agreeable manners “of the
pretty litfle elocutionist.” Gratifying as these exhibi-
tions may have been to Mr, Allan’s vanity, the probable
consequence of such & system of recurring excitements
upon the boy’s morbidly nervous organisation could
scarcely fail to prove injurious, Indeed, in after years,
the poet bitterly bewailed the pernicious effects of bis
childhood’s misdirected mims. “I am,” he declared,
“the descendant of a race whose imaginative and easily
excitable temperament has at all times rendered them
remarkable ; ard in my earliest infancy I gave evidence
of having fully inherited the family character. As I
advanced in years.it was more strongly developed, be-
coming, for many reasons, a cause of serious disquietude
to my friends, and of positive injury to myself. . . . My
voice wag 8 household law, end at an age when few
children have abandoned their leading-strings, I was
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left to the guidance of my own will, and became, in
all but name, the mester of my own actions.”

After receiving the rudiments of bis education in
an academy at Richmond, Poe accompanied the Allans
to Europe, whither they were called on matters con-
nected with the disposal of some property left to Mr,
Allan by a relative, Edgar is supposed to have visited
several portions of Grest Brifain in the compeny of
his adoptive parents, and a sister of Mrs, Allan’s,
Upun their arrival in London, in 1816, the boy was
placed at a school in Stoke Newingten, then a distinct
town, but now & suburb of the metropolis. Part of
the time Edgar was under the charge of the Rev. Dr.
Bransby, the Allans resided in the vicinity of Russell
Square, whither every recurring Friday he refurned,
remaining with them until the following Monday.*

The Rev. Dr. Bransby, afterwards so quaintly por-
trayed by Poe in his story of William Wilson, “is
remembered a8 having had the reputation of being a
thorough scholar, very apt at quotation, especielly from
Shakespeare and Horace,” and also as “a strict dis-
ciplinarian.” When young “Allan” as Edgar was
styled, was placed under Dr. Brensby’s care, he was
found fo be “very backward with his studies. not
having had any regular instruction;” but when he left
the Stoke Newington Manor House School, “he was
able fo speak French, construe any easy Latin author,
and was far better acquainted with history and litera-
ture than meny boys of a more advanced ege, who
had hed greater advantages than he had”t “Rdgar
Allan” was described by Dr. Branshy as “a quick

* Mv, Cismm’s Lotters to Judge Netloon Poe.
4 Adhenaum, No. 2660, ppe 490 97, October 19, 1878,
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Dr. Bransty's Account of Poe, 11

and clever boy,” who “would have heen & very good
boy had he not beer spoilt by his parents,” as he
termed the Allans; “but they spoilt him, and allowed
him an extravagent amount of pocket-money, which
enebled him fo get into all marner of misehief,  Still,
I liked tbe boy,” added the schoolmaster; “poor
fellow, his parents spoilt him,”

To his sojowrn in England Poe looked back with
anything but ungrateful reminiscences, as a reference
to his tele of William Wilson proves, His deserip-
tion of Stoke Newington, s it was when he resided
there, is unusually accurete in ifs suggestive details.
Many of the features of his school and school-life are
reproduced with s graphicality unequelled anywhere,
gave in the parallel recorde of Balzac’s  Zouis Lambert.”
It is not presuming foo much upon the probabilities
to suggest, that much of the gloom and glamour which
pervade Poe’s writings originated in the strangeness
and solation of the led’s position in that foreign and
“ excessively ancient house,” of that “misty-looking
village of England” The dreamy walks, even now
overshadowed by immemorial elms, and the mouldering
dwellings that then abounded—some fow remain—in
the vicinity of his English schoolhouse, could not
fail to exercise & marked influence upon a mind so
morbidly sensitive to impressions as was Poe's; nor
can it be doubtéd that in the Justrum of his life there
spent he acquired some portion at least of that curious
and ouéréd classic lore which, in after years, became one
of the chief ornaments of hiz weird works.

When Poe resided at Stoke Newington the Manor
House school-grounds occupied & very large area; but
of late years, owing to the continuous encroachments
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of enterprising builders, they have been much cir~
cumscribed in extent, and the house greatly altered
in appearance. The description of the place, as well
a3 the representation of his school-life there, had,
the poet declared, been faithfully given in William
Wilson, but in order to trace out this vraisemblance—
at least, as regards the building and some minor dafa
-—the earliest kmown version of the story must be
referred to, subsequent revisions which it afterwards
underwent at its author’s hands having somewhat
detracted from its fidelity to fact. “The large, ram-
bling, Flizabethan house,” into which Poe ultimately,
and evidently for the purpose of heightening the
picturesque effect, metamorphosed the “old, irregular,
and cottage-built ” dwelling, portrayed more correctly
the appearance of & fine old manorial residence that
formerly faced the school, but which quite recently
has been ruthlessly razed for “improvements.”

“Tn truth,” remarks the soi-disant « William Wilson,”
“jt was a dream-like and spirit-soothing place, that
venerable old town,” and it is not strange the boy's
plastic mind should have retained, indelibly imprinted
upon it, a vivid impression of “the refreshing chilli-
ness of its deeply-shadowed avenues,” and, in fancy,
“inhale the fragrance of ite thousand shrubberies,
and thrill amew with indefinable delight at the
deep hollow note of the church-bell, breaking each
hour, with sullen and sudden roar, upon the stillness
of the dusky atmosphere in which the old fretted
Gothic steeple lay imbedded and asleep.”

Within this dream-engendering place the quondam
Edgar Allan spent about five years of his brief exist-
ence; and, notwithatanding the apparent monotorny of
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school-lifs, was doubtless fully justified in looking
back upon the days passed in that venerable academy
with pleasurable feelings. “The teeming brain of
childhood,” to repeat Poe’s own ywords, “requires no
extornal world of incident to occupy or amuse it
The morning’s awekening, the nightly summons to
bed; the connings, the recitations, the periodical half
holidays and perambulations; the playground, with its
broils, its pastimes, its intrigues——these, by 2 mental
gorcery long forgotten, were made to involve a wilder-
ness of sensation, a world of rich incident, a universe of
varied emotion, of excitement the most passionate and
spirit-stirring.  “ O, le bon temps, que ce siédle de fer I'”

“Qld and irregular,” as the poet described it, the house
still is, #The grounds,” he remarks further, © were extensive,
and a high and solid brick wall, topped with & bed of mortar
snd broken glass encompassed the whole, This prisen-like
rampart formed the limit of our domain ; beyond it we saw
but thrice & week—once every Baturday afternoon, when,
sttended by two ushers, we were permitted to take brief
walks in a body through some of the neighbouring fields—
and twice during Sunday, when we were paraded in the same
formal manner to the morning and evening service in the one
church of the village, Of this church the principsl of our
school was pastor. With how deep a spirit of wonder and
perplexity was 1 wont io regard him from our remote pew in
the gallery, as, with step solemn and slow, he ascended the
pulpit! This reverend man, with countensnce so demurely
benign, with robes eo glossy nnd so clerically flowing, with
wig so minutely powdered, so rigid and so vast,—could this
be he who, of late, with sour visage, and in enuffy habili-
ments, administerad, fornle in hand, the Draconisn laws of
the academy? Ob, gigantic paradox, too utterly monstrons
for solution !

%At an sngle of the ponderous wall frowned a more
pondewus gate, Tt was riveted and studded with jron bolis,
and sarmounted with jagged iron spikes. What impressions
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of deep awe did it inspire! It was never opened save for the
thres periodieal egressions and ingressions already mentioned »
then, in every creak of itd mighty hinges, we found a pleni-
tude of mystery—a world of matter for solemn remerk, or for
more solemn meditation,

“The extensive enclosure was irregular in form, havieg
many capacions recessss, Of these, three or four of the
largast constituted the playground, It was level, and covered
with fine hard gravel. I well remember it had no trees, nor
benches, nor anything similar within it. Of course it was in
the rear of the honse. In front lay a small parterre, planted
with box and othar shrabs ; but through this sacred division
we passed only upon rare occasions indeed—such as & first
advent to school or final departure thence ; or perhaps, when
& parent or frisnd having called for ug, we joyfully took our
way home for the Christmas or Midsummer holidays,

“But the house !—how quaint an old building was this |—
to me how veritably & palace of enchantment! There was
really no end to its windings—to its incomprehensible sub-
divisions. It was difficult, at any given time, to say with
certainty upon which of its two stories one happened to be.
From each room to every other there were sure to be found
three or four steps either in ascent or descent. Thex the
lateral branches were inmumerable—inconceivable—and so0
returning in upon themseives, that our most exact ideas in
rogard to the whole mansion were not very far different from
those with which we pondered upon infinity, During the
five years of my residence here, I was never able to ascertain,
with precision, in what remote locality lay the little sleeping
apartment amsigned to mysell and come eighteen or twenty
other scholars,

“The schoolroom wes the largest in the house~—I could
not help thinking, in the world It was very long, narrow,
and dismally low, with pointed Glothic windows and & ceiling
of oak. In & remote and terror-inspiring angle was a square
enclosure of eight or ten feet, comprising the sanctum, ¢ during
hours,’ of our principal, the Reverend Dr. Bransby. It was
8 solid structure, with massy door, sooner than open which,
in the absence of the ‘ Dominje, we would all have willingly
perished by the peine forte ef dure. In other angles were two
other similar boxzes, far less reverenced, indeed, but atill
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greatly matters of awe. One of theee waa the pulpit of the
‘classical’ usher, one of the ‘English and mathematical’
Interspersed about the room, crossing and recrossing in end-
leas irregularity, were innumerabls benches and desks, black,
ancient, and time-worn, piled desperately with much-he-
thumbed books, and so besesined with initial letters, names
ot full length, grotesque figures, and other multiplied efforts
of the Imife, as to have entirely lost what little of original
form might have been their portion in days long departed. A
huge bucket with water stood at one extremity of the room,
and & clock of stupendous dimenaiona at the other”

“The ardour, the enthusiasm, and the imperious-
ness ” which are declared to have rendered the “ William
Wilson” of the story a marked character among his
schoolmates, so” that by slow but natural gradations
he obtained an ascendancy over all not greatly older
than himself, may safely be assumed fo represent Poe's
own idiosyncrasies, even at this early epoch of his life.
A consistency of passion and thought, however diverted
or thwarted by occasional circumstance, runs through
Poe's whole carcer, and what was truly representative
of him ab the first is found a faithful portreiture at
the last. “In childhood,” he exclaims, “I must have
felt with the energy of & man what I now find stamped
upon memory in lines aa vivid, as deep, and as durable,
a8 the exergues of the Carthaginian medels”

The lad waa recalled to America in 1821, and for
gome months spent his time in what he termed “ mere
idleness,” but which really consisted in composing
verses, aud in thinking out future poems, Indeed, as
he subsequently states, in the inferesting Preface to
hig first printed book, its contents were written during
the years 1821-22, and before the author had com-
pleted his fourteenth year.
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CHAPTER IIL
BOYHOOD.

In 1822 Mr, Allan placed his adopted son, who now
reassumed his own surname of Poe, in an academy in
Richmond, Virginia, in which city the Allans con-
tinued to reside. Many most interesting reminiscences
of the embryo poet during his attendance ab this pre-
paratory school, then kept by Mr. John Clarke, have
been placed at our disposal by fellow-pupils of Poe;
and the following, from the pen of Colonel John T, L.
Preston, husband of Mm, Margaret J. Preston, the
poetess, cannot fail to charm :—

“ Although I was several years Poe's junior, we sat together
at the same form fora year or more at a classical school in
Richmond, Virginia. Our master was John Clarke, of Trinity
College, Dublin. At that time his school was the one of
bighest repute in the metropolis. Master Clarke was a hot-
tempered, pedantic, bachelor Irishman; but & Latinist of
the first order, sccording to the style of scholarship of that
date, he unquestionably was. I have often heard my mother
amuse hersalf by repeating his pompous assurance that in hia
school her boy should be taught * only the pure Latinity of the
Augustan age’ It is due to his memory * to say, that if her
boy was not properly grounded in his rudiments, it was not
the fault of his teacher. What else we were taught I have
forgotten ; but my drilling in Latin, even to ita minutim, is
clear to my view aa if lying on the surfacs of yesterday.

# Edgar Poe might bave been at this time fiftesn or sixtsen,
he being one of the oldest boys in the school, and 1 one of

* Profegsor Johin Clarke js still alive.—J. H. L
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the youngest. His power and accomplishments captivated
me, and something in me, or in him, made him take a fancy
tome. In the simple school athletics of those days, when
a gymnasium had not been heard of, he was facils princeps.
He was & ewift runner, & wonderful leaper, and what was
more rare, a boxer, with soms elight training, I remember,
too, that he would allow the atrongest boy in the school to
strike him with full force in the chest. He taught me the
secret, and 1 imitated him, after my measure. It was to
inflate the lungs to the utiermost, and at the moment of
receiving the blow to exhale the air. 1t looked surprising, and
was, indeed, a little rough ; but with a good breast- bone, and
some resolution, it was not difficult to stand it. Forswimming
he wan noted, being in many of his athletic proclivities surpris-
ingly like Byron in his youth, There was no one among the
schoolboys who would so dare in the midst of the rapids of the
Jemes River, I recall oneof hisraces. A challengeto afoot-race
had been passed between the two classical schools of the city ;
we selected Poe as our champion. The race came off one bright
May momning at sunrise, in the Capitol Square. Historieal
truth compels me to add that on this oceasion our school was
beaten, and we had fo pay up our small bets. Poe rin well,
but his competitor was a long-legged, Indian-locking fellow,
who would have outstripped Atalanta without the help of the
golden apples. Ah, how many of those young racers on Capitol
Square tlljmt fair Mey morning, and how many of the crowd
that so eagerly locked on, are very atill now !

“In our Latin exercises in school Poe was among the first
—not first without dispute. YWe had competitors who fairly
disputed the palm. Especiallyone—Nat Howard-—efterwards
known as one of the ripest acholars in Virginia, and distin-
goished also as a profound lawyer, If Howard was less bril-
liant than Poe, he was far more studious; for even then the
georms of waywardness were developing in the nascent poet,
and even then no inconsiderable portion of his time was given
to versifying, But if I put Howard as a Latinist on a level
with Poe, I do him full justice. One exercise of the scheol
wag a favourite with Poe: it was what waa called *capping
vorses,! The practice is so abeolutely obsolete now, at least
in our country, that the term may require explanation,

s Before the closs of the school, 2l the Latinists, without

' 2
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regard to age or respective advancement in the language, wate
drawn up in & line for ‘cepping vemes;’ just as, in old-
fashioned schools, all scholars had to take their place in the
spelling-line before disminsion. At the bead of the line stood
the best scholar, who gave from memory some verse of Latin
poetry to be fcapped :* that is, he challenged all the line to
give from memory snother verse beginning with the same
letter. Whoever waa able to do this, took the place of the
leader; and in his turn propounded another verse to be
capped in like manner. This we called ‘simple capping’
* Double capping’ was more difficult, inasmuch as the respond-
ing verae must both begin and end with the same letters as
the propounded verse, To give an example, and st the same
time to illustrate how a memory, like a sieve, may lot throngh
what is valuable, and yet retain in its reticulations.a worthless
speck, I recall s ‘capping’ which, while I have furgotten ten
thousand thinga that would have been serviceable if remem-
bered, comes back to me with distinctness after the lapse of
80 IARY Years.

“ Nat Howard stood at the head of the ling, and gave out
for double capping & vorse beginning with d, and ending with
m. It passed Edgar Poe, it passed other good scholars, as
woll it might, until it reached me, a tyro, away down the line.
To the surprise of everybody, and not less to my own, there
popped into my mind the line of Virgil :—

* Ducite ob urbe domum, mes carmina, ducite Daphnim.'

And with pride and emarzement I saw myself where I
never was before amd never was afterwards,—sbove Nat
Howard and Edgar Pos.

“ The practice looka absurd, and so it would be now. Trus,
it stored the memory with many good quotations for ready
use. But after the fashion of Master Clarke—a fashion
brought from Trinity—this ‘cepping verses’ was much in
vogue, and Edgar Poe was an expert at it.

“He was very fond of the Odes of Horace, arnd repeated
them so often in my hearing that I leamed by eound the
words of many, before I understood their meaning. In the
Lilting rhythm of the Sapphice and Iambics, his ear, aa yet
untutored in more complicated harmonies, took special delight.
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Two odes, in particnlar, have been humming in my ear all
my life since, set to the tone of his recitation :—

‘Jam satis torris nivis atque dire
Grandinis misit Pater, ot rubante’—
sad,

* Non ebur neque aureum
Mes renidet in domo lacunar,’ &e.

“When I think of his boyhood, his career, and his fate,
the poet, whose Lines I first learned from his musical lips,
supplies me with his spitaph :

*Tile, mordaci velut icta forro
Pinu, aut impulss cupressus Euro,
Procidit late, posuitque eollum in
Palvers Teucro.'

#T ramember that Poe was also a very fine French scholar.
Yot, with all his superioritios, he was not the master-spirit,
nor even the favourite, of the school, I assign, frem my
reco]lection, this place to Howard. Poe, 28 I recall my
impreszions now, was self-willed, capricious, inclined to be
imperious, and though of generous impulses, not steadily
kind, or even amigble; and so what he would exact was
refused o him. I add another thing which had its influence,
1 am sure,

® At the time of which I spesk, Richmond was one of the
most aristocratic cities on this eide the Atlantic. I hasten
to say that this is not so now. Aristocracy, like capping
verses, has fallen into desustude - perhaps for the same
reason: times having changed, other things pay better,
Richmond was certainly then very English, and very aristo-
eratic. A school is, of it nature, demooratic; bat still
boys will unconacionsly bear about the odour of their fathers’
notions, good or bad, Of Edgar Poe it was known that his
perents had been players, and that he was dependent upon
the bounty that is bestowed upon an adopied son, All thia
had the effect of making the boys decline his leadership;
and on looking back on it aince, I fancy it gave him s fierce.
neas ho would otherwise not have had. . . .
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“Not & little of Poe’s time in school, and out of it, was
occupied with writing verses, As wo sat together, he would
ghow them to me, and even sometimes ssk my opinion, and
now and then my assistance. I recall at this moment hia
consnlting me about one particular line, a8 to whether the
word ‘groat’ would properly rhyme with ‘not’ It would
not surprise me now if I should be able, by looking over his
jovenile poems, to identify that very line. As jt is my
only chance for poetic fame, T must, I think, undertake the
search

“My boyish admiration was so great for my schoolfellow’s
genius, that I requested his permission to earry his portfclio
home for the imapection of my mother. If her epthusissm
was less than mine, her judgment did not hesitate to praise
the verses very highly ; and her criticiem might well gratify
the boyizh poet, for she was o lady who, to & natural love
for literature, inherited from her father, Edmund Randolph *
had added the most thorough and careful eulturs obtained
by the most extensive reading of the English classics,—the
established mode of female education in those days. Here,
then, you have the firss critic to whom were submitted the
verses of our world-famed post. Her warm appreciation of
the boy's genins and work was proof of her own critieal
taste,”

One paragraph of Colonel Preston's recollections
throws & lwrid and most suggestive light upon the
canses which rendered the boy’s early life unhappy,
and tended to blight his budding hopes, Although,
a8 seen, mixing with scions of the best families, and
endowed with the innate pride deriveble from gentle
birth—fostered by ell the indulgences of wealth end
the consciousness of intellect—Edgar Poe was made
to feel that his parentage was obscurs, and his position
in society dependent upon the charitable caprice of a
benefactor. Many boye might have endured such a
condition of life with equanimity, but to one of this

* The well-known atatesman.—J, H. 1,
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lad’s temperament it must have been & source of con-
tinual torment, and all allusions to it gall and worm-
wood for his haughty spirit. Generally, Mr. Allan
appears to have been proud of his handsome and pre-
cocious godson, and willing enough to provide him
with the advantages proffered by educational institu-
tiona; but of parental affection, and of thet family
sympathy for which the poor orphan boy yearned—as
his worde and works prove—he seems to have been
utterly devoid. Not but what the imperious youth
wag frequently mdulged in all money could purchese,
yet the pettings and rebuffe which he' wes elternately
subjected to were scarcely calculated to conciliate Ads
disposition. Throughout life & morbid sensitiveness
to affection was one of Poe’s most distinguishing traits,
and it was the want of this which drove him frequently
to seek in the society of dumb creatures the love
denied him, or which he sometimes belteved denied
him, by human beings. In his terrible tale of Zhe
Black Cat there is a peragraph which those who were
intimately acquainted with its suthor will ab once
recognise the autobiographical fidelity of. “From my
infancy,” remarks Pos, “ I was noted for the docility
and humenity of my disposition. My tenderness of
heart was even so conspicuons as to make me the jest
of my companions. I was especially fond of animals,
and wes indulged by my parents with a great variety
of pets, 'With these I spent most of my time, and never
was 80 happy a8 when feeding and caressing them.
This peculiarity of character grew with my growth,
and in poy mgnhood I derived from it one of my prin-
cipal sources of pleasure. To those who have cherished
an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, T need
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hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or
the intensity of the gratification thus deriveble, There
is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love
of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who
has had frequent occesion to test the paltry friendship
and gossamer fidelity of mere man,”

Many of Poe’s schoolfellows at the Richmond
Academy corroborate and supplement Colonel Preston’s
reminiscences. Dr. B. C. Ambler writes: “I recollect
my old playmate Edgar Allan Poe. I passed my
early life in the city of Richmond, and in the years
1823-24 I was in the habit of constant intercourse
with the boy. No one now living, I davesay, had
better opportunities of becoming acquainted with his
physique, a8 for two summers we stripped together for
& bath daily, end leerned fo swim in the same pool in
Shockoe Creek, . . . Poo was noi apt at learning to
gwim, though at a subsequent period he became famous
for swimming from Mayo’s Bridge to Warwick.” In
allusion to this long-remembered boyish feat, the poet
himself remarked, “ Any ¢ swimmer in the falls’ in my
days would have swom the Hellespont, and thought
nothing of the matter. I swam from Ludlam’s Wharf
to Warwick (six miles) in a hot June sun, against one
of the strongest tides ever kmown in the river. Tt
would have been a feat comparmtively easy to swim
twenty miles in still weter. I would not think much,”
concluded Poe, in his strain of not infrequent exag-
geration, “of attempting to swim the British Channel
from Dover to Calais.,” Whatever he might nof think
much of “attempting,” the lad did not, certainly, shrink
from doing a deed of mo little daring in his famous
swim, an account of which is thus furnished by Colonel
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Robert Mayo, junior, at that time a companion and
schoolmate of the poet:—*I started with Poe in his
celebrated gwim from Richmond to Warwick Bar, six
miles down James River. The day was oppressively
hot, and I concluded rather than endure the infliction
to stop at Tree Hill, three miles from town, Poe, how-
ever, braved the sun and kept on, reaching the goal,
but: emerging from the water with neck, face, and back
blistered.”

The truth of this feat having been publicly questioned,
Pos, who was intolerant of contradiction, obtained from
Dr. Cabell and published the following certification of
his prowess:——

“Y was one of several who witnessed this swimming feat.
We accompanied Mr. Poe in boats. Messrs. Robert Stannard,
John Ijyle (since dead), Robert SBaunders, John Munford; I -
think, and one or two others, were also of the party. Mr.
Pos did not seem at all fatigued, and walked back to Rich-
mond immediately after the feat—which was undertaken for a
wager. Roserr (. CarEry,”

A yet more dangerous exploit in natation is recorded
of the daring boy by Colonel Mayo. One day in mid-
winter, when standing on the banks of the James
River, Poe bantered his companion into jumping in,
in order to swim to & cerfain point with him, After
floundering about in the nearly frozen stream for some
time they reached the piles upon which Mayo’s Bridge
then rested, and were glad enough to stop and try to
gain the shore by climbing up the log abutment to the
bridge. To their dismay, upon reaching the bridge,
they discovered that ite flooring overlapped the abui-
ment by several feet, and that ascent by such means
was impossible. Nothing remained for them but to
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descond and retrace their steps, which, weary and partly
frozen, they did: Poe reached the land in an exhausted
state, whilst Mayo was fished out by a friendly boat,
just a8 he was about to succumb. On getting ashore,
Poe was seized with a violent attack of vomiting, and
both the lads were ill for several weeks. Colonel Mayo
recalls Poe to mind as & haughty, handsoms, impetuous
boy, self-willed, defiant, and not indisposed for fight,
but with great mental power and en ever-present
anxiety to grapple with and solve difficult mental
problems.

Dr. Ambler, recurring to this period of Poe’s career,
remarks, “ Of course I was too young at that date to
appreciate the poet’s mental capabilities ; but I remem-
ber to have heard some verses of his, in the shape of a
satire upon the members of a debating society to which
he belonged. . . T cannot recall a Jine of these verses,
but do remember that I envied him his ability to write
them. These lines, as far as I know, were never pub-
lished, but were circulated in manuscript among the
boys, and were, probably, the first known ont of his
family.”

Mr. John Clarke, having relinquished the guidance
of the Richmond school, was sunceeeded, in the autumn
of 1823, by & Mr. William Burke, and amongst the
pupils who remained in his charge was Edgar Allan
Poe. Mr. Andrew Johnston, another of his school-
follows at Richmond, states that when he went to
Mr. Burke's on the 18t of October 1823, he found
Poo there, “I kmew him before,” he writes, “but not
well, there being two, if not three, years differencs in
our ages. We went fo school together all through
1824, and the early part of 1825. Some time in the



Reminiscences of Schoolfellows. 25

Iatter year (I cannof recollect at what time exactly) he
left the school. . . Poe was a much more advenced
scholer than any of us; but there was no other class
for him—that being the highest-—and he had nothing
to do, or but little, to keep his headship of the class.
I daresay he liked it well, for he was fond of desultory
reading, and even then wrote versea. . . We all recog-
nised and admired his great and varied falents, and
were proud of him as the most distinguished schoolboy
of the town. At that time Poe was slight in person
and figure, but well made, active, sinewy, and graceful.
In athletic exercises he was foremost. Kapecially, he
was the best, the most daring, and most enduring
gwimmer that I ever saw in the water. . , , His dis-
position was amiable, and his manners pleasant and
courtaous.” *

These somewhat similerly-minded reminiscerices by
the poet’s playmates—donbtless alightly, albeit uncon-
sciously, biassed in tone by the after celebrity of Poe
—serve to illusirate and prove that even at thet early
age the lad had strongly impressed his comrades with
8 belief in his intellectual euperiority, and that he
had already begun fo entertain a proud and somewhat
pugnacious conterpt for those lees richly endowed by
nature. Other equally marked idiosyncrasies of his
character—extraordinary fidelity of friendship, and
intense sensitivéness to kindness—are strikingly por-
trayed by some well-authenticated incidents in this
period of his life, and to which the late Mrs, Whitman
was the first to draw attentiont The correctness of
her remarks in connection with these episodes has

* Didier, Life of A. Poe, pp.
t+ Edgar Poc and his Crities, pp.
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been amply confirmed by the correspondence of Mrs.
Clemm and Poe himself. Referring to the passionate,
almost fanatical, devotion of the poet for those who
became the objects of his affection, Mrs. Whitman
relates this characteristic anecdote of his boy-
hood :—

“While at the academy in Richmond, he one day
accompanied & schoolmate to his home, where he saw
for the first time Mrs, Hfelen] S[tannard], the mother
of his young friend. This lady, on entering the room,
took his hand and spoke some gentle and gracious
words of welcome, which so penefrated the sensitive
heart of the orphan boy as fo deprive him of the
power of speech, and for & time almost of conscious-
ness itself. He returned home in a dream, with but
one thought, one hope in life—to hear again the sweet
and gracions words that had made the desolate world
8o besutiful to him, and filled his lonely heart with
the oppression of & mew joy. This lady afterwards
became the confidant of all his boyish sorrows, and
hers was the one redeeming influence that saved and
guided him in the earlier days of his turbulent and
passionate youth.”

Writing on the same subject, Mrs. Clemm records
that he entertained a most profound devotion for this
Iady, and that, “ when he was unhappy at home (which
was very often the case) he went to her for sympathy,
for consolation, and for advice.” But, alas] the sad
destiny which appeared to haunt the poor lad, and all
dear to him, overtook his beloved friend! This lady
hergelf was overwhelmed by fearful and peculiar
gsorrows, and at the very moment when her guiding
voice was most needed, foll 8 prey to mental aliena-



A Sad Story. 2

tion; and when she died and was enfombed in a
neighbouring cemetery, her poor boyish admirer could
not endure the thought of her lying there lonely and
forsaken in her vaulted home. For months after her
decease, Poe—like his great Hungarian contemporary
Petofi, at the grave of his girl-love Etelka—would
go nightly to visit the tomb of his vevered friend,
and when the nights were very drear and cold, “ when
the autumnal rains fell, and the winds wailed mourn-
fully over the graves, he lingered longest, and came
away most regretfully,”

For years, if not for life, the memory of this
unfortunate lady tinged all Poe’s famcies, and filled
Iis mind with saddening things. In a letter, writien
within a twelvemonth of his own death, to Mrs,
Whitman, the poet broke through his usual reticence
g3 to the facts of his early life, and confessed that
his exquisitely beautiful stanzas “To Helen,”* were
ingpired by the memory of this lady—by “the one
idolatrous and purely ideal love ” of his tempest-tossed
boyhood. In the early versions of his youthful verses,
the name of “ Helen” continnally recurs, and it was
undoubtedly to her that he devoted “The Pxan,” a
juvenile poem which subsequently he greatly improved
in both rhythm and form, and republished under the
mugical name of “Lenore.” The weird thoughts
which he expérienced when he beheld this lady
robed in her grave garments are hinted &t in
“Irene,”t and the description which he gave to a
friend of the fantasies that haunted his brain during

* L. ’"H ﬂl bei -to n!.
+ Pt g e intame
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his desolate vigils in the cemetery,—the nameless
fears and indescribable phantasmeta—

% Flapping from out their Condor wings
Tuvisible Woe | ™—

she compares to those which overwhelmed De
Quincey at the burial of his sweet sister-playmate,

Those willing to study Poe's idiosyncrasiea should
not object to linger over this little-known epoch of
his story, becanse we are indeed convinoed that in
“thoge golitary churchyard vigils, with all their
associated memories,” Mrs. Whitman has found “a
key to much that seems strange and abnormal in the
poot’s after life.” There can be no doubt that those
who would seck the clue to the psychological pheno-
mena of his strange existenco—*that intellect,” aa
Poe himself remarked, which would try to reduce
his “phantasm to the commonplace”—must know,
and even analyse, this phase of his being,. The mind
which conld so steadfastly trace, step by step, the
gruesome pgradations of seniiemee afier death, as does
Edgar Poe in his weird “Colloquy of Monos and
Ung,” must indeed have been one that had frequently
sought to wrest its earthy secrets from the chamel-
house,

Throughout life Poe was haunted by the idea that
the dead are not wholly dead to conscionsness—was
haunted, as Mrs, Whitman says, by * ideas of terrorand
indescribable awe et the thought of that mysterious
waking slesp, that powerless and dim vitality, in
which ‘the dead’ are presumed, according to our
popular theology, to await ‘the genersl resurrection
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at the last day’ *—and it was this feeling, those who
knew him believe, that restrained him more than once
from contracting another marriage after his beloved
wife's death. The feeling, so powerfully expounded
in some of his tales and his poems *—

" Legt the dead, who ¢ forsaken,
May not be happy now,"—

overclonded his mind until the very last days of his
“ lonesoms latter years”

* Compare “leonara;® * Tho Bridal Ballad ;" and asticks, “Va-
dins,” in arginalis,



30

CHAPTER IV,

FIRST LOVE.

BerwEEN the date of Poe's leaving Mr. Burke's school
and his departure for the University of Virginia, early
in the following year, 1826, liftle or nothing authentic
is known of the youthful poet’s deeds or adventures.
During this interregnum of six months or so, there is
good reason for believing, however, that he was plea-
santly engaged in both making verses and making
love, a combination of occupations, it meed scarcely
be pointed out, by no means unfrequent.

Quoting the assertion of “George Sand” that “ les
anges ne sont plus pures que le cour dun jeuns homme
qui aime en véritd,” Poe temarks that “the hyperbole
is scarcely Jess than trus,” but that “it would be fruth
itself were it averred of the love of him who is at the
same time young and a poet. The boyish poet-love,”
he ermphatically declares, “is indisputably that one of
the human sentimenta which most nearly realises our
dreams of the chastened voluptuousness of heaven.”
Thinking and speaking thus, and having in memory a
similar inflnence exercised over a short period of hia
earlier life, he refers to the boyish poet-love of Byron
for Mary Chaworth, as an earnest and long-shiding
attachment that sublimated and purified from earthli-
ness all his works alluding to it And yet, he adds,
this passion, “if passion it can properly be termed,
was of the most thoroughly romentio, shadowy, and
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imaginative character. It wes born of the hour, and
of the youthful necessity to love, . . . It had no
peculiar regard to the person, or to the character, or to
the reciprocating affection of Mary Chaworth. Any
maiden, not immediately and positively repulsive,”
he deems Byron would have loved in similar circum-
stances of frequent and umrestricted intercourse, such
as the children are represented as having enjoyed.
“The result,” opines Poe, “was not merely natursl,
or merely probable, it was as inevitable as destiny
iteelf.”

Any ordinary maiden would have served “suffici-
ently well as the incarnation of the ideal that haunted
the fancy of the poet,” continues the young critic, not-
withstanding the fact that the affection may not have
been reciprocated ; or, “if she felt at all, it was only
while the magnetism of %is actual presence compelled
heg to feel.” With evident remembrance of the ideal
of his own boyhood before him, he believes that to
Mery Chaworth Byron was merely “a not unhand-
some and not ignoble, but somewhat portionless, some-
what eccentric young man,” whilst “she to him was
the Egeria of his dreams—the Venus Aphrodite that
sprang, in full and supernal loveliness, from the bright
foam upon the storm-tormented ocean of his thoughts.”
Reading his own gtory by these words, it is suggestive
to find how closely the lovea of the two conftemporary
poets were paralleled,

Between the years 1822-25, es has been fold,
Edgar Poe was a echolar in a well-known academy at
Richmond. The adopted son and reputed heir of Mr.
Allan, and “a not unhandsome,” if * somewhat eccen-
tric young man,” the youthful poet made mo mean
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figure among his Virginian compenions, notwithstand-
ing any drawbacks incidental to his obscure.parentage.
Admired by his fellow-students for his superior educa-
tional ettainments, his daring athletic feats, and for
& certain magnetic rather then sympathetic influence
which he exercised over them, it is not surprising to
learn that he was introduced into, and mingled with,
the best society of the Old Dominion. In the
coteries into which he was received was a little
meiden but & year or two younger than himself, who
speedily became fascinated by the cherms of his
Presence.

8. Elmira Royster lived with her father opposite to
the Allans in Richmond, and in the usual course of
events she made the acquaintance of their adopted son.
She remembers Fdgar Pos as “a beautiful boy,” as not
very talkative, and whose “gencral manner was sad,”
but whose conversation, when he did talk, was truly
pleasant. “Of his own parents he nevar spoke,” bup
“he was devoted to the firsf Mrs, Allan, and she to
him, He had very few associates, but he was very
intimate with Ebenezer Berling, a widow’s son of about
the same age as himself Berling was an interesting,
intelligent young man, but somewhat inclined to dis-
sipation. They used to visit our house together very
frequently, Edgar,” continues the lady, “was very
generous,” and “warm and zealous in any cause he
was interested in, being enthusiastic and impulsive.”
Dowered with “the hate of hate, the seorn of gcorn,”
the youthful lover is remembered to have had strong
prejudices, and, with his adoration for beauty already
fully developed, to have detested everything coarse or
wanting in refinement. It is also within the memory
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of the lady that her young admirer drew beautifully:
“he drew a pencil likeness of me,” ghe relates, “in a
few minutes.” He was even then passionately fond
of music, “an art which in after life he loved so
we]l'”

The love passages were kept up between the youthful
pair until Poe left for the University; he bhad, indeed,
engaged to marry Miss Royster, and wrote to her
frequently after his departure. Her father intercepted
the letters, deeming his daughter “der young fo
marry,” and it was not until a year or so later, and
when, having attained the mature age of seventeen,
she beceame Mrs. Shelton, that the young poet learned
how it wes that his passionate appeals had failed to
elicit any response from the object of his affections.
The influence and memory of this attachment tinged
much of Poe's juvenile verse, threading like a misty
autobiographic reminiscence through the initial version
of his * Tamerlane,” and pervading with unpassionate
melancholy many of his earliest stanzas, Recurring
once more to his remarks on Byron’s boy-love, how
neturally do these words appear io shadow forth the
thoughts appertaining to the result of hiz own youth-
fal amours. “It is perhaps better,” he thinka, *for
the mere romance of the Iove passages between the
two, that their intercourse was broken up in early life,
and never unintérruptedly resumed in after years.
Whatever of warmth, whatever of soul passion, what-
ever of the trmer share and essentiality of romance
was elicited during the youthful associstion, is to be
attributed altogether to the poet. If she felt at all,
it was only while the magnetism of Ads actual presence
compelled her to feel. If ske respomded at all, it was

a
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merely because the necromancy of his words of fire
could not do otherwise than extort s response, In
absence, the bard bore easily with him all the fancies
which were the basis of his flame—a flame which
absence itaelf but served to kesp in vigour—while the
lese ideal but at the same time the less really sub-
stantial affection of his. lady-love, perished utterly and
forthwith, through simple lack of the element which
had fanned it into being”
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CHAPTER V.

ALMA MATER,

Tre University of Virginia, or “Jefferson’s Univer-
gity,” as it has been frequently celled in honour of
President Jefferson, by whom it was founded, is
beautifully situated upon an extensive plateau in the
cenfra of the Old Dominion. It is surrounded by
some of the most picturesque scenery in the United
States, end in every respect reflects credit upon its
worthy and disinterested founder. The establishinent
of this University was a darling, and indeed & daring,
scheme of President Jefferson ; and had occupied a very
large portion of his time from the first inception of
the plan in 1779, until the opening of the institution
on March 7th, 1828, The founder’s labours in con-
nection with the University were immense, and even
after all opposition, latent and declered, had been
overcome by the successful completion of the various
buildings connecied with it; and by the engagement
of such men for the professorships as Charles Bonny-
castle, the late Thomas Hewitt Key, George Long,
Danglison, Blittermane, and other well-known men,
his difficulties were by no means ended. His idea had
been to make the students their own governors, and
in lieu of pumishments, to rely upon appeals to their
honour and patriotism. A code of laws waa framed in
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accordance with these views, but unfortunately proved
useless ; and the appeals to “their reason, their hopes,
and their generous feelings,” which the illustrious
patriot hed so firmly relied mpon for swaying the
‘youthful multitude, ended in confusion, This disaster
erose, apparently, from a mistaken view the students
took of the duties required of them. The librarian,
Mr, William Wertenbaker, the only surviving officer of
the earliest régime, informs va :—

“The session of 1825 was commenced without any discipline
at all, and without an effort on the part of the Faculty to
evforea obedience to the laws. They were expecting and wait-
ing for the atudents to insugurate Mr. Jefferson’s system of
self-government, but this they resolutely refused todo. Neither
the entreaties of Mr, Jefferson, nor the persmasion of the pro-
fessors, could indues a single student to accept the office of
Censor. The plau was that a Board of Censors, consistiug of
aix of the moat discreet students, should inquire into the facta
in all cases of minor offences, and name the punishment which
they thought proportioned to the offence.

“In this state of affairs, and for several months, iuzubordina-
tion, lawlessness, and riot ruled the institation, and became so
intolersble to the professors that they suspended operations,
and tendered their resignations to the Board of Visitors. The
Board met immediately ; abandoned the plan of seif-govern-
ment ; enacted new laws ; ordered & course of rigid discipline
to be pursued, and invested the Faculty with full authority to
rule and govern the inatitution.

“In exercising the power now granted them, the Facolty {ns
in the circumstances it was quite natural for them to do) per-
baps erred in going to the opposite extreme of punishing
offenders with too great severity. . . At no period during the
past history of the University were the Faculty more diligent
in ferreting ont offenders, and more severe in punishing them,
than during the session of 1826, . . .

“Mr. Poe was & atudent doring the second session, which
sommenced Fobruary 1at, and terminated December 15th, 1826,
He signed the matriculstion book on the t4th of February, and
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remained in good standing until the session cloged. . .. He
entered the schools of Ancient and Modern Languages, attend-
ing the lectures on Latin, Greek, French, Spanish, and Italiam.
I was a member of the last three classes, and can teftify that
he wag tolerably regular in bis attendance, and a suceessful
student, baving obtained distinetion at the final examination
jn Latin and French, and this was at that time the highest
honour a gtudent epuld obtain, The present regmlations in
regard to degrees had not then heen adopted. Under existing
regulations, he would have graduated in the two languages
above named, and have been entitled to diplomas.”

Dr. Harrison, Chairmen of the Faculty, fully confirms
this stafement of Poe's classmate, stating that the post
was & great favourite among his fellow-students ab
Charlottesville, and that he is remembered for the
remarkable rapidity with which he prepared his recita~
tions, and their general acenracy ; his translations from
the living languages being especially noteworthy. -

Many of his classmates still retain & vivid recollec-
tion of their gifted companion, not from the fact of
any particular geniality or bonkomée on his part, for he
wes always of a wayward and exclusive disposition,
but from his self-reliant pride, and from the indisput-
able fact that he was facile princeps in nearly all their
pursuits, mental and physicel. Mr. John Willis, a
fellow-student at the University,* recalls Poe as one
who “had many noble qualities,” and whom nature
had endowed “ with more of genius, and a far greater
diversity of talent, than any other whom it had been
my lot to have known ;” but, adds this gentleman, * his
disposition was rather refiring, and he had few intimate
associates.”

This reserve of Poo ia noticed and confirmed by

* In a leiter to the Iste Mrs. Whitman,
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many others who ceme in general contact with him.
Mr. Thomas Bolling, another of his fellow-students,
says, ‘A was acquainted with him in his youthful days,
but that was about all. My impression was, and is,
that no one could say that he knew him, He wore &
melancholy face alweys, aud even his smile-—for I do
not ever remember to have seen him laugh—seemed
to be forced. 'When he engaged sometimes with others
in ethletic exercises, in which, so far as high or long
jumping, I believe he excelled all the rest, Poe, with
the same ever-sad face, appeared to parficipate in what
was amusement to the others more as a task than
gport. Upon one oceasion, upon a slight declivity, he
ran and jumped twenty feet, which was more than the
others could do, although some attained nineteen feet.
His chief competitor in these exercises was Labranche,
an especial friend of mine from Louisiana, who, althongh
of lower sfature by several inches, had had the advan-
tage, previous to entering the University, of being edu-
cated in France, where gymnastics are taught and prac-
tised as part of the course.” Powell, in his Authors of
America, alludes to Poe having had the habit of cover-
ing the walls of his dormitory with chercoal sketchea ;
M:. John Willis states that he bad a talent for drawing,
and that the walls of his room at college were com-
pletely covered with his crayon sketches, whilst Me,
Bolling mentions in connection with his artistio facility
the following suggestive incidents. The two young
men invested in Byron's Poems, purchasing copies of
an English edifion that contained seversl handsome
steel engravings, Poe appeared much interested 1
these plates, and upon visiting him a few days later,
Mz, Bolling found him engaged in copying one with
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creyon on the ceiling of his dormitory. He continued
to amnse himself in this way from time to time, says
our anthority, until he had filled all the space in his
room. These lifo-size fignres were, in the memory of
those who saw them, extremely ornamental and attrac-
tive, but all such vestiges of his boyish espirations
have long since dissppeared. Mr, Bolling remarks
thet he never saw Poe attempt to eketch anything on
peper; as if, indsed, such material afforded too limited
a space for the boundless fancies of his youthful
anibition.

M. Bolling remembers that when he was talking
to his eccentric -associate, Poe continued to scratch
away with his penci] as if writing, and when his visitor
jestingly remarked on his want of politeness, he
answered that he had been all attention, and proved
that he had by suitable comment, giving a5 a reason
for his apparent want of courfesy that he was frying
to divide his mind—carry on a conversation, and at
the same {ime write sense on & fofally different sub-
ject! Beveral times did Mr, Bolling detect him
engaged in these sttempte ab mental division; and he
says the verses handed to him as the part resulis of
the dual labours certainly rhymed pretty well
‘Whether this reminiscence only affords an eatly
instance of Poe’s inveterate love of quizzical mystifica-
tion, or, es is more probable, of his aftempts at mental
analysis, it is wonderfully suggestive of the later
man.

Powell records that the poet's time af the University
was divided between lectures, debating societies, and
rambles in the Blue Ridge mountains, and of this last-
named occupation—so congenial fo one who shrenk
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from contact with unsympathising or uncomprehend-
ing companions— Poe has left some vivid remini-
scences in various parts of his works. Alone, or
accompanied only by a dog, he was in the habit of
making long expeditions into what he deemed the
“wild and dreary hills that lie westward and south-
ward of Charlottesvills, and are there dignified by the
title of the Ragged Mountains,” Alluding to a soli-
tary remble through the unfrequented fastneeses of
thif chain of lofty hills, he indulges in the following
train of ideas, 80 accordant with his theories of thought:
-—“The scenery which presented itself on all sides,
although scarcely entitled to be called grand, had about
it an indescribable end, to me, a delicious aspect of
dreary desolation. The solifude seemed absolutely
virgin. I could not help believing thet the green sods
and the grey rocks upon which I trod had been trodden
never before by the foot of a buman being. So entirely
secluded, and in fact inaccessible, except through a
series of accidents, is the entrance of the ravine, that
it i8 by no means impossible that I was indeed the
first adventurer——the very first and sole adventurer
who had ever peneirated its recesses.”

But these lonely rambles and their atiendant day-
dreams were the occasional relaxations of & hard-
working student ; among the professors he had the
reputation of being a sober, quiet, orderly young man,
and the officials of the Univemsity bear witness to the
fact that his bebaviour was uniformly that of an
intelligent and polished gentleman. In evidence of
hie generally studious conduct Mr. Wertenbaker
records that, “on one occasion Professor Blittermann
requested his Italian class to render into English verse
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& purtion of the lesson in Tasso, which he had assiyned
them for the next lecture. He did not require this
of them as a regular class exercise, but recommended
it a8 one from which he thought the student would
derive benefit, At the next lecture on Italian, the
professor stated from his chair that ‘Mr Poe was the
only member of the class who had responded to his
suggestion,’ and paid a very high compliment to his
performance,”

Referring to his own personal experience of the
youthful poet, Mr. Wertenbeker says, “ As librarian I
hed frequent official intercourse with Mr. Poe, bub it
was &t or near the close of the session befors I mef
him in the socisl circle. After spending an evening
together at & private house, he invited me, on our
return, into his room. It was a cold night in
December, and hig fire having gone pretty nearly out,
by the aid of some tallow candles, and the fragments
of e small table which he broke up for the purpose,
he soon rekindled it, and by ite comfortable blaze I
spent & very pleasant hour with him, On this occa-
sion he spoke with regret of the large amount of
money he had wasted, and of the debts he had con-
tracted, during the session. If my memory be not at
fault, he estimated his indebtedness at §z000, and
though they werg gaming delts, he was carnest and
emphatic in the declaration that be was bound by
honour to pay them sat the earliest opportunity.”
Whilst at the University, Poe appears to bave been
much addicted to gembling, secking, in the temporary
excitement and absorbing nature of cards, that refuge
from gorrowinl thought which he subsequently sought
for in other sources. Although his practice of gaming
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did escape detection, Mr. Wertenbaker assures us that
“the hardibood, intemperance, and reckless wildness
imputed to him by biographers—had he been guilty
of them—must inevitably have come to the know-
ledge of the Faculty, and met with merited pubish-
ment, The records,” he continues, “of which X waa
then, and am still, the custodian, attest that at no
time during the session did he fall under the censure
of the Faculty,” Although Pos may, and doubtless
did, occasionally take his share in a college frolic, Mr,
Wertenbaker moat emphaticelly repudiates the assertion
that he was habitually intemperate, adding, “I often
saw him in the lecture-room and in the library, but
never in the slightest degree under the influence of
intoxicating liquors.”

“ Poe’s connection with the University was dissolved
by the termination of the session on the 15th of
December 1826, when lLie wanted little more than &
month to attain the age of eighteen. The date of his
birth was plainly entered in his own handwriting on
the matricnlation book. . . , He never returned to the
University, and I think it probable that the night I
visited him was the last he spent hers,” says our in-
formant, drawing this inference from the fact that,
having no further need of his candles and table, the
poet nsed them for fuel. ‘

As an interesting and suggestive memento of Poe’s
residence at Charlottesville, Mr. Wertenbaker has
furnished us with a copy, from the register, of & list
of books the poet borrowed from the library whilst a
student; and those who have studied his works will
recognise the good use made, in after life, of the young
collogian’s selection, Rollin's * Histoire Ancienne,’
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“ Histoire Romeine,” Robertson’s “ America,” Marshall's
“ Washington,” Volfaire’s “ Histoire Particulidre,” and
Dufief’s “ Nature Displayed,” are the works he made
use of.

Short as wes Edgar Poe's University career, he left
such honourable memories behind him that his alma
mater has been only too proud to enmrol his name
among her sons. His adopted father, Liowever, does
not appear to have regarded his godson’s collegiate
proceedings with equal favour ; whatever view he may
have taken of the lad's scholastic successes, he reso-
lutely refused to liquidate lis gambling debts—his
debts of honour—and the consequence was a violent
altercation, terminating in the young student hastily
quitting his home, with the determination of frusting
to his own resources to make his way in the world,
For & time he appears to have thought of supporting
Liimself by literature, and, like most neophytes in that
career, commenced with a volme of verse, Additional
motive for his hasty departure from Richmond may be
found in the fact of Miss Royster's marriage to Mr.
Bhelton, an event doubtless commemorgted in some
lineg “To —-—," included in his first—the 1827
—volume, beginning

® I saw thes on the bridal day,
When & burning blusk came o’er thee ;
Though happiness around thee lay,
The world all love before thee,”

It may well be conjectured that a youth of Poe's
proud and impetuous disposition would scarcely remain
plodding quietly at home, constantly in sight of another
enjoying happiness which he had, presumedly, lost.
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DAWNINGS OF GENIUS.

Epcar Pox's first literary venture was printed in its
author's natal city of Boston, in 1827. What caused
him to visit his birthplace is a mystery. Whether a
longing to learn something further of his mother and
her family—end neglected bonours to her memory
caused him frequent qualmis of conscience in after
years—or whether he merely pilgrimaged to the capi-
tal of Massachusetts in hopes of there finding a good
market for his poetic labours, has nof been, and pro-
bably never will be, discovered. At all events, the
remembrances which he brought away with him of
the “ American Athens” were anything but pleasing,
aithough then and there it was, apparently, that he
made the acquainfance of his mother’s friends, the
Ushers and the Wilsons, people whose names, at least,
he made literary use of a few years later on.

His first known literary venture, & finy tome con-
sisting of only forfy pages, inclusive of Prefacs and
Notes, slthongh printed for publication, was “ suppressed
through circumstances of a private nature” The title
of the liftle book runs thus :—
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TAMERLANE,

A¥D
OTHER POEMS
BY A BOATONIAN.

# Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm,
Ard moke mistakes for manhood to reform,”—Cowper,
BOBTON : CALVIN 8. THOMAS.
1827,

What the private reasons were which cauged the
suppression of this most interesting memento of tho
poet’s early life -can only be conjectured, It is
not improbsble that the too palpable nature of the
gutobiographical allusions, the doubtless obnoxious
family researches which might be instituted by some,
when the “ Bostonian ” of the title-page became identi-
fied, with Edgar Allan Pos, and perchance the appeal for
forgiveness foreshadowed in the motto from Cowper,
all combined, or any one separately, may have led to
the withdrawal of the book from circulation,

In the Preface to this volume the youthfal poet
informs his enticipated readers, that the greater part of
its contents * were written in the year 1821-22, when
the author had not completed his fourteemth year.
They were, of courye, not intended for publication,” he
remarks, and “ why they ere now published eoncerns
no one buy himself, Of the smaller pieces,” he deems
“very little need be said: they, perhaps, savour foo
nmeh of egotism, but they were written by one too
young to have eny knowledge of the world but from
his own breast. In ‘Tamerlane,’” says the boy-poet,
“he haa endeavoured to expose the folly of aven risking
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the beat feelings of the heart at the shrine of Ambition,
He is conscious that in this there are many faults
(besides that of the general character of the poem)
which, he flatters himself, he could with liftle trouble
have corrected, but, unliks many of his predecessors,
has been too fond of his early productions to amend
them in his old ags. He will not,” he confesses, “say
that he is indifferent as to the success of these poems
—it might stimulate him fo other attempts—but be
can safely assert that failure will not at all influence
him in a resolution already adopted, This is challeng-
ing eriticiam—Iet it be 50. Nos e novimus esss nihil,”
which concluding assertion, it may be remarked, he
lived to prove the falsity of.

Following the preface is “ Tamerlans,” which oceupies
about sevenieen pages of the booklet; it iz a very
different poem from that of Poe’s later years, known
by the same fitle, and i3 replefe with the Byronian
inflnence. A more connected story is afforded by this
vergion than by the later editions; the heroine is
named as Ada, and the hero as Alexis, “ Tamerlane”
being deemed to have been only a nom-de-guerrs of
the famous warrior, Very many lines, indeed many
whole stanzas, are filled with personal allusions to
their author, as those alluding to his innate pride
and habitual day-dreaming, and when referring to one
loved and lost even befora what passion was could be
known. A Dalief in his own budding powers is cer-
tainly portrayed in such lines as—

*The sonl which feels ita innate right—
The mystic empire and high power
Given by the energetic might
Of geniua, at its natal hour "—
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gnd
% There is & power in the high apirit
To know the fate it will inherit
The aoul, which knows such power, will stilt
Find pride the ruler of its will"—

end allusion to those around him may readily be dis-
covered in those sceptics

“Who hardly will conceive
That any should become * great,’ born
In their own sphere~—will not believe
That they shall stoop in life to one
Whom daily they are wont to see
Familiarly—whom Fortune's sun
Hath ne'er shone dazzlingly upon,
Lowly—and of their own degree.”

The idea which the young aspirant for fame enun-
ciated in verse, he also devoted a note to, to demon-
strate that it is very difficult “to make the generality
of mankind believe that one with whom they are upon
terms of intimacy shell be celled in the world & great
man,’” and he deems the evident reason to be that
“thers are few great men, and that their actions are
constantly viewed by the mass of people through the
medium of distance, The prominent paris of their char-
acters are alone noted ; and those properties which are
minute and commqn to every one, not being observed,
sesm to have no connection with a great character.”

The “ Fugitive Pieces” which follow “ Tamerlane ”
are all more or less tinged with the samse cast of
thought which from first to last characterised their
author, although perhaps more indicative of the influ-
ence of contemporary poets than any of his later pro-
ductions, Hsunting sorrow, strong ambition, and
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mental rambles into the shadowy realms of dreamland,
permeate these earliest verses of his boyhood as pro-
fusely as they do the musical refrains of his “ lonesome
latter years” In one of these mental adumbrations
he cries—

“Oh ! that my young life were & Iasting dream |
My spirit not awaking ti}l the beam
Of an eternity should bring the morrow.
Yea | though that long dream were of hopeless sorrow,
"T'were batter than tha cold reality
Of weking life, to him whose heart must ba,
And hath been, etill npon the lovely earth,
A chaos of desp pagsion from his birth,”

The # Vigit of the Dead,” which follows the piece
quoted from, is evidently inspired by Byron's “ Dream,”
whilst a succeeding lyric from the same sourcs is
confegsedly entitled “Imitation;” some lines in it,
however, are very characteristic, such as-—

% A dark unfsthomed tide
Of interminable pride—
A mystery and a dream
8honld my early life seem.”

The well-known little Iyric, “ A Dream,” which ap-
peared in this edition, also contained this initial stanze
—afterwards omitted—of significant self-allusion ;:—

% A wildered being from my birth,
My spirit spurned control ;
But now, abroad on the wide earth,
Where wanderest thou, my soui 1”

whilst the following penultimate piece, entitled “ The
Happiest Day,” to thoss who have thus far followed
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his story, cannot fail to be replele with autobio-
graphieal implication :—

¥ The happiest day—the hapypiest hour —
My seared and blighted heart hath known ;
The highest Lope of pride and power,
1 feel hath flown.

“Of power ! 8sid I? Yes! such T ween
But they have vanished long, alis!
The visions of my youth have beeu—
But let them pass,

* And pride, what have I now with thee1
Another brow may ev'n inherit
The venom thou hast poured on me—
Ba still, my epirit.
# The happiest dsy—the happiest hour--
Mine syes ghall see—have ever seen
The brightest glance of pride and power, .
I feel—have bieen,

* But wers that hope of pride and power
Now offered with the pain
Ev'n then 1 felt—that brightest hour
I would not live sagain :

% For on its wing was dark alloy,
And es it fluttered, fell
An essence, powerful to destroy
4 soul that knew it well”

With the lines. entitled “The Lake™—the best
poem in the collection—KEdgar Poe's earliest literary
venture closes.

Taken altogether, and due allowance being mada for
some exceptional beauties and occasional originalities,
there was not much in this 1827 volume to show
the world that & new poetic power was about to
arise; its authors incomperable melody of rhythm
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and hsunting power of words were not, s yel, fore-
shadowed,

But this little book was suppressed, and its anthor,
in all probability, recalled to Richmond. Whatever
arrangements were made as to the fature can only be
speculated upon—-the result was, however, unless the
poet’s most solemn word is to be doubted, that he
departed for Europe; and it is generally supposed, and
by Poe was never contradicted, in order to offer his
services to the Greeks against their Turkish tyrants,
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CHAPTER VII
EASTWARD HO!Y

Towanps the end of June 1827, Fdgar Poe would
appear to have left the United States for Furope, It
is very problematical whether he ever reached bis pre-
sumed destination, the scens of the Greco-Turkish war-
fare, or ever saw aught, save in his “mind’s eye,” of

“ The glory that was Greece,
And the grandeur that was Rome.”

The poems which he wrote either during his absence
abroad or directly after his return home (such as “ Al
Agraaf” and the “Sonnet to Zante ”), contain allusions to
(ireece and its acenery that, in some instances, appear fo
be the result of personal reminiscence or impression; but
with a mind of such identificetive power as was Poe’s,
these coinsidences cannot be allowed to count for much,
Hannay says—and how many will agree with him #—
T like to think of Poe in the Mediterranean, with his
passionate love of the beautiful,—in ¢ the years of April
blood,—in a climate which has the perpetusl luxury
of a bath—he must bave had all his perceptions of
the lovely infensified wonderfully, What he did there
we have now no means of discovering.”t Poe had,
undoubtedly, been excited by the heroi¢ efforts the

¢ This sceount of Poc's adventures in Europs is derived from
memorgnda made at his own roquest—during & dangerous ilinees
which it was deemed might end fatally—sahortly after hia wife's decease,
There does not appear to be any reason for doubting the aectracy of

thism%monthmofanyotherofthe ’s statements.—J, H, {,
+ J. Hannay, The Life and Genive of Edgar ARan Poe, 1852,
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iusurgent Groeks were making to throw off the yoke
of their Turkish oppressors, and was, probably, emulous
of Byron, whose example and Philhellenic poesy had
aroused the chivalric aspirations of the boys of both
continents, and whose writings, certainly, strongly in-
fluenced our hero's own muse &t this epoch of his life.

Powell states that it was in conjunction with an
acqusintance, Ebenezer Berling, that the youthful poet
formed the design of participating in the Hellenic
revolution, and comjectures that Poe went alone in
consequence of his companion’s heart failing him*
Whatever may have been the fruth with regard to
Berling, at that time the lad’s most intimate and most
trusted acquaintance, it must be remembered that e
—unlike Poe the orphan—was a widow’s only son,
and, doubtless, in delicate health, as he died not long
after his friend’s deperture.

A most interesting and suggestive memento of the
youthful crusader'’s enthusissm is to be found in an
unknown translation by him of the famous “Hymn
in honour of Harmodius and Aristogeiton.” As an
excuse for the omission of the latter hero’s name, Poe
pleads the impossibility of making it scan in English
verse. If this juvenile version of these oft-translated
verses does not display any very great poetic merit, it
is at least a8 good, and, indeed, much better than many
otlier renderings of the “Hymn” by well-known
bards :—

“ Wreathed in myrtle, my sword I'l conceal,
Like those champions, devoted and brave,

When they plunged in the tyrant their steel,
And to Athens deliverance gave.

* Powell, Living Pocla of America, 1850,




The Hero's Hymn. 53

“ Beloved haroes | your deathless sonly roam
In the joy-breathing isles of the blest ;
Whers the mighty of old have their home—
Whers Achillea and Diomed rest,

“ In fresh myrtle my blade T'1l entwine,
Like Harmodius, the gallant and goed,
When ho made at the tutelar shrine
A libation of Tyranny’s blood.
# Ye deliverers of Athens from shame—

Yo avengers of Liberty’s wrongs |
Endless ages shall cherish your fame,
Embalmed in their echoing songs,”

Edgsr Pos was absent from America oh his Hellenio
journey about eighfeen months, The real adventures
of his expedition have never, it is believed, been
published. That he reached England is probable,
although in the account of his travels, derived from his
own dictation, that country was not alluded to any more
than was the story of his having reeched St. Peters-
burg, and there having been involved in difficulties
that necessitated ministerial eid fo extricete him,
The latter incident is now stafed fo have occurred fo
his brother, William Henry Leonard,* whilst Fdgar
himself, it has been suggested by a writer claiming
personal kmowledge of bhim, resided for some time in
London, formed the acquainfance of Leigh Hunt
and Theodore Hook, and, like them, lived by literary
labour,

According to Poe’s own story—which apparently
aecounts only for a portion of his time—he arrived,
eventually, at a certain seaport in France. Here he
was drawn into & quarrel sbout & lady, and in a fight
which ensued wes wounded by his antagonist, a

* Vide Appendiz B.
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much more skilful swordsman than he was. Taken
to his lodgings, and, possibly, ill tendad, he fell into &
fever. A poor woman, who attended to his needs and
pitied him, made his case known to a Scotch lady of
position, who was visiting the town in the hope,of
persuading a prodigal brother to relinquish his evil
ways and return home with her. This lady came to
seo the wounded stranger, and for thirteen weeks had
him cared for, providing for all his wants, including
the attendance of a skilled nurse, whose place, indeed,
she often fook herselfl Whilst Poe was in a pre-
carious condition she visited him daily, and even
persuaded her brother to come and see the young
Englishman, as his language led them to believe he
was. When the patient became convalescent, he was,
naturally, intensely grateful to his generous benefactor,
As the only means he possessed at that time of
showing his gratitude, he wrote a poem to her, which
he entitled “ Holy Eyes,” with reference to the trust,
sympathy, and faith which he deemed her blue eyes
typical of Indeed, according to Poe’s description,
this lady’s eyes were her chief personal attrection, she
being otherwise plain, large-featured, and old-maidish.
Owing to the peculiarity of her position in this foreign
seaport, she did not wisk her name made publie, and
impressed this wpon the youthful poet. She made
him promise to return to America-—and perhaps sup-
plied the means for him to do so—and adopt & pro-
fession, in which she expressed a hope of some day
hearing that he had become famous,

During his stay in France, so runs Poe’s narration,
he wrote a novel, in which his own adventures were
described under the garb of fiction. The manuscript
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of this story he carried back with him to America, and
retained it in his possession until, at least, some few
years before his death. When asked why he had not
published it, he replied that a French version of it
had been published, and had been accredited to Eugene
Sue, but that he would not sanction its publication in
English, becanse it was too sensational; that it was
not to his taste ; that it hed too much of the * yellow
cover novel style” for him to be proud of it, and,
moreover, that it contained “ Scenes and pictures so
personal, that it wonld have made him many enemies
among his kindred, who hated him for hig vanity and
pride already, and in some respects very justly—the
faults of his early education.” The truth in his story,
he asserted, wes yet more terrible than the fiction,
“The Life of an Artist at Home and Abroad” was
the title by which Poe at one time designated “this
youthful novel; it was written entirely in the third
person, and was pronounced by ita author to be
“ commonplace.”

Such is the story dictated by Poe from what, it
way deemed ab the time, might be his deathbed.
‘Whether it was fact, or fact and fiction delirfonsly in-
terwoven, or mere fiction, invented in smch a spirit of
mischief as, like Byron, he frequently indulged in at
the expense of his too-inquisitivo questioners, is, at
this late date, difficult to decide. As he told the tale
to one whom he truated, so it is here recounted.

After his long absence from homs, if Mr, Allan’s
residence may 8o be termed, Poe reached Richmond
safely in the beginning of March 1829, with little
besides a trunk-load of books and manuseripts, His
adopted mother had died during his absence: unfor-
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tunately he arrived too late to take a last farewelll of
her, she having been interred the day before his arrival.
Mis, Allan was buried in the family grave ab Shockoe
Hill Cemetery, and & stone bearing the following in-
seription was erected over her remains :—

Bacred
to the Memory of
FRANCES KEELING ALLAN,
who departed
this transitory life
on the Morning of the 28th of
February 1829,
This Monument is erected by
Jouxw A1x.aw, her Husband,
in testimony of his gratitude for her
unabated affection to him,
her zeal to discharge her domestie duties,
sud the fervour ghe manifested, both by
precept and example,
in persuading all tv trast in the
promises of the Goapel.

Apparently, the deceased lady had exercised a con-
ciliatory irfluence in the Allan household, where,
indeed, it is stated, it was not unfrequently needed,
and the poor tempest-tossed youth-—who in after life
always referred to her with affection—socon had to
experiencs the effects of her loss. Mr. Allen does not
appesr to have manifested much pleasure at the
prodigal's reburn, and it was not lomg before Poe
again departed. He visited some of his paternal
relatives, and is believed to have inspired one of his
uneles, probably Mr. George Poe, with a belief in his
genius, This relative scems to have taken some in-
terest in his nephew's welfare, and at this time wrote
to the late John Neal to solicit his confidential opinion
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ag to the youth’s poetic abilities. The reply was not
altogether unfavourable, and the consequence of it was
that Poe wrote to Neal, and proposed o publish a
volume of posms dedicated to him, This proposition
Neal sought to discourage, so far as regarded the
intended dedication, contending that his unpopularity
in the United States might injure the sale of the book.
This remonstrance was not calculated to have much
effect npon one of Poe’s disposition—in fact, when
ghortly after this he published & new version of
“Tamerlane,” he dedicated it fo his first lilerary
correspondent.

After & short absence, the post returned once more
to Richmond, abd it is within the recollsction of Mr.
Bolling, his fellow-stmdent at the University, that he
accidentally met Poe the second night after he got
back. The wanderer gave him & long account of the
bhardships he had had to endure, and what shifta he had
been put to for a living, remarking that he had, as
the only alternative for relief, betaken himself to
authorship, The publication of “ Al Aaranf” was one
result of this exertion. The poem, he informed his
old friend, was then on sale at Sanxy’s, a bookseller of
Richmond, and he desired him to call thers and oltain
a3 many copies 88 he wished, adding, that should
Bolling meet with any of their old college mates who
would care to seg the volume, he would like them pre-
gented with a copy, only it was to be presented ss
coming from Bolling, and notf as from the author. The
following day Poe accompanied his friend to Sanxy’s
store, gave him & copy of the book in question, and left
the requisite instructions with the bookseller for Mr,
Bolling to have as many more copies 83 he might require,



58 Corresponds with John Neal.

Previous to the publication of this, his first acknow-
ledged collection of poems, Edgar Poe, as already
remarked, wrote from Baltimore to John Neal, who
was then editing The Yankes, in order to obtain his
candid opinjon of the forthcoming volume, sending
him specimens of the contents. Through the eolumns
of his paper, the editor replied, “If E. A. P. of Balti-
more, whoss lines shout Heaven—though he professcs
to regard them as altogether superior to any in the
whole range of American poetry, save two or three
trifles referred to—are, though nonsense, rather exqui-
gits nonsense, would but do himself justice, he might
make & beautiful, and perbaps a magnificent poem.
There is a good deal to justify such a hope in—

#fDim vales and shadowy floods—
And cloudy-locking woods ;
Whoss forms we can’t diseover,
For the tears that drip all over.

The moonlight . , . . falls

Over hamlets, over halls,

Wherever they may be,

O'er the strange woods, o'er the sea,
Oer spirits on the wing,

Q'er every drowsy thing,

And buries them up quite

In a labyrinth of light.

And then, how deep! Ok deep,

Ia the passion of their sleep.’

We have no room for others.”

In vesponse to this praise—this faint first recog-
nition of his ability # do something meritorious—Poe’s
gratitude and craving for Bﬁnpathy prompted him to
send the following letter :—
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“1 am young—not yet twenty—am a poet, if desp worship
of all beanty can make me one—and wish to be so in the
common meaning of the word. I would give the world to em-
body one-half the ideas afloat in my imagination. (By the wey,
do you remember, or did you ever read, the exclamation of
Shelley about Shakespeare, ¢ What a number of ideas must have
been afloat before such an author could arise I’y I appeal to you
a8 & wan that loves the same beauty which I adore—the beauty
of the natural blus sky and the sunshiny earth—there ¢on be
no tie more strong than that of brother for brother. It is not
80 much that they love one another, as that they hoth love the
game parent—their affections are always ronning in the same
direction—the aame channe), and ¢annot help mingling. I am,
and have been from my childhood, an idler. It cannot there-
fore be said that—

# sTlaft a calling for this idls trade,
A duty broke—a father disobeyed =

for I have no father—nor mother. .

#I am about to publish & volume of ‘ Poems’—tha greater
part written before 1 was fifteen. Spesking about ‘ Heaven,
the editor of The Yankes says, ¢ He might write a beautiful, if
not a magnificent poem’—(the very first worda of encourage-
ment I ever remember to have heard). Iam very certain that
as yet I have not written efther—but that I eas, I will take my
oath—if they will give me time.

“The poems to be published are ‘Al Aarasf) ‘Tamerlane,
one about four, the other abont three hundred lines, with smatler
pieces, Al Aaraaf’ has some good poetry and much extrava-
gancs, which I have not had time to throw away.

“¢Al Aarnaf’is & tale of another world—the star discovered
by Tycho Brahe, which appeared and dissppeared so suddenly
—or rather it iadof a taleat all. I will insert an extract abont
the palace of its presiding deity, in which you will see that I
have supposed many of the lost seulptures of our world to bave
flown (in spirit) to the star * Al Aaraaf’—a delicato place mare
suited to their divinity :—

it ¢ [Tpreared npon such height arose a pile,” ke.” *

* Here follow 32 lines from the poem of ** Al Aaranf,”—J. H, L.
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After this the youthful poet quotes another passage
of eight lines, beginning “ Silence in the voics of God,”
and ending with “Ard the red woods are withering
in the sky,” and then two lengthy passages from
“ Tamerlane,” and the following fourteen lines {rom an
untitled poem :-—

% if my peace hath flown away
In a night—or in & day—
In s vision—or in none—
Is it therefore the less gone
I am standing *mid the roar
Of & weather-heaten shore,
And T hold within my hand
Some particles of eand—
How few | ind how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep!
My early hopea? No—they
Went gloriously away,
Like lightning from tha sky
At once—and so will 1.

In acknowledgment of this communication, John
Neal gave Pos generous notice, at the same time
letting hiin know that, in his opinion, if the remainder
of * Al Aarasf” and “ Tamerlane” was as good as the
extracts given, with all their faults, to say nothing of
the more valuable portions, their author “deserved to
stand high, very high, in the estimation of the shining
brotherhood.” Whether Poe would do so, however,
he opined must depend not so much wpon hig present
as upon his foture worth, and he exhorted him to
ettempts yet loftier and more generous, alluding,~these,
of course, being Neal's own words,—* to the stronger
properties of the mind—to the magnenimous deter-
mination that enables a youth to endure the present,
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whatever the present may be, in the hope or rather
in the belief—the fixed, unwavering belief-—that in
the future he will find his reward.”

Itis, of course, quite impossible to imagine what view
the young poet fook of Neal's friendly criticism, but one
thing is certain, and that is, that the literary corzespond-
ence thus cordially commenced continued in & similar
gympathetic strain until Poe’s death. The second printed
but first published volume of Poe, to which the above
correspondence refers, bears the following titie-page :—

AL AARAAF,
TAMERLANE,
- AND
Mirron Porms.

By Edgar A, Poe.
Baltimore: Hatch aud Dunuing.
1829.

This volume——published, apparently, at the cloge of
the year—is stated to have been for private circulation,
1t contains only sixty-six pages, and many of these are
merely exira leaves and bastard titles. The resl con-
tents include “ Al Aaraaf,” substentially as now printed,
and prefixed to it, but unnamed, the sonnet now styled
“To Science.” The present version of “ Tamerlane”
—then dedicated to John Neal-—follows, and there-
after succeed ‘ten “Miscellaneous Poems” These
included the lines now known as “ Romance,” bui
then called “Preface;” the somg, “I saw thee on
the bLridal day;” “The Lake” from the suppressed
volume of 1827, and seven other pieces. Six of
these latter are, save some slight variations, as etill
published, but in the following lines, “ To M—"



62 “A Passer-by.”

appear thres stanzas gubsequently omitted, as well as a
fow trifling alterations. The whole poem, ag it stands
in the 182¢ edition, reads thus :—

“ QR ! I eare not that my earthly lot
Hath little of earth in it—
That years of love have been forgot
In the fever of & minnfe,

“T heed not that the desolate
Are happler, aweet, then I—
But that you meddle with my fate
Who am a passer-by.
%It {3 not that my founts of bliss

Are gushing—strange | with fears—
Or that the thrill of & single kiss
Hath palsied many years—

“"is not that the flowers of twonty springs,
Which have withered as they rose,
Lie dead on my heart-strings
With the weight of an age of snowa.
“Nor that the grass —oh ! may it thrive l—
On my grava is growing or grown,
But that, while I am dead, yet alive,”
I canuot be, lady, alone.”

These somewhat indefinite stanzas are typical of
the whole of the fugitive pieces in the little book, and
are, a8 usual, characteristic of his life and idiosyncrasies ;
—morbid sensibility to kindness, haunting regrets for
an unprofited past, and a hopeless, utterly despairing
dread of the future, These “Miscellanous Poems,”
labelled—

“ My nothingness—my wants—
My sins—and my contritions ¥ —

are hinted at, in “ Romance,” as “ forbidden things” in
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ordinary hours, and were, but too probably, occupations
interdicted by his godfather. Buf from some sup-
pressed lines in another piece, inscribed o an unknown
person, it i clear that no amount of authority would
have constrained him from pursuing his own subjects.
He exclaims, after bewailing his early hopes, and al-
luding to an intention of disappearing altogether :(—

“So young ! ah no—not now—
Thou hast not seen my brow,
But they tell thes I am proud—
They lie—they lieo aloud—

My bosom beats with shame
At the paltriness of name
With which they dare combine
A feeling such as mine—

Nor Swic? I am not :

In the tenor of my lot

I laugh to think how poor
That pleasurs * to endure 1"
What ! shade of Zeno!—I !
Endure !—no—no—defy.”

And that he did defy all parental, or nssumed parental,
power to suppress his poetic aspirations, if is easy to
comprehend. But in “Spirits of the Dead” a more
faithful representation of his self-styled *funereal
mind ” is to be found—a very porfrayal in one stanza,
wherein he alludes to the living being overshadowed
by the will of*the dead. It was, indeed, & never-end-
ing phantasy with him, that death was not absolute
separation from life—that the dead were not wholly
heedless of the deeds of the living,

But the two long poems constituted the chief value
of the 1829 edition. “ Al ArAf” or “ Al Asraaf” as
the poet preferred styling it, is designed by the
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Mohammedan imagination as an abode wherein a
gentle system of purgatory is instituted for the benefit
of thosa who, though too good for hell, are not fitted
for heaven—

# Apart from heaven's eternity—and yet how f;zr from hell | *

Poe chose to locate this intermediate region in a
star discovered, or rather examined, by Tycho Brahe
(and which it is now conjectured must have been
8 sun in course of conflagration), that appeared
suddenly in the heavens, and after having rapidly
attained s brilliancy surpassing that of Jupiter, gradu-
ally disappesred snd hes mever since been seen.*
This poem of “Al Aaraaf” abounds in happy and
melodious passages, and hes never yet received its
due meed of praise: some portions of the lyrieal
intermedial chant are exquisitely and musically
onomatopeeial in construction. The revised version
of “Tamerlane,” too, given in this volume, is in every
respect 8 greab advance upon the previous printed
draft: besides its enhanced poetic value, it is also far
guperior @8 & work of ert, improved punctuation and
indented lines affording evidence of more skilled
handicraft than that employed upon the former copy.

* Tide Mr. B. Proctor's Myths and Sarvels of Arironumy.
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WEST POINT.

IN 1802, the founders of the young Republic saw the
necessity of officering their troops with skilled soldiers,
and, with a foresight their children have not always
shown, instituted the West Point Military Academy—
a military school in many respects equal to the best
of Europe. Edneation and subsistence are gratuitous,
end & monthly allowance of twenty-eight dollars is
made fo each of the cadets, so as to place them, as it
were, beyond the necessity of appealing to relatives for
anything. The comse of study covers a period of
four years, during which the student is placed under
a discipline little less rigid than that of a soldier on
active duty. The number of cadets is limited, and
very great interest i required, aa will be readily com-
prehended, in order to obtain a nomination,

It was, doubtless, the prospect or promise of receiv-
ing a nomination to this institution that induced Poe
to return to Mr, Allan’s. General Scott, and other
influentiel friends, interested themselves on the youth's
behalf, and evenfually obtained him an appointment.
According to the rules of the Military Academy,
nominations are not given to candidates after they
have atfained their twenty-first birthday, consequently
Poe was only just in time to receive his appointment.
The West Point records show that he was admitted into
the institution as a cadet on the 1st of July 1830.

B
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At the time Poe was admiited, the Military
Academy was anything but & suitable place for the
residence of a high-spirited and sensitive youth. The
discipline was not only of the most severe description,
but the place itself was utterly unfit for the habits
of growing lads. An inquiry having been made into
the rules and regulations of the institution, in conse-
gquence of an excitement caused by the death of soms
of the cadets, the Board sent in a report to the
Secretary of War, about & year previous to the poet's
edmission, in which, after the examination of special
ceses, they said, “ With regard fo all the cadets, how-
ever, it may be averred, that they are comstantly
tasked to the utmost in the way of mental exertion,
while from the nature of the climate, for very nearly
an entire moiety of the year, they are, for all the pur-
poses of recreation, debarred from the use of their
limbs,” and, to obviate this latter objection, a building
for exercise wes recommended.

Poe is declared to have enfered upon his new
mode of living with cusfomary energy—for the idle-
ness which he vannted to Nesl was more in theory
than in practice—but he speedily discovered how
totally unsuited for him was the strict discipline and
monotonous training of such a place as West Point,
The wayward and erratic course of existence to which
he had been 8o long accustomed, as well as the fact
that he had for so long a time been sole master of his
own actions, rendered the restraints of the Academy
most galling ; nevertheless, thet docility and amiability
which he generally manifested towards those with
whom he came in personal contact, caused bim to
becoms @ general favourite and & not altogether
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unhopeful cadet. One of his fellow-cadets, speaking
of Poe's inability to follow the mathematical require-
ments of the place, says, “ His mind was off {rom the
matter-of-fact routine of the drill, which, in such a
case as his, seemed practical joking, on some ethereal
visionary expedition.” “His utter inefficiency and
state of abatractness at that place ” were, doubtless,
the reasons that caused this authority to deem him
“marked for an early death.” *

Complaints of the severity of the rules frequently
crop up in the press of the period: Niles' Register
for September 1gth, 1829, after remarking that “ each
cadet i3 to remain four years at the institution, and
then serve ome year in the military establishment
of the United States,” goes on to state, “But the
gervice is so strict, and the punishment so uniformly
inflicted, that many are suspended or expelled before
the expiration of the four years—and it is generally
rather a small minorify of the whole number that is
sean to pess through the whole tour of service;”
finally, the report declares that out of a total of 204
cadeta only 26 ere without black marks aftached to
their names, Whether Poe would have been one of
the *small minority” had not events occurred to render,
in his own opinion, his withdrawal requisite, is a
debatable subject. According fo the most circumstan-
tial account furnished of his residence at West Point,}
the poet’s career in the Military Academy was one
gcarcely calculated to cover him with instifutional
honours; but Mr, Thomas W, Gibeon, its author-—a

* inck’s ia of American Literature, vl i, Article
o D Oppeli o ,
+ Harper's New Monthly Magasine, November 1867, pp. 754-756.
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fellow-cadet, and a fellow-prisoner at a subsequent
Court-Martial—is occasionally so inaccurate in his
memory of the facts, that the whole of his narrative
must be received cum grand salis,

% Number 28 South Barracks,” says Mr. Gibeon, *in the
last montha of the yeer of our Lord 12330, was pretty generally
regarded as o hard room. Cadeis who aspired to high stand-
ing on the Merit Roll were not much given to visiting it, at
least in daytime. To compensate in some measure for this
neglect, however, the inspecting officer was uneommonly
punctual in his visits, and rarely failed to find some subject
for his daily report of demerit. The old barracks have passed
away, and are now only s dream of stone and mortar ; bat the
records of the sins of omission and commission of Number 28
and its occupants remain, and are piled carefully away among
the dusty archives of the Academy.

“ Edgar A. Poe was one of the occupants of the room. *Qld
P—’[Henderson §] and the writer of this sketch completed
the household. . . . Poe at that time, though only about twenty
yeara of age, had the appearance of being much older. He
had a worn, weary, dizcontented look, not easily forgotten by
those who were intimate with him. Pos was eaaily fretted by
any jest ot his expenzs, and was not a little annoyed by s atory
thet soms of the class got up, to the effect that he had procured
a cadet’s appointment for his son, snd the boy having died, the
father had substituted himself in his placa. Another report
current in the corps was that he was & grandson of Benedict
Araold* Bome good-natured friend told him of it, and Poe
did not contradict it, but ssemed rather plensed than otherwise
at the mistake.

% Very oarly in his brief career at the Point he established
s high reputation for genius, and poems and squiba of local
interest were daily issued from Number 28, and went the round
of the classes, One of the first things of the kind that he
porpetrated was 2 dietribe in which all of the officers of the

* Amold waa Governor of West Point at the time when his treechery
hﬁiﬁm{lm dissovered throogh the apprehension of Major
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Academy, from Colonel Thayer down, were duly if not favour-
ably noticed. I can rocall but one stanza. It ran thus :—

¢ John Tocks wea & very great name
Jos Locke was & greater ; in short,
The former waa well known to Fame,
Ths latter well known to Report.’

“Joe Locke, it may be remarked by way of explanation, was
one of the instructors of factics, and &z qficio Inspector of
Barracks, and supervisor of the morals and deportment of
cadets generally, In this capacity it was his duty to report to
head-quarters every violation of the regulations falling under
his observation ; & duty in which he was in nowise remiss, as
the occupants of Number 28 could severally testify.

“The studies of the Academy Poe utterly ignored. I doubt
if ke ever studied s page of Lacroix, unless it was to glance
hastily over it in the lecture-room while others of his ssction
were recifing, . . .

“The result of ome of these foraging-parties after supplios
created for & time no little excitoment in the South Barracks.
Paople had been burned and hung in effigy from time im-
memorial, but it wes reserved for Number 28 to witness the
eating of & Professor in effigy. It was s dark, cold, drizsling
night, in the last days of November, when this event came off.
The brandy bottle had been empty for two days, and just at
dusk Poe proposed that we should draw straws—the one who
drow the sbortest to go dowm to old Benny's and replenish our
stock. The straws were drawn, and the lot fell on me,

“ Provided with four pounds of eandlea and Poe's last blanket
for traflic (silver and gold we had nof, but such a3 we had we
gave unto Benny), I started just es the bugle sounded to
guarters. It was a rongh road to travel, bul I knew every foot
of it by night or dgy, and reached my place of destination in
safety, but drenched to the ekin. Old Beuny was not in the
beat of bumours that evening. Candles and blankets and
regulation shoes, and similar arficles of traffic, had aceumn.
lated largely on his hands, and the market for them was dull
in that neighbourhood, His chicken-suppers and bottles of
brendy had disappeared very rapidly of late, and he had received
little or no money in return,

“ At last, however, I succesded in exchenging the candles
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and blanket for s bottle of brandy and the hardest-featured,
loudest-voiced old gander that it hss ever been my lot to en-
counter. To chop the bird’s hesd off before venturing into
barracks with him was a matter of pure necessity ; and thus,
in fact, old Benny rendered him before delivery, 1 reached
the suburbs of the barracks about nine d'clock. The bottle
had not as much brandy in it a8 when I left old Benny's ; but
T waa very confident I had not spilled any. I kad carried the
gander first over one shoulder and then over the other, and
the consequence was, that not only my shirt-front but my face
and hands were a# blondy as the entire contents of the old
gander’s veins and arteries could well make them.

“Poo was on the look-out, and met mwe some distance from
the barracks, and my appearsnce at once inspired him with
the idea of » grand hoax. Our plans were perfected in an
instant. The gander was tied, neck and feet and wings to-
gother, and the bloody feathers bristling in every direction
gave it a nondescript appearance that would have defied recog-
nition as a gander by the most astute naturalist on the Conti-
nent. Poe took charge of the bottle and preceded me to the
room ‘Qld P—-’ was puyaling his brains over the binomial
theorem, and a visitor from the North Barracks was in the
room swaiting the result of my expedition.

“Poe had taken his geat, and pretended to be absorbed in
the mysteries of ‘ Legons Frangaises” Laying the gander down
a$ the ontside of the door, I walked or rather staggered into
the room, pretending to be very drunk, and exhibiting in elothes
and facs & spectacle not often seen off the stage.

#{My God ! what has happened §’ exclaimed Pos, with well-
acted horror,

“Old K—! Old X— 1’ T repeated several times, and
with gestores intended fo be particularly savage.

“'Well, what of him?’ asked Poe.

' *He wun't stop me on the road any more !’ and I produced
a large knifo that we had stained with the fsw drops of blood
that remained in the old gander. *I have kilted him }*

“¢Nonsenge |’ said Poe, ‘You are only trying one of your
tricks on us’

“*1 didn’t suppose you would believe me,’ I replied, “so I
cut off his bead and bronght it into barracks. Here it is I
And reacking ont of the door, I caught the gander by the legs,
snd giving it one fearful awing aronnd my head, dashed it at
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the only candle in the room, and left them all in darkness,
with what two of them believed to be the head of ons of the
Professors, The visitor leaped throngh the window and alighted
in the slop-tub, and made fast time for his own room in the
North Barracks—apreading, as he went, the report that I had
Killed Old E——, and that his head was then in Number 28,
The story gained ready credence, snd for a time the excite-
ment in barracks ran high, When we lit the candle again
‘Qld P—' was sitting in one corner a blank picture of
horror, and it was some time before we could restore him to

reason.

“The gander was skinned—picking the feathers off was out
of the queation—and after taps we eut him up in small pieces
and cooked bim in a tin wash-basin, over an anthraeite fire,
without seasoning of any kind. It was perhaps the hardest
supper on record, but we went through with it without finch.
ing  We had set ont to est old K— in effigy, and we dd it;
whether ha ever learned of the honours we paid him that night
I nover learned”

Comment on this melodramatic and journaliftically
wrought-oub story is needless, unless it be to remsrk,
that it presents & pieture of life in the Military
Academy of those days which, even if highly coloured,
is, doubtless, to some exient represemtative, M,
Gibaon notes that “the impression left by Poe in his
ghort career &t West Point was highly favourable to
him, If he made no fast friends, he left no enemies
behind him,  But up to that time he had given,” in
the opinion of his fellow-cadet, “no indication of the
genius which has since secured for him & world-wide
fame. His aequainfance with English liferature,” says
Mz, Gibson, “ wae extensive and accurate, and his verbal
memory wonderful. He wonld repeat both prose and
poetry by the hour, and seldom or never rapeated the
Eame passage twice to the same audience.”

Uniil the close of 1830, Poe would appear to have
maintained, if not & very high, at all events, & respect-
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able position in the institution, In November of that
year the Inspector issued a warning to the cadets of
the approaching semi-annual examinetion, and pointed
out that “if dismissed, strong and satisfactory reasons
will be required to obtain a restoration,” showing
thereby that dismissal from the Academy was con-
gidered no uwnusual occwrence, mor an unpardenable
offonce. The young poet would appear to have passed
through the old year without committing any crime
sufficiently heinous to bring down upon his heed the
threatened terrors. On the 31st of December a Court-
Martial was ordered to meet on the following 7th of
January, and was subsequently adjourned until the
28th instant. Up to the 7th of January Poe would
appear to have maintained his position in the Academy,
but by that date events appear to have occurred to
render him determined fo leave the service. He
wished to resign, but without the consent of parent or
guardian his resignation could nof e accepted, and
Mr, Allan, it is declared, withheld the required per-
mission.* The second marriage of Mr, Allan to the
young and “ beautiful Miss Patterson,” soon after the
death of his first wife, and the birth of a son and
heir, it is presumed, influenced the poet’s godfather in
withholding his consent. A young wife, and the pros-
pect of a young family, were undoubtedly sufficient
inducements for 2 man of Mr. Allan’s temperament to
make him endeavour to retain his godson in a place
where his claims upon the home purse need be little
or nothing, and whence he could at once proceed to a
profession without calling upon his guardien for any
pecuniery or other aid. As usual, Poe had his own
views upon the subject, and, with his customary

* Didier, Zife of E. 4, Pot, p 44.

ut
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impetuosity, took the decision into his own hands.
His plan of proceeding and its result—evidently fore-
seen and desired by him——will be best comprehended
by a recapitulation of the “orders” issued in his case
pursuant to the General Court-Martial. It should,
however, be pointed out, that had the prisoner pleaded

“guilty ” to all the charges made against him, some
leniency might have been shown, and his dismission
not have been ordered; but, in order to render his
offence unpardonable, he entered a plea of “not guilty ”
to an easily-provable charge, and then, to render his
case utterly hopeless, declined to plead.

1€ MILITARY ACADEMY # ExoINEER DEPARTMENT,
OspER No. 7. WasHINGTON, Pebruary 8, 1831,

“ At the Qleneral Court-Martial, of which Lisutenant Thomas
J. Leslie, of the Corps of Engineers, is President, convened at
West Point, Now York, on the sth ult., in virtue of Military
Academy Order No. 46 dated the j1st December 1830, was
armigned aud tried. . . .

“Cadet E A. Pos.

#The Court next proceeded to the trial of Cadet E. A, Poe
of the U, 8. Military Academy on ths following charges and
specifications

“Cuarax 1st.—Gross neglect of daty,

“ Specification 1st.—In this, that he, the said Cadet Poe,
did absent himself from the following parades and roll-calls
between the 7ih January and 27th January 1831, viz, abseut
from evening parade on the 8th, oth, 15th, 20th, 24th, and z5th
Janoary 1831 ; absent from reveills call on the 3th, 16th, 17th,
1gth, 218f, 25th, and 26th January 1831; absent from class
perade on the 17th, 18th, 1gth, 20th, 24th, and 25th January
1831 ; absent from guard-mounting on the 16th Janoary 1831,
and absent from church parade en the 23rd January 1831 ; all
of which at West Point, New York.

“Specification 2nd.—In this, that he, the said Cadet E A,
Poe, did absent himself from all his Academical duties bebween
the 15th and 27th January 1831, . . .

# Cranar 2nd,— Disobedience of orders.



va  Dismissed the Service of the U.S.

® Bpecification 1st—In this, that he, the ssid Cadet FPoe,
after having been directed by the officer of the day to attend
church on the 23rd January 1831, did fail to obey such order;
this at Weat Point, New York.

% Specifioation 2nd.—In this, that he, the said Cadet Pos,
did fail to attend the Acadomy on the 25th January 1831, after
having been directed so to do by the officer of the day ; thia at
Weat Point, New York.

“To which charges and specifications the prisoner pleaded
as follows :—To the 1st specification of the rat charge, ‘Not
Gailty ; to the znd specification of the 1et charge, ‘Guilty;’
and * Guilty’ to the 2ud charge and its specifications. . . .

“The Court, after matore deliberation on the testimony
adduced, find the prisoner ‘ Guilty’ of the 18t specification, 18t
charge, and confirm his plea to the remainder of the charges
snd spemﬁcatlona, and adjudge that ke, Cadet E. A. Pos, bo
dismissed the service of the United States. .

“The procesdings of the GGeneral Cou:t-Martml. . . . inthe
cases of Cadeta —, ——, E, A. Pos, —, — have been
laid before the Secretary of War and are epproved. . .

“Cadet Edgar A. Poe will be dismissed the serviee of the
United States, and cesse to be considered a member of the
Military Academy after the 6th March 1831.”

During the trial ample evidence was adduced for the
prosecution, and only one witness, Cadet Henderson,
who “ roomed ” with the prisoner, and whose evidence
emounted to nothing, appeared for the defence; Poe
himself, indeed, declined to plead, and evidently had,
deliberately, determined to leave the service. Upon
the 7th of Jenuary the Court-Martial met to try
various offenders; and upon the very next day, and
every day up to the date of the adjourned sitting, he
purposely absented himself from all duties ! The fact
most cerfainly was that, apert from his dislike to the
military profession, he saw that his prospects of a
wealthy inheritance were shattered, and he determined
at once to seek a livelirood in & profession more in
accordance with his natural tastes,
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CHAPTER IX
LITERATURE.

Foz some time afier leaving West Point, Poe appears
to have lived in New York, A foew months after he
left the Military Academy, it was announced that a
volume of his poems would be published by subscrip-
tion af the price of two and a half dollars per copy.
* Permission wag granted,” says Mr, Gibson, “ by Colonel
Thayer to the corps to subsecribe for the book, and as
no cadet was ever known to neglect any opportunity
of spending his pay, the subscription was pretty nearly
universal. The book was received with a general
expression of disgust; . . . . it contained not one of
the squibs and satires upon which his reputation at
the Academy had been built up. Few of the poems
contained in that collection now appear in any of the
editions of his works, and such as have been preserved
have been very much eltered for the better. For
months afterwards quotations from Poe formed the
standing material for jest in the corps, and his reputa-
tion for geniys went down at once to zero.” As Mr,
Gibeon seems to bave had to leave West Point at the
same time a8 Poe, his reminiscences of the effects
produced by the little volume ars, doubtless, derived
from hearsay; but, unlike his inaccurate account of the
book itself, they are confirmed by other evidence.
General George W. Cullum states,® “ As Poe was of

* Harper's Now Monthly Megazine, vol. xlv. 1. 561,
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the succesding class to mine at 'West Point, I re-
member him very well as a cadet, . . . While at the
Academy he published a small volume of poems. . . .
These verses were the source of great merriment with
us boys, who considered the author cracked, and the
verses ridiculous doggerel.”

This 1831 collection does not contain any poem
not included in the existing editions, but includes
many variations from, and lines extra to, the pieces
as now published ; the title-page reads thus :—

POEMS.
BY
Epcaz A, Pozr.
“ Tout {e monde & roison.”—BOUHEFOTOATLD,
Second Edition.
New York : Elam Blisa.
1831,

The little book conteined 124 pages, and was dedi-
cated to the United States Corps of Cadsts. Prefixed
to the poems was a lengthy letter to a “Mr. B——"
apparently a mythical personage, dated “West Point,
1831.” The poet begins—

% Dpar B——,—Believing only a portion of my former volame
to ba worthy a second edition—-thet smell portion I thought it
a4 well to include in the present book as to republish by itself.
Nor have I hesitated to insert from the ‘ Minor Poems,’ now
omitted, whole lines, and even passages, to the end that being
placed in & feirer light, and the tresh shaken from them in
which they were embedded, they may have some chance of being
seen by posterity.

“Tt has been said, that & good critique on a poem may be
written by one who is no poet himself. This, aceording to your
idea and mine of poetry, I feel to be false—the less poetical the
critic, the less just the critigue, and the conversa. On that
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account, and because there are but few B-—a in the world, 1
would be as much ashamed of the world's good opinion as proud
of your own. Another than yourself might here observe,
‘Shakespeare s in possession of the world’s good opinion, and
yot Shakespeare i8 the greatest of poets. It appears then that
the world judge correctly ; why shonld you be ashamed of their
favenrable judgment 3’ The difficulty lies in the interpretation
of the word ‘judgment’ or ‘ opinion.’ The opinion ia the world's,
truly, but it may be ealled theirs a9 3 man would call 8 book
his ; they did not originate the opinion, but it is theirs, A
fool, for example, thinks Shakespeare a great poet—yet the fool
has never read Shakespeare. But the fool’s neighbour, who is
a step higher on the Andes of the mind, whoae head [that is to
may, his more exalted thought] is too far above the fool to be
seen or understood, but whose feet [by which I mean his every-
day actions) are sufficiently near to be discerned, and by means
of which that superiority ix ascertained, which but for them
would never have been discovered—this neighbour asserts that
Shakespears is a great post—the fool believes him, and that'is
hencaforward his opinion, This neighbour’s own opiwion has,
in like manner, been adopted from one ahove Aim, and so,
escendingly, to a few gifted individuals, who kneel around the
summit, beholding face to face the master spirit who stands
upon the pinnacle. . . ,

“You are awars of the great barrier in the path of an Ameri-
can writer. He is read, if af all, in preference to the combined
and established wit of the world. T say established ; for it is
with literature as with law or empire—an established name
is an estate in tenure, or a throne in posseesion. Besides, one
might suppose that books, like their authors, improve by travel
—their having erossed the see is, with us, so great a distinction.
Our antiquaries sbandon time for distance; our very fops
glance from the binding to the bottom of the title-page, where
the mystic characters which spell London, Paris, or Genoa, are
precisely so many letters of recommendation.

I mentioned juat now & vulgar error as regards criticism, I
think the notion that no poet can form a correct estimate of his
own writings is another. I remarked before that in proportion
fo the poetical talent wonld be the justice of e eritique upon

try. Therefors s bad poet would, I grant, make a false
critique, and hie eeli-love would infallibly bias his Little judg-
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ment inhis favour ; but & poet, who isindeed a poet, could not,
I think, fail of making a just critique ; whatever shonld be de-
ducted on the score of self-love might be replaced on account
of his intimate acquaintance with the subject; in short, we
have more instances of false eriticism than of just where one's
own writings are the test, simply because we have more bad
poets than good, There are, of course, many objections to what
I say: Milton is & great example of the contrery; but his
opinion with respect to the * Paradise Regained ' is by no means
fairly ascertained. By what trivial circumstances men are
often lod to assert what they do not really believe! Perhaps
an inadvertent word has descended to posterify. Buf, in fact,
the ‘Paradise Regained’ is little, if st all, inferior to the
¢ Paradise Lost,’ and is only supposed 50 to be because men do
not like epics, whatever they may say to the contrary; and
reading those of Milton in their patural order, are too much
wearied with the first to derive any pleasure from the second.

“Y dare say Milton preforred Comus to either—if so—
justly.

“AsI am speaking of poetry, it will not be amiss to touch
slightly upon the most singular heresy in its modern history—
the heresy of what is called, very fooliahly, the Lake School.
Some years ago I might have been induced, by an oceasion like
the present, to attempt a formal refutation of their doctrine ;
at present it wonld be a work of supererogation. The wise
muet bow tothe wisdom of such men as Coleridge and Southey,
but being wise, have laughed at postical theories so prosaically
exemplified.

“ Aristotls, with singular assurance, has declared postry the
moet philosophical of all writings *—bnt it required s Words-
worth Yo pronouncs it the most metephyeical. He seema to
think that the end of poetry is, or should be, instruction-—yet
it is a truism that the end of our existence is happiness ; if ao,
the ond of every separste part of our existence—everything

connected with our existence — should be still happiness,
Therefore the end of instruction should be happiness; and
happiness is another name for pleasure ;—therefore the end of
instruction shonid be pleasure ; yet we sce the above-mentionad
opinion implies precisely the reverss.

“To proceed ; cmteris paribus, he who pleases is of more

* Zrovliordruw ki phogogikoraror yevos.
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importance to his fellow-men than he who instructs, since utility
is happiness, and pleasure is the end already obtained which
instruction is merely the means of obtaining,

“1 see no reason, then, why our metaphysieal poets should
plume themselves so much on the utility of their works, unless
indeed they refer to instruction with eternity in view; in which
case, sinesre respect for their piety would not allow ms to
express my contempt for their judgment ; contempt which it
would be difficult to conceal, sines their writings are profaasedly
to be understood by the few, and it is the many who stand in
need of ealvation. In such case I should no doubt be tempted
to think of the devil in Melmoth, who lsbours indefatigably,
throngh threa octavo volumes, to accomplish the destroction of
one of two souls, while any common devil would have demol-
ished one or two #housand.

“ Against the subtleties which would make postry  stundy—
not 8 passion—it becomea the metaphymician to resson—but
the post to protest. Yet Wordsworth and Coleridge are men
in years ; the ons imbued in contemplation from his childhood,
the other a giant in intellect and learning. The diffidencs,
then, with which I venture to dispute their authority would be
overwhelming did I not feal, from the bottom of my heart, that
learning has little todo with the imagination—intellect with the

passmn&——or age with poetry.

' ¢ Trifles, like straws, upon the surface flow,
He who wonld ssarch for pearls must dive balow,’

are lines which bave done much mischief. As regards the
greater truths, men oftener err by seeking them at the bottom
than st the top; the truth lies in the huge ahysses where
wisdom is sought—not in the palpable palaces where she is
found. Thearcients were not always right in hiding the goddess
in a well ; witness the light which Bacon has thrown mpon
philosophy ; witneas the principles of our divine faith—that
moral mechaniam by which the simplicity of & child may over-
balancs the wisdom of & man.

“We seo an instance of Coleridge’s liability to err, in his
¢ Biographia Literaria ‘—professedly his literary lifs and opin-
ions, but, in fact, a treatise de omni sebeli o quibusdem alits.
He goes wrong by resson of his very profundity, and of his
error we have & natural type in the contemplation of & star,
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He who regards it directly and intensely sees, it ix true, the
star, but it is the star without a ray—while he who surveys it
less inquisitively is conacions of all for which the star iz nsefal
to us below—its brilliancy and its beauty.

“ Ag to Wordsworth, I have no faith in him. That he had
in youth the feelings of a poet I beliave-—for there are glimpses
of extreme delicacy in his writings—(and delicacy ia the poet's
own kingdom—his B! Dorado)—but they have the appearance
of a better day recollected ; and glimpses, at best, are little
evidence of present poetic firs —we know that a few straggling
fiowers spring up daily in the crevices of the glacier.

“He was to blame in wearing away his youth in contempla-
tion with the end of poetising in his manhood. With the in-
creasp of his judgment the light which shoeld makeit apparent
has faded away. His judgment consequently is too correct,
This may not be understood,—but the old Goths of Germany
wounld have understood it, who used to debate matters of
importanee to their State twics, once when drunk, and once
when sober—sober that they might nof be deficient in for-
mality—drunk lest they should be destitute of vigour.

%The long wordy discussions by which he tries to resson us
into admiration of hia postry apeak very little in his favour:
they are full of such assertions es thia (I have opened one of
his volumes at random)—*Of geniug the only proof is the act
of doing well what is worthy to be done, and what was never
done before*—indeed § then it follows that in doing what is
snworthy to be done, or what as been done before, no genius
can be evineed ; yet the picking of pockets is an unworthy act,
pockets have been picked time immemorial, and Barrington,
the pickpocket, in point of genius, would have thought hard
of a comparison with William Wordsworth, the poet.

“ Again—in estimating the merit of certain poems, whether
they be Ossian’s or Macpherson's can surely be of littls conse-
quencs, yet, in onder to prove their worthlessness, Mr. W, has
expended many pages in the controversy. Zanicene animis?
Can great minda descend to such abeurdity? But worse still :
that he may bear down every argument in favour of these
poems, he trinmphantly drags forward & passage, in his sbomina-
tion of which he expects the reader to sympathise. It is the
beginning of the epic poem * Temora’ *The blue waves of Erin
roll in light, The mountains are covered with day. Troes
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ghake their dusky heads in the breeze.! And this—this gorge-
ous, yet simple imagery, where all is alive and panting with
immortality—this, William Wordsworth, the author of ¢ Peter
Bl has selected for his contempt. We shall see what better
he, in his own person, has to offer. Tmprimia:

¢ * And now she's at the pony’s tail,

And now ehe's at the pony'a head—

On that #ide now, and now on this;

And, almost stiflod with her blias,

A fow sad tears does Betty shed. . , ,

Bhe pats the pony, where or when

She knows not, happy Betty Foy |

Ob, Johnny, never mind the doctor {*

“Becondly :
4 The dvw was falling fast, the—stars begen to blink;

I heard a voles : it said, drink, pretty creaturs, drink !
And, looking o’er the hedge, be—fore me I espied
A smow-white mountain lamb, with a—maiden et ita side,
No other sheep wers near—the lamb was all alone,
And by e slender cord was—tether'd to a stone.’

% Now, we have no doubt this is all true: ws m!l believe
it, indeed, we will, Mr. W, Ie it sympathy for the shesp you
wish to excite! Iloves sheep from the bottom of my heart.

“But there are occasions, dear B—, there are occasione
when even Wordsworth is reasonable. Even Stamboul, it is
said, shall have an end, and the most unlucky blunders must
come to & conclusion. Here is an extract from his preface—

“¢Those who have been accustomed to the phraseology of
modern writers, if they persist in reading this book to & con-
clusion (smposeible ) will, no doubt, have to struggle with feel-
ings of awkwardness (ha | ha ! ha {) ; they will look round for
poatry (hal ha! ha! ha!), and will be induced to inquire by
what species of courtesy these atfempts have been permitted
to assume that title’ Ha! hal ha! ha! ha!

“Yet, let not’ Mr. W. despair; be has given immortality to
8 waggon, and the bee Sophocles has transmitted to, eternity
a sore toe, and dignified a tragedy with a chorus of turkeys."

“Of Coleridge I cannot speak but with reveremce, His

* Thiy {s & mistake, as turkeys were unknown in E before tha
discovery of America, whenee they were imported.—J, H. I,
¥
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fowering intellect | his gigantic power! To use an author
quoted by himself, ¢ S'as érouvé souvent que la plupart des sectes
ont raison dans une bonne partie ds oc gu'elles avancent, maid
50% Pas en ce qu'elles nient.) And to employ his own
he has imprisoned his own conceptions by the barrier be has
erected against those of others, It is lamentable to think that
suck & mind should be buried in metaphysics, and, like the
Nyctanthes, waste ita perfume upon the night alone. In read-
ing that man’s poetry, 1 tremble like one who stands upon a
voleano, conscious, from the very darkness bursting from the
erater, of the fire and the light that are weltering below.

“What is pootry +—Poetry | that Proteus-like ides, with as
many appellations as the nine-titled Coreyra! *Give me,’ I
demanded of & scholar some time ago, ‘give me a definition
of poctry. ! Trés-volontiera;” and he proceeded to his Iibrary,
brought me a Dr. Johnson, and overwhelmed me with a defini-
tion, Bhade of the hamortal Shakespeare! I imagine fo my-
gelf the scowl of your spiritual eye upon the profauity of that
seurrilous Ursa Major, Think of poetry, dear Bo—, think of
poetry, and then think of Dr. Samuel Johnson! Think of
all that is airy and fairy-like, and then of all that is hideous
and unwieldy ; think of his huge bulk, the Elephant! and
thon—and then think of the Tempest—the Midsummer Night's
Dream—Prospero—QOberon—and Titania |

“ A poem, in my opinion, is opposed to & work of science by
having, for its tmmediate object, pleasure, not truth ; to romance,
by having, for ite object, an tndefinite instead of a definite plea-
sure, being 8 poem only so far as this object is attained ;
romance presenting percoptible images with definite, poetry
with indefinite sensations, o which end music iz an essential,
since the comprehension of sweet sound is cur most indefinite
conception. Musie, when combined with a pleasurable idea,
is poetry ; music, without the ides, is simply music; the ides,
without the musie, is pross, from its very definitiveness,

“What was meant by the invective against him who had
no meusie in his sonl }

“ToBum up this Jong rigmarcle, I have, dear B—-, what
you, no doubt, perceive, for the metaphysical poets as poets,
the most sovereign contempt. That they have followers proves

¢ No Indisn prins has to his palace
More followers than & thief to the gallown' ”
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Apart from the fact that the theory herein enunei-
ated ag to the object and aim of poetry is ome which
its author never through life deviated from, this latier
is valusble and most interesting as the earliest known
specimen of Poe's prose work. In the 1831 volume
it is followed by & poetical “Introdnetion ” of sixty-
8ix lines, an expansion of the twenty-one lines of the
1829 “Preface” These additional verses were sub-
gequently suppressed, but a portion of them is well
worthy preservation here, not ouly as s fair sample of
their youthful inditer's poetic powers, but also for
their autobiographical allusions :—

“ Succeeding years, too wild for song,
Then rolled like tropic storms along,
Whers, though the garish lights that fiy
Dying along the troubled aky, v
Lay bars, through vistas thender-riven,
The blackness of the general heaven ;
That very blackness yet doth fling
Light on the lightning’s silver wing.

“ For, being an idle boy lang syns,
Who read Anacreon and drank wine,
1 early found Anacréon-rhynies
Were almost passionate sometimeg—
And by strange alchemy of brain
His pleasures always turned to pain—
His ngiveté to wild desire—
His wit to love~-his wine to fire ;
And go, being young and dipt in folly,
I fell in love with melancholy,
And uvsed to throw my earthly rest
And quiet all away in jest.
T could not love except where Death
Was mingling his with Beauty’s breath- -
Or Hymen, Time, and Destiny
Were stalking between her and me, . , .



84 The 1831 Volume.

# But now my sonl hath too much room—
Gone are the glory and the gloom ;
The black hath mellowed into gray,
And all the fires are fading away.

% My draught of passion hath been desp—
1 revelled, and I now would sleep—
And after drunkenness of soul
Bucceeds the glories of the bowl—

An idle Jonging night and day
To dream my very life away. .

To those acquainted with Poe's history thus far,
the pathos of the four final lines of the second stanza
will not be overlooked, These idiosyncratic verses
are followed by the exquisite lyric “To Helen,” * & poem
written in commemoration of Mrs, Stannard, as Poe
himself efterwards acknowledged; then comes the
earliest known version of “Israfel;” which i3 suc-
ceeded by “The Doomed City "—a poem afferwards
improved and re-christened “The City in the Sea™;
expanded and weakened versions of “ Fairyland,” and
“ The Sleeper,” follow; next comes “ A Pwan,” chiefly
remarkable as being the germ of that melodious, exul-
tant defiance of death—"Lenore"—and then, finally,
50 far as the *“ Miscellaneous Poems ™ are concerned,
gome lines entitled “The Valley Nis*—ultimately
revised and published as #The Valley of Unrest.”

The collection concludes with expanded reprints of
“ Al Agraaf” and “Tamerlane,” but the additions and
variations are, geperally, inferior in poetic value to the
earlier versions. Ultimately, upon their next repub-
lication, the poet’s more matured judgment caused
him to curteil the proportions of most of the pieces
in this “second edition,” by discarding the 80 strangely

* Boginning, ‘* Helen, thy beauty is to me.”
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added new lines, It should also be noted, in connec-
tion with this 1831 volume, that the punctuation is
not 8o géod nor so characteristic ae in its immediate
predecessor, and that the whols book has the appear-
ance of having been very hastily prepared for the press,
The profits, if any, on his “ Poems,” could not have
sufficed long for Poe’s maintenance, and, indeed, in &
very short space of time he appears to have retraced
hig journey to Richmond. Upon his arrival at M,
Allan's he did not receive a very gracious reception, as
may be readily imagined, from his godfather’s second
wife, Mr. Allan, he was told, was confined to his
bed by severe illness, and his request to be admitted
to the sick man’s chamber was refused. Excited by
the refusal, he quarrelled with Mrs. Allan and left the
house—the only home he had ever known—foer ever,
and in wrath. Mr Allan was informed of the visit,
and his godson's conduct was, apperently, represented
to him in anything but favourable colours, for he wrote
an angry letter forbidding him the house. The posi
answered in a similar spirit, and never again, if is
believed, held any further communication with his
adopted father—with the man whom he had been
teught to look to for aid and support, and whose pro-
perty he had been led to believe was destined to be
his own inheritance, All was over now, and he who
& short time before had been regarded as the spoilt
child of Fortune, was now homeless aud penniless !
All sttempts hitherto made to explain what Poe
did, and whither he wandered, during the next two
years succeeding his expulsion from his godfather's
home, have gignally failed, The assertion that he was
regiding et Baltimore with his eunt, Mrs, Clemm, ia
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not in accordance with fact, her correspondence prov-
ing that she mever did kmow where her nephew was
during this interregnum in hig history, and the poet
himself does not appear to have ever afforded any
reliable clue to the truth. Powell, in his well-mean.
ing, bot somewhat imaginative, sketch of Poe, asserts
that the chivalrous youth left Richmond with the
intention of offering his services to the Poles in their
heroic struggle against Russia, Another biographer,
of proven unrelinbility, suggests that Poe enlisted in
the army, but after a short service deserted, although,
in a previous sketch of the poef, this same writer
stated that during the period referred to the youth
endeavoured to subsist by authoreraft, only “ his con-
tributions to the journals attracted little atfention,
and his hopes of gaining & livelihood by the profes-
gion of literature were nearly ended at lemgth in
sickness, poverty, and despair” Other etempts, all
more or less romantic, have been made to bridge over
this chasm in Poe's life, but none possess such proba-
bility as that last cited. In no portion of bis career
did the poet prove the waters of Helicon Pactolian, and
in his earliest efforts to obtain a subsistence by lite-
rary labour it almost necessarily follows——considering
the then position of American letters—that his exer-
tions were fruitless.

Poe’s place of abode has not been discovered from
the time he left Richmond in 1831 until the sutumn
of 1833, when he is again heard of as in Baltimore,
and in apparently very straitened circumstances.
It has been stated * that Poe was at this time resid-
ing with Mrs, Clemm in Cove Street, but, according

* B. L. Didiee, Zife of B. A. Pos, p. 50,
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to the Baltimore Directories—which are far better
evidence than any personal memory—that lady resided
in Wilks Street in 1831-2, and thence removed to
No. 3 Amity Street, whilst extant correspondence
proves that her nephew did no¢ reside with her ther,
and, apparently, that he never lived with her until
afier his marriege. During this mysterious interval
in the poet’s life, it is claimed that he wrote the
earlier versions of some of his finest stories, and even
had some of them accepted and published, but not
peid for, by contemporary edifors. He himself stated
in a note to the “MS, Found in a Bottle,” that
that tale wes originally published in 1831, but the
last figure is probably a misprint for 3.

In the autumn of 1833, the proprietors of the
Salurday Visitor, a weekly literary journal, started
in Baltimore the previous year, and then under the
editorial charge of Mr. L. A. Wilmer, offered prizes of
ong hundred dollars and fifty dollars respectively, for
the best story and the best poem. This offer coming
to the knowledge of Poe, he selected six of his tales,
and some lines—which he christened “The Coliseum ”
—out of a drama he was writing, and sent them
to the committee appointed to imspect fhe manu-
seripts. After a careful consideration of the verious
contributions received, the adjudicators, three well-
known gentlemen, unanimously decided that those
by Edgar Poe—a stranger to them all—were entitled
to both premiums, but subsequently were induced, it iy
stated, to award the lesser prize to snother competitor,
in consideration of Poe having gained the larger
smount, .

Not content with this award, the adjudicators even
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wont out of their way to draw up and publich the
following flattering critique on the merita of the writ-
ings submitted by Poe, and published it in the Salur-
day Visitor, on the 12th of October 1833 :—

“ Amongst the prose articles were many of various and dis- -
tinguished merit, but the singular force and beauty of thosa
sent by the author of ‘The Tales of the Folio Club’ leave us
no room for hesitation in that department. We have accord-
ingly awarded the premium to & tale entitled the ‘MBS, Found
in a Bottle’ It would hardly be doing justice to the writer
ofthiswllactiontosaythatthetalawehavechosenistho
best of the six offered by him. We cannot refrain from saying
that the author owes it to his own reputation, s well as to
the gratification of the community, to publish the entire
volume {* Talas of the Folio Club’). These tales are eminently
distinguished by a wild, vigorous, and postical imagination,
rich style, a fertils invention, and varied and curious learning.

(Signed}  Jomw P. KENnEDY.
J. H. B, Latgoes,
Jauzs H. Mirzan”

From Mr. Latrobe's reminiscences of the award and
its result, writien to a correspondent soon afier the
poet's decease, it is learned that he, Mr Latrobe, was
the reader of the manuscripts adjudicated upon, and
that the little volume of tales submitted by Poe
proved to be so enthralling, and o very far superior to
anything elss before the committee, that they read it
through from beginning to end, and had no hesitation
whatever in awarding the first prize to the eathor.
“Our only difficully,” eays Mr. Latrobs, “was in
selecting from the rich contents of the volume.”

Mr. Kennedy, the author of “ Horse-Shoe Robin-
gon,” and other popular works, was &0 interested in the
puccossful bub unknown competitor, that he invited
him to his house. Poe's response, written in his usual
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beautiful, clear caligraphy, proves into what a depth
of misery he had sunk, How his heart bled to pen
thesa words, few probably can imaging :—

“Your invitation to dinner has wounded me to the
quick,. I cannot coms for reasona of the most
humilisting natureé —my personal appearance. You
may imagine my mortification in making this dis-
closure to you, but it is necessary.”

Impelled by the noblest feelings, Mr. Kennedy =t
once sought out the unfortunate youth, and found him,
es he records in his diary, friendless and almost starv-
ing. Poe’s wretched condition inspired the kind-
hearted auther with pity, as did his palpeble genius
with admiration, and henceforward he became & sine
cere and diginterested friend, So far from contenting
himself with mere courtesies, Mr. Kennedy assigted his
new protéyd to re-establish himself in the world, and
in many respects treated him more like an esteemed
relative than a chance acquaintance, In his diary he
records, “I gave him .., ... freo access to my table,
and the use of & horse for exercise whenever he chose ;
in fact, brought him up from the very verge of despair.”
Aided by such a friend, Poe’s affairs could not but
begin to improve,

On the 27th March 1834, Mr. Allan died, in the
54th year of his age, and wes interred beside his first
wife in Shockos Hill Cemetery. If Poe retained any
lingering hope of inheriting any portion of his god-
father's weelth, he was at last undeceived, as his name
was not even mentioned in the will Aided, howsver,
by his new-made literary friends, and the reputation of
hig recent success, the young poet now began to earn
his own livelihood, Mr. Kennedy relates that he set
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him *drudging upon whatever may make money,” but
Poe, a3 the moth o the candle, could not altogether
refrain from the still “{orbidden things” of poesy, and
“when an hour with calmer wings" intervened, returned
to work upon his long commenced tragedy of # Politian.”

The incidents of this drama were suggested by real
events connected with Beanchampe’s murder of Sharp,
the Solicitor-General of Kentucky, the facts of which
celebrated case are fully as romantic as the poet’s
fiction. Poe appears to have written a portion of
“Politian * as early at least a3 1831, and to have
first published some fragments of it in the Southern
Literary Messenger of 183536 a8 “Scenes from an
Unpublished Drama.” From the poet's manuseript
copy™ is seen the fact that this tregedy had been
nearly, if not quite, completed, and although youthfut
nigizeries in some parts of this—the first draft, appa-
rently-—might have been justifiably excised, it cannot
but be a subject for deep regret that the entire drama
was not eventuslly published As a rule, it must be
conceded that the scenes selected and published by Poe
were decidedly the most poefical, yet thers are several
very interesting and even meritorious passeges in the
manuseript that need not have been discarded. The
omission of the humorous characters was no great loss,
but the transformation of Politian from “& young and
noble Roman,” and “ his friend,” Baldazzar, into English
noblemen, was in no way necessary to, and certainly
did not increase the vraissmblance of, the play.

That “Politian " has attracted less attention tham
its author’s other poetical works is mot strange; un-
equal in execution, & fragment, and a mystery, the

* Now my property,—J. H. I,
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public naturally pessed it by, Monsieur Hughes, it
is true, when he translated it into French, spoke of
it a8 a tragedy “o vivent des caractéres vratment
humatns,” but he appears to have been the only
person Who has had & good word to say for it This
game suthor, moreover, draws attention to the note.
worthy fact that the hero of the drema is, to some
extent, end in some of his idiosymerasies, a reflex of
the author himself; “comme fous les grands eorivains,”
be remarks, “ Edgar Pos préfe auw personmages qu't
met en seéne ses semsabions el ses senfuments persomnel”
In the third (of the published) scenes occur the follow-
ing words of Politien’s, which M. Hughes draws atten-
tion to as words that might well stand for Poe's own
response to advising friends :—

*What wounld’st thou have me dof
At thy behest I will shake off that natare
Which from my forefathers I did inherit ;
Which with my mother’s milk I did imbibe,
And be no more Politian, but some other.”

“Give not thy soul to dreams,” is the counsel of
Baldszzar, and he bids him seek befitting occupa-
tion in the court or camp., “Speak no more to me,”
responds Politian, “of thy camps and courts. I am
gick, gick, sick, gven unto death |” he exclaims, “ of the
hollow and high-sounding vanities of the populous
earth!” And further, when intimating that he is
about to engege in a hostile encounter, Poe himself
is seen clearly through his hero’s words when he
cries—

%1 eannot die, having within my heart
B0 keen o relish for the beautiful,”
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And in a later scene are words so intensely Podsque
that it needs mo stretch of fancy to deem the poet
speaking on his own behalf :—

“ Speak not to me of glory!
T hate—T loathe the name ; I do abhor
The unsatisfactory and ideel thing. . . .
Do I not love—art thou not beautifui—
What need wemore? Ha ! glory | now speak not of ib:
By all I hold most sacred and most solemn—
By all my wishes now—my fears hereafter—
By all I scorn on earth and hope in heaven—
There i# no desd I would more glory in,
Thar in thy canse to acoff at this same glory
And trample it under foot.”

One of the most interesting facts connected with
this early draft—aimost as fine a specimen of Poe’s
exquisite calligraphy as is his latest manuscript—is
that it contains, in the form of a soliloquy uttered by
Politian, the lines published es * The Coliseum,”

In August of 1834, the Southern Liderary Messenger,
& publication soon to be connected with Poe’s fortunes,
was gtarted at Richmond, Virginia, by Mr. Thomas
W. White, an energetic and worthy men. Such a
magazine wad a very haszardous speculation for that
time; it was sterted in opposition to the advice of its
promoter's friends, and, but for a fortunate accident,
might have caused his ruin,

After the magasine had passed through an erratic
existence of some fow months, its proprietor appealed
to various well-known writers for literary aid, and
amongst others, Mr, Kennedy was solicited ; but he,
being otherwise engaged, recommended Pos to send
something, Acting upon this suggestion, our poet sent
his manuscript “Tales of the Folio Club,” and Mr.
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White's editor, Mr. James E. Heath, it is believed,
greatly pleased with their style, alluded to them im
very flattering terms in the Messenger.

In March 1835, “Berenice,” Poe's first contribu-
tion, eppeared in the new periodical, and the editor
called marked attention to it and its author in these
words: “ Whilst we confess that we think there is too
much German horror in his subject, there can be but
one opinion as to the force and elegance of his sfyle.”
This editorial idea of “Berenice” was mot far from
the truth, as regards the mere literary value of the
work ; but although its horrible dénouément is too
disgusting for even the genius of Poe to render palat-
able, for those who have obtained an insight into its
author’s mental history it is one of the most remark-
able, a8 it is alsc one of the earliest, of his tales.
No writer of repute has more thoroughly unbosomed
the secrets of his imagination, and more clearly dis-
closed the workings of his brain, than has Edgar Poe,
and in none of his writings have these auntobiogrephic
glimpses been more abundantly vouchsafed than in
this story of * Berenice;” indeed, it may be better
described 83 an essay on its author's idiosyncrasies
than as a tale.

Among the various peculiarities of the early draft of
this work—some of which disappeared in the later
versions—it will be noted by his readers, is the first
development of Poe’s assumed belief in metempaychosis,
a doctrine that, in subsequent writings, he recurred to
again and again, and which, it is scarcely assuming
too much to say, at times he evidently partially
belisved in. One of the suppressed passages alludes
to its hero’s “ immoderate use of opinm,” & drug which
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Poe occasionally resorted to, at least in after years,
even if he had not then already essayed its powers,
It is noteworthy to find him declaring, in 1845,
in connection with.De Quincey’s “ Confessions of an
English Opium-Eater,” “there i3 yet room for a
book on opium-eating, which shall be the most pro-
foundly interesting volume ever penned.” Returning
to an analysis of *Berenice”—that * Berenice.” who
is depicted as the hero’s eousin—we find, 88 in so
many of his youthful works, constant allusions to
hereditary traits and visions of ancestral glories; but
these boyish dreams are not, as generally supposed,
referable to paternal but fo maternal bygone splendouss:
to Arnheim~—to the Aold or home of the Arns (ie, the
Arnolds)—to the Arnheim of the first and of the last
of his stories, But perhaps the most representative
—the almost prophetic—record of its author's idio-
syncrasies, the trait which through after-life would
have most feithfully portrayed him, is contained in
these words of the tale: “In the strange anomaly of
my existence, feelings with me had never been of the
heart, and my passions aelways were of the mind.”

In the next month, April, appeared “Morells,”
one of Poe's favourite stories, and one whick elicited
from the Editor of the Messenger the comment thaf,
whilst it would unquestionsbly prove ifs author's “great
powers of imegination, and & command of language
seldom surpassed,” yet called forth the “lament that
he has drunk so deep at some enchanted fountain,
which seems to blend in his fancy the shadows of the
tomb with the elouds and sunshine of life” “Morells,”
amid much that is typical, alludes to that all over
powering and overshadowing horror of Poe’s life, to
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the notion that the consciousness of our identity is
not lost at death, and that sentience survives the
entombment. The early version of this tele contained
“a Catholic hymn,” which subsequently, much revised,
appeared as a separate poem.

M. Kennedy had now had eighteen months’ experi-
ence of Poe without discovering anything to alter the
favourable opinion he originslly formed of him, and

he thus expressed himself to Mr. White on the
subject :—

“ BarTmMoRE, dpril 13, 1835.

“Drar 8ir,—Poe did right in referring tome. Heis very
clever with his pen—classical and scholar-like. He wants ex-
perience and direction, but I have no doubt he can be made
very useful to you. And, poor fellow | he is wery poor. Itold
him to write something for every number of your magazine, and
that you might find it to your advantage to give him séme per-
manent employ. He has & volume of very bizarrs tales in the
bands of —, in Philadelphia, who for a year past has been
promizing to publish them. This young fellow is highly im-
aginative, and s little given to the terrificc. He is at work
upon & tregedy, but I have tarned him to drudging upon what-
ever may make money, and I have no doubt you and he will
find your account in each other.”

In the May number of the Messenger appeared
“Lionizing,” one of the “Folio Club Tales,” and on
the 3oth of the same month its author is stated to
have said in a letter to Mr. White :—

“Tn regard to wy eritique of Mr, Kennedy’s novel I seriously
feel ashamed of what I have written. I fully intended to give
the work a thorotigh review and examine it in detail. Tl health
alone prevented me from so doing. At the time I made the
hasty sketch I sent you, I waa so ill as to be hardiy able to see
the paper on which I wrote,and I finished it in a state of com-
plete sxbaustion, I have not, therefore, done anything like
justics to the book, and I am vexed about the matter ; for Mr.
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Kennedy has proved himself a kind friend to me in every
regpect, and I am sincerely grateful to him for many acta of
gonerosity and attention. Yo ask me if Tam porfectly satisfied
with your course. I reply that Iam entirely. My poor aervices
are not worth what you give me for them.”

Begides his intercourse with Mr. Kennedy, Poe, says
Mr. Latrobe (who will be recollected as another of the
Saturday Visitor's Committee), “et my instance called
upon me sometimes, and entered at lemgth into the
disoussion of subjects on which he proposed fo employ
his pen. When he warmed up he was most eloquent.
.., He sesmed to forget the world sround him, as wild
fancy, logieal fruth, mathematical analysis, and wonder-
ful combination of facts, flowed in strange comming-
ling from his lips, in words choice and appropriate, a8
though the result of the closest study. I remember
being particularly struck with the power that he
seemed to possess of identifying himself with what-
ever he was describing. He related to me all the
facts of a voyage to the moon, I think (which he pro-
posed to put upon paper), with an accuracy of minuie
detail, and a truthfulness as regarded philosophical
phenomens, that impressed you with the idea that he
hed just returned from the journey.”

The voyage to the moon referred to by Mr. Latrobe
is the famoua “Hans Pfasll,” or “Phaall” as it was
originally spelt, which appeared in the June number
of the Messenger, and created quite & furor at the time.
Three weeks after the appearance of Poe's story, the
notorious “Moon Hoax" of Richard Adams Locke
was published by the New York Sum; and both jews
deprit were presumed, by some journalists, to have
been the work of one author. As even now some
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confusion exists between the respective dates of publi-
cation of the ephemeral hoax and the immortal story,
Poo’'s own version, corroborated by independent evi-
dence, shall be given:—

 About six months before this occurrence,* the Harpers had
jssued an American edition of Sir John Herachel's ¢ Treatise on
Astronomy,” and I had been much interested in what is there
&8id 1especting the possibility of future lupar investigations.
‘The theme excited wy fancy, and I longed to give free rein to
it in depicting my day-dreams about the scenery of the moon
—in short, T longed to write a story embodying thezs dreama.
TThe obvious difficulty, of course, was that of accounting for the
narmator's acquaintance with the satellite; and the equally
obvious mode of sarmounting the diffieulty was the supposition
of an extraordinary telescops. I maw st once that the chief
interest of such a narrative muab depend upon the reader’s
yielding his credencs in some measure as to details of actual
fact. A this stage of my deliberations, I spoke of the design
t0 one or two friends—to Mr. Jokn P. Kennedy, the author of
‘Swallow Barn,’ among others—and the result of my conversa-
tions with them was, that the optical difficulties of constructing
such a telescope as I conceived were 8o rigid and so0 commonly
understood, that it would be in vain to atiempt giving due
verisimilitnde to sny fiction having the telescope as a basis.
Reluctantly, therefors, and only half convinced (believing the
public, in fact, more readily gullible than did my frieuds), I
gave up the idea of imparting very close vefisimilitude to what
1 should write—that is $o say, &0 close a8 really to deceive. I
fell back upon s style half plausible, half bantering, and resolved
togive what interest I could to an actusl passage from the earth
to the moon, describing the lunar scenery as if surveyed and
personally examined by the narrator. In this view I wrote a
story which I called *Hans Pfasll’ publishing it about six
months afterwards in The Southern Literary Messenger.

% It was three weeks after the issue of the Messenger contain.
ing ‘Hans Pfasll; that the firat of the * Moon Hoax’ editorials
mede ita appearance in the Sua, and no soomer had I seen the

® I.e., the puhlication of Mr. Locke's Moon Hoas,
[+
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paper than I understood the jest, whick not for 8 moment could
1 doubt had been suggested by my own feu desprit.  Some of
the New York journals (the Transcript among others) saw the
matter in the same light, and published the * Moon Story’ side
by eids with ‘ Hans Pfaall,’ thinking that tha author of the one
had been detected in the author of the other. Although the
details are, with some exception, very dissimilar, atill I maintain
that the general features of the two compositions are nearly
identical. Both are Aoazes (although one is in a fone of mere
banter, the other of downright earnest) ; both hoaxes are on
onesubject, astronomy ; both on the same point of that subject,
the moon ; both professed to have derived exclusive information
from s foreign country ; and both attempt to give plausibility
by minnteness of scientificdetail. Add toall this, that nothing
of & similar nature had ever been attempted before these two
hoaxzes, the ons of which followed immediately upon the hesls
of the other.

% Having stated the case, however, in tizis form, I am bound
to do Mr. Locke the justice to eay, that he denies having seen
my article prior to the publication of his own ; I am bound to
add, also, that I beliove him.

 Immediately on the completion of the * Moon Story’ (it was
three or four days in getting finished), I wrote an examination
of its claims to credit, showing distinctly its fiesitious character,
but was astonished at finding that I could obtain few listeners,
so really eager wera all to be deceived, sv magical were the
charms of & style that served as the vehicle of an exceedingly
clumay invention.

“It may afford even now eome ainusement to see pointed
out those particulars of the hoax which should have gufficed
to establish its real cheracter. Indeed, however rich the ima-
gination displayed in this fiction, it wanted much of the force
which might have been given it by a more scrupulous aften-
tion to general analogy and to fact. That the public wers
misled, even for an instant, merely proves the groes ignorance
which is so generally prevalent upon subjects of an astrono-
mical nature.”

The singular blunders to which he referred included
& literel reproduction, in & winged man-bat, of Peter
Wilkins’ flying islanders, and it is impossible to refrain
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from expressing, with Poe, our wonder at the prodi-
gious success of the hoax.

“Not one person in ten discredited it,” he says, “and,
{strangeat point of all [} the doubters were chiefly those who
doubted without being able to say why—the ignorant, those
uninformed in astronomy—people who would not believe be-
cause the thing was so novel, 8o entirely ‘ont of the usual
way.’ A grave professor of mathematies in 8 Virginian college
told me seriously that he had no doudt of the truth of the whole
affair! The great effect wrought upon the public mind is
reforable, first, to the novelty of the tdea ; secondly, to the faney-
exciting and reason-repressing character of the alleged dis.
coveries ; thirdly, to the consummate tact with which the decep-
tion wag brought forth ; fourthly, to the exquisite vraisemblance
of the narration. The hoax was circulated to an immense
oxtent, was translated into various languages—was even made
the subject of {guizzical) discussion in astronomical sociaties
drew down upon itself the grave denunciations of Dick* and”
wasg, upon the whole, decidedly the greatest As# in the way of
sensaiion — of merely popular sensation—ever made by any
similar fiction either in America or in Enrope.

“Having read the ‘ Moon Story’ to an end,” continues Poe,
*and found it anticipative of sli the main points of my ‘ Hans
Pfaall! I suffered the latter to remain unfinished. The chief
deaign in carrying my hero to the moon was to afford him an
opportunity of describing the lunar scsnery, but I found that
he could add very littls to the minute snd anthentic account
of Sir Jokn Herschel. The first part of ‘ Hans Pfaall! occupy-
ing about eighteen pages of the Messenger, embraced merely o
journal of the passage betweon the two orbs, and a few words
of general obsarvation on the most obvious features of the
satellite ; the second part will most probably never appear.
I did not think it advisable even to bring my voyager back to
his parent earth. Ha remains where I left him, and is still, I
believe, ‘the man in the moon.’”

Had Poe carried out his design of describing lunar
scenery, what a rich feast of fantasy would have been

* Dr. Thomas Dick, the well-known aslronomical writer,.—J, H. I
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provided for his admirers! A slight glimmering of
the gloomy glories he intended fo portray is afforded
by some passages in what he did complete, “Fancy,”
says he® “revelled in the wild end dreamy regions
of the moon. Imaginafion, feeling herself for once
unshackled, roamed at will among the ever-changing
wonders of & shadowy and unstable land. Now there
were hoary and time-honoured forests, and creggy pre-
cipices, and waterfally tumbling with s loud noise
into abysses without bottom. Then I came suddenly
into still noonday solitudes where no wind of heaven
ever intruded, and where vast meadows of popptes, and
slender, lily-looking flowers, spread themselves out a
weary distance, all silent and motionless for ever. Then
again I journeyed far down, away into another country,
where it was all one dim and vague lake, with a
boundary line of clouds. And out of this melencholy
water arose a forest of tall eastern trees like & wilder-
ness of dreams. And I bore in mind that the shadows
of the trees which fell upon the lake remained not
on the surface where they fell—but sunk slowly and
steadily down, and commingled with the waves, while
from the trunks of the frees other shadows were con-
tinually coming out, and taking the place of their
Drothers thus entombed, ¢ This then,’ I said thought-
fully, ‘is the very reason why the waters of this lake
grow blacker with age, and more melancholy as the
hours run on’ But fancies such as these were not
the sole possessors of wy brain. Horrors of a nature
most gtern and most appalling would frequently obtrude
themselves upon my mind, and shake the inmermost
depths of my soul with the bare supposition of their

* Tales of the Grolesgue and Avabesque, vol. il pp. 68, 69, 1840 edit.
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possibility. YetI would not suffer my thoughts for any
Iength of time to dwell upon these latter speculations.”
After the publication of * Hang Pfaall,” Mr. White
seems to have defermined to obtain, if possible, the
exclusive services of his talented contributor, Editor
after editor had assisted in managing the Messenger for
a few months, and had then relinqmished the omerous
but not; very remunerative task : Mesars, Heath, Tucker,
Sparhawlk, and others had followed in rapid succession,
until, in Juns, Mr. White, again editorless, bethought
him of Poe, and in answer to his inquiries, received
these words :—“ You agk me if I would be willing to
come on to Richmond if you should have oceasion for
my services during the coming winter, I veply that
nothing would give me greater pleasura. I have been.
desirous for some time past of paying a visit fo Rich-
mond, and would be glad of any-reasonable excuse for
8o doing, Indeed, I am anxious to settle myself in
that city, and if, by any chance, you hear of a situa-
tion likely to suit me, I would gladly accept it, were
the salary even the merest trifle, I should, indeed,
feel myself greatly indebted to you, if through your
means I could accomplish this object. What you say
in the comclusion of your letter, in relation to the
supervision of proof-sheets, gives me reason to hope
that possibly you might find something for me to doin
your office, If so, I should be very glad—for at present
only a very small portion of my time is employed.”
Meanwhile, Mr. White having succeeded in obtain-
ing the aid of another litératewr, who promised “to
devote his exclusive attention” to the editorial work
of the Messenger, was in no hurry to complete an
arrangement with Poe, who, however, contributed to the
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Julynumber “The Visionary "~ atale afterwards retitled
“The Assignation”—and these lines “To Maxy ™ :—

& Mary, amid the cares—the woes
Crowding around my earthly path
(Sad path, alas | where grows
Not ev'n one lonely rose),
My soul at least a solace hath
In dreams of thee, and therein knows
Ar Eden of swest reposs.

% And thus thy memory 1= to me
Like soma enchanted, far-off isle,
In some tumnltuous sea—
Some lake beset as 1ake can be
With storms—but where, meanwhils,
Berenest slries continually
Juat o’ar that one bright island smile.”

To the August Messenger Poe contributed the sar-
castic sketch of “Bon-Bon,” &and “The Coliseum:
Prize Poem from the DBalttmore Visilor” By this
time the new editor, who had assisted af the gestation
of two numbers of Mr. White's magazine, followed the
example of his numerous predecessors and retired,
whereupon our poet was invited to Richmond to assist
in the editorial duties, at a salary of five hundred and
twenty dollars per annum,

At the very moment when Poe received this offer, he
wes arranging with Mr, L. A, Wilmer for the publica-
tion, in co-operation with that gentleman, of & literary
magazine or mewapaper in Baltimore, Some corres-
pondence had already paseed between the two young
literadi, and Poe, says Mr. Wilmer, * proposed to join
with me in the publication of a monthly magazine of
& superior, intellectual character, and had written a
prospectus, which he transmitted to me for examina-
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tion,” Mt White's proposition completely demolished
the project, for, as both the promoters of it were devoid
of pecuniary meens, Poe immediately accepted the
proffered post, and thus, as his intended partner remarks,
“ the grand intellectual illumipation we had proposed
to make in Baltimore was necessarily postponed,”*

Upon revisiting the abode of his earlier days, and
in circumstances so altered from those of yore, the
unfortunate poet was afflicted with a terrible melan-
eholis—an affliction which frequently beset him on
his journey through Iife, and which was, apparently,
not merely the natural outcbme of privation and grief,
but also to some extent hereditary. Writing to his friend
Kennedy to acquaint him with the fact of his appoint-
ment on the Messenger, he says : —

‘" RICEMOND, Sepdember ;!, 1835.

“Deap B~ received a lotter from Dr. Miller, in which
he tells me you are in town. I hasten, therefore, to write you,
wnd express by letter what I have always found it impossible
to express orally—my deep sense of gratitude for your frequent
and ineffectusl assistance and kindness. Through yourinfluence
Mr. White has been induced to employ me in assisting him with
the editorial duties of his magazine at a salary of five hundred
and twenty dollars per annum. The situation is agreeable to
me for many reasons, but, alas ! it appears to me that nothing
can give me pleasurs, or the slighteat gratification. Excuse
me, my degr air, if in this letter you find much incoherency.
My feelings at this moment are pitiable, indesd. I am suffer-
ing under a depression of apirits such a8 I never felt before. I
have struggled in vain agaivst the influence of this melancholy ;
you will believe me when I say that | am still miserable in spite
of the great improvement in my circumstances. I say you will
believe ma, and for this simple reason, that & man who is writ-
ing for effect does not write thus. My heart is open beforo

* L. A Wilmer, Our Press Gang, p. 35,
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you ; if it be worth reading, read it. I am wretched, and know
not why, Console me, for you can. But et it be quickly, or
it will be too late. Write me immediately; convince me that
it is worth one’s while—that it is at all necessary to live, and
you will prove yourself indeed my friend, Fersuade me to do
what is right, I do mean this. I donot mean that you shonld
consider what I now write you a jest. Oh, pity me | for I feel
that my words are incoherent ; but I will recover myxelf, You
will not fail to see that I am suffering under a depression of
spirits which will ruin me should it be long continned. Write
me then and quickly; urge me to do what is right. Your
words will have more weight with me than the words of others,
for you wore my friend when no one else was. Fail not, aa
you value your peace of mind hereafter. E. A Pox”

To this saddening wail of despair Kennedy re-
sponded :—

T am sorry to soe you in such plight as your letter shows
youin. I is strange that just at this time, when everybody
is yon, and when fortune is beginning fo amile upon
youmrto wretched circumstances, you should be invaded
by these blue devils, It belongs, however, {o your age and
temper to be thus buffeted—but be assured; it only wants
a little resclution fo master the sdversary for ever. You
will doubliess do well hencoforth in literature, and add to
your comfors, as well as to your reputation, which it gives
me great pleasure to assmre you is everywhere rising in
pOp'll]ﬂ].‘ el n

Netwithstanding his “blue devils,” es his friend
phrased it, the new editor worked wonders with the
Messenger. “His talents,” records Kennedy, “made
that periodical quite brilliant while he was connected
with it,” and indeed, within little mors than a twelve-
month from Poe's appointment in the following
December, a5 sola editor, the circulation increased
from seven hundred to nearly five thousand—an
increase quite unparalleled at that time in the history
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of this class of magazines, The success was, of
course, due to the originality and fascination of Poe’s
stories, and the fearlessness of his trenchant critiques,

The Messenger for September contained the “Loss
of Breath” and “Ring Pest,” two of Poe’s poorest
stories: the latter is one of those quizzical hoaxes upon
which he sometimes squandered his genius, and upon
which his readers have frequently wasted their time
in vain attempts to discover meanings not discoverabla
because not existent. The same number which com-
pleted the first volume also contained “Shadow,” one
of its author’s phenomenal prose poems, and these
“Lines written in an Album:”—

% Eliza | let thy generous heart
From its present pathway part not ;
Being everything which now thou art, -
Be nothing which thon srt not.
So with the world thy gentle ways—
Thy unassuming beauty—
And truth-—shall be & theme of praise
¥or ever—and love a duty.”

The *“Eliza,” in whose album thegse lines were
written, was the daughter of Mr. White; after her
father's death in 1842 she was an occasional and es-
teemed visitor at the house of the poet, spending many
months with his wife and aunt 2t their Fordham home.

In the December number of the Messenger, at
Mr, White's instance apparently, he commenced thab
system of literary scarification—that crucial dissection
of bookmaking mediocrities——which, whilst it created
throughout the length and breadth of the States terror
of his powerful pen, st the same time raised up
against him a host of implacable, although unknowu,
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enemies, who henceforth never hesitated to accept and
repeat any story, howsoever improbable, to his dis-
credit. It would have been far better for his future
welfsre and fame if instead of affording contem-
porary nonentities a chance of liferary immortality
by impaling them upon his pen's sherp point, he had
devoted the whole of his fime to the production of
his wonderful tales and sfill more wondrous poems.

The second volume of the Messenger began in
December, and, among other contributions by the new
editor, contained a crushing critiqgue on a work styled
“Norman Leslie” This wea the first of those reviews
already aliuded to that did their author so much injury
—personal and posthumous. In the initial number
of 1836 appeared various critical articles, and the
singular tale of metempsychosis, “ Metzengerstein,” In
the early version of this fiction the poet introduced
some of those family reminiscences he was wont to
intersect his writings with: after stating that the death
of the hero’s father was quickly followed by thet of his
mother, he exclaims, with a8 much prophatic ag retro-
spective truth, “How could she die’?—and of con-
sumption ! But it is & path I have prayed to follow.
I would wish all T love to perish of that gentle
disesse. How glorious ! to depart in the heyday of
the young blood—the heart all passion—the imagi-
nation all fire—amid the remembrances of happier
days !”

The next issme of the Messenger contained varions
critiqnes—including an eulogistic one of Bulwer—the
story of the “Duke de 'Omelette,” and the first part
of Poe’s papers on “ Autography,” the second appear-
ing in a subsequent numher. The amusement, excite-
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ment, and ill-temper these articles aroused will be best
gathered from the suthor's own subsequent account

of the jeu d'esprit . —

“ Some years ago there appeared, in the Soufhern Litsrary
Mezsenger, an article which attracted very general attention,

not less from the nature of its subject, than from the
peculiar manner in which it wes handled. The ediior
introduces his readers to o certain Mr. Joseph Miller, who,
it is hinted, is not merely a descendant of the illustrious Joe
of jest-book notoriety, but is thet identical individual in
proper perdon :—

%“The object of hia visit to the editor is to place in his
hands the autographs of cerfain distinguished American
liferati. To these persons he hed written rigmarols letters
on various fopies, and in all cases had been successful in
eliciting & reply. The replies only (which it is scarcely
necessary fo say are all fictitious) are given in the Magazine .
with a gennine autograph facsirnle appended, and ape either
burlesques of the supposed writer’s nsusl style, or rendered
otherwise abeurd by reference fo the nonsensical guestions
imagined to have been propounded by Mr. Miller,

“ With the public this article took amaziugly well, and
many of our principal papers were at the expense of reprini-
ing it with the woodeut autographs. Even those whose
names had heen infroduced, and whose style bad been
burlesqued, took the joke, generally speaking, in good part.
Some of them were at & loss what to make of the matter,
Dr. W, E, Channing of Boston wes at some troubls, it is
said, in calling to mind whether he had or had not actually
written to some Mr. Joseph Miller the letier alizibuted to
him in the article, This letter was nothing more than what

follows ze
¢ BoyToN, —.
“¢Drar 8rr,—No such person a8 Philip Philpot has ever
been in my employ as o coachman-or otherwiza, The name
is an odd one, and not likely to be forgoiten. The man must
have referonce o some other Doctor Channing, It would
be as well to question him closely.—Respectfully yours,

“¢ W, E. CraANKING,
“¢To Joserr X, Munizr, Feq.’
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“The preciss and brief sententionsness of the divine is
here, it will be seen, very truly adopted or “hit off.’

“In one instance only was the jeu d'esprié taken in serious
dudgeon. Colonel Btone and the Messenger had not been
upon the bost of terms. Somo one of the Colonel’s little
brochures had been severely treated by that journal, which
declared that the work would have besn far more properly
published among the quack advertissments in & square comer
of the Commereial The Colonel had refalisted by whole-
sale vituperstion of the JMessenger. This being the state
of affairs, it was not to be wondered at that the following
epistle was not quistly vecsived on the part of him to whom
it was attiibuted :—

¢! Naw Yorg, —

% ¢DpaR 8m,—1 am exceedingly and excessively sorry that
it is out of my power to comply with your rational and
reagonable request. The subject yon mention is ons with
which I am uiterly unacquainted. Moreover, it is one about
which I know very little—Respectfully,

#iW, L Sroma.
%4 Josgrr V. Mirigs, Esq.’

“These tautologies and anti-climaxes were t00 much for
the Colonel, and we are sshamed to say that he committed
himself by publishing in the Commercisl an indiguant
denia] of ever having indited such an epistle,

% The principel feature of this antograph article, although
perhaps the least interesting, was that of the editorial com-
ment upon the supposed MBS., regarding them aa indieative
of character, In these comments the design was never more
than semi-serious. At times, too, the writer was evidently
led into error or injustice through the desire of being pun-
gent—mnot unfrequently acrificing truth for the sake of a
bon mof, In this manner qualities were cfien attributed to
individuals, which wers not so much indiested by their
handwriting, as suggested by the apleen of the commentator.
Bui that s strong analogy does generelly snd naturally exist
between every man’s chirography and charecter, will be
denied by none but the unreflecting,”

Poe’s contributions to the remaining numbers of the
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Massenger for 1836 included, besides reprints of his
poems, the “ Pinakidia"” or commonplace book notes,
geveral critiques on contemporery books and suthors,
the story of “ Epimanes "—now styled “Four Beasts
in One”—a “Tale of Jerusslem,” and a masterly
analysis of Maelzel's soi-disandé “ Automaton Chess-
pleyer” In this last-named paper, the poet demon-
strated by clear, concise, and irrefutable arguments,
that the machine then being exhibited before the
citizens of Richmond must be regulated in its opera-
tions by mind—thet, in fact, it was no aulomaton at
all, but simply a piece of mechanism guided by human
ageucy.
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CHATTER X

MARRIAGE,

Eaery in 1836, a gleam of hope broke in upon Poe’s
overclouded career. Amongst those of his father’s
kindred whom the poet had sought out at Baitimore
was his aunt Maria, widow of Mr, Williem Clemm, a
man who, it is stated, had expended his property on
behalf of 8 not over-grateful country. Mrs. Clemm
wes in greatly reduced circumstances, but she proffered
her brother’s son such welcome as was in her power,
and a strong mutual affection spreng up beiween the
two relatives. Mrs. Clemm had an only child, her
daughter Virginia, described by all parties as an
exquisitely lovely and amiable girl. Virginia Clemm,
born on the 13th of August 1822, was still & child
when her handgome cousin Edgar revisited Baltimore
after his escapade at West Point, A more than
cousinly affection, which gradually grew in intensity,
resulted from their frequent communion, and ulii-
mately, whilst one, at least, of the two cousins was
but & child, they were married,

In that beautiful allegory of his life—in his
unrhymed rhapsody of “Eleonora”*—Pos tells in
thrilling words how, ere the knowledge of his love
had dawned upon him, he dwelt in a world of his
own creative imagination, in the symbolic * Valley of
the Many-Coloured Grass,” apart from the outer and,

* Published in The Gift in 1342,
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to him, less real world There they dwelt—he and
his cousin and her mother-—and there they, he and
ghe, who was but & child, had dwelt for many years
bafore consciousness of love had entered into their
hearts, until one evening when their secret was unveiled
to them, and so, murmurs the poet, “we spoke no
words during the rest of that sweet day, and our
words even upon the morrow were tremulous and
few, . . . And now we felt enkindled within us the
fiery souls of our forefathers, The passions which
had for centuries distingnished our race came throng-
ing with the fancies for which they had been equally
noted, and together breathed a delirious bliss over the
‘Valley of the Many-Coloured Grass’” And then,
in magic words, he tells of the revolution, wronght
beneath the wizard spells of Love, of how “ & change
came o'er the spirit of Ads dream,” and of how all
things beautiful became more beauteous ; how “strange,
brilliant flowers burst out upon the trees where no
flowers had been known before;” how the “tints of
the green grass deepened,” and how & myriad things
of nature, before unnoted, bloomed and blossomed into

Then is the delicate loveliness of his child-bride
compared by the poet to “that of the Seraphim,” and
she was, he reminds himself, “a maiden artless and
innocent as the brief life she had led among the
flowers. No guile disguised the fervour of love which
animated her heart, and she examined with me its
inmost recesses 83 we walked together.” Rarely, if
ever before, was poet blessed with so sweet & bride,
or with more artless affection than was Poe when he
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acquired the heart and hand of her of whom he
sang—

% And this maiden, she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.”

It haa been stated, but with palpable incorrectness,
that the young cousins were married in Baltimore on
the 2nd of September 1835, previous to Poe’s depar-
ture for Richmond, but that the youthful pair did not
live together for more than a year, and that they were
again married in Richmond, where they were fo re-
side, this second marriage ceremony faking place to
save comment, as the previous one had been so private.
This circumstantial romance must be consigned o the
limbo whence so many of the legends accumulated
round the poet’s memory have been dismissed. The
facts are :— When it was learned that the young litééra-
teur purposed marrying his cousin, who wes still under
fourteen, her helf-gister's husband-—Edgar Poe's first
cousin—Mr, Neilson Poe, to hinder so premature a
marriage, offered her mother fo receive Virginia into
his own family, and provide for her education, with
the understanding, that if after a few years the cousing
atill enterfained the same affection for each ofher,
they should be merried. 'When Poe heard of this he
indited an earnest, passionate protest against the
arrangement to Mrs, Clemm, who, consequently, de-
clined the offer,and the marriage soon afterwards ook
place.

Edgar Poe was mamied to Virginia Clemm, in
Richmond, on the 6th of May 1836, and, says M,
Clemm, Judge Stannard snd his son Robert, Edgar's
old schoclfellow, were among the first callers. Mis,
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Clemm fook wp her residence with the young couple,
both so doubly related to her, and became as it were
their guardian and protestor. But few weeks, how-
ever, had passed over the heads of the wedded pair
before darksome troubles began to hover over them:
“the fair and gentls Eulalie” had indeed become the
post's “blushing bride” but it was a “dream too
bright to last” to deem the fatality which dogged his
footsteps had forsaken him, Some inkling of his
troubles may be gleaned from this letter to his
friend Kennedy :—

# RicaMonD, VA, June 7, 1836

% Dpan Sm8,—Having gob info a little temporary diffienlty,
I venture to ask yom, once more, for aid, rather than apply
to any of my new friends in Richmond.

“ Mr. White, having purchased a new house, at $10,000,
made propositions to my aunt to rent it to her, and to board
himeelf and family with her. This plan was highly advan-
tagaous to us, and, having accepted if, all arrangements were
made, and I obtained credit for some furniture, &c., to the
smount of §200, above what little money I bad. But upon
examination of the premises purchased, it appears that the
houss will harely be large enough for one family, and the
gcheme i8 laid aside—leaving me now in debt (fo & small
amount) without those means of discharging it upon which I
had depended.

“ In this ditemma I would be greatly indebted to you for
tho Joan of $100 for six months, This will enable me to meet
a nofe for $z00 due in three months—and allow me thres
months to return your money. I shall have no difficulty in
doing this, as, beyond this $100, I ows nothing, and I am now
receiving $15 per week, and am to receive $z0 after Novem-
ber. All Mr. White's disposable money has been required to
make his first payment.

“Have you heard anything further in relation to Mrs.
Clemm's eatate

“Qur Massenger is thriving beyond all expectation, and
I myself have svery prospect of success,

H
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%It is our design fo issue, a3 soon as possible, s number
of the Magezine consisting entirely of articles from our most
distinguished Iferati, To this end we have received, and
have been promised, a variety of 2id from the highest sources
—Mrs, Bigourney, Miss Sedgwick, Paulding, Flint, Halleck,
Cooper, Judge Hopkinson, Dew, Governor Cass, J. Q. Adams,
and many others, Could you not do me so great a favour as
to send a scrap, however small, from your portfolio} Your
name is of the greatest influenca in that region where we
direct our greatest efforts—in the South. Any little remini-
scence, tale, jeu d’esprif, historical anecdote—anything, in
short, #ifk your nams, will answer all our purposes

“] presume you have heard of my mandage—With
sincere respect and esteem, yours truly,

“Epaar A. Poz.

#J, P, Kenreny.”

The pecunisry embarrassment to which this ecom-
munication alludes, even if temporarily relieved by his
friend, was doubtless of a chronie character, and
probably the chief cause of Poe quitting Richmond,
and resigning his connection with the Ziterary Mes-
senger.  Although he parted on friendly terms from
Mr. White, and in after years wrote and spoke of him
with kindliness, there is little donbt but that the
poet relinquished his post on the magazine in conse-
quence of the rate of remuneration he received being
not only much less than he deemed his name and
entire services entitled him to, but even less than ha
could decently waintein his household upon. The
number of the magezine for January 1837 was the
lagt Messenger under Poe's editorship, and it contained,
in addition to certain reviews and reprinted poems of
his, the first part of “ Arthur Gordon Pym;” & second
instalment of the romance appearing in the follow-
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ing number, after its author’s severance from the
periodical.

Previous to giving up charge of the Mesenger, Poe,
with that thoughtfulness of friends which he often
manifested, wrote to Mr. Wilmer, to tell him of his
intention of leaving Richmond, and suggesting that
he, Wilmer, should come thither without delay, as he
wag certain he conld obfain the post he was about to
vacate,. Mr. Wilmer, however, could not avail him-
gelf of the offer, as he was preparing to leave for
Philadelphia,*

Apparently, Mr. White parted with his clever editor
with much reluctance, yet he could not, or he would
not, comply with his requirements — requirements,
indeed, it bas been suggested, that included partner-
ship in the publication, In the number of the Maga-
zine containing Poe’s resignation of the editorship,
announced in the words, “ Mr. Poe’s attention being
called in another direction, he will decline, with the
present number, the editorial duties of the Messenger,”
the proprietor issued a notice to the effect, that “ Mr.
Poe, who has filled the editorial department for the
last twelve months with so much ability, retired from
that station on the 3rd instant” but will, so it was
promised, “ continue to furnish its columns from time
to time with the effusions of his vigorous and popular
pen.”

How soon after this Poe left Richmond, and what
he was doing for the next few months, ere still
unanswered questions. After the expimation of a
short interregnum, he is discovered as settled in New
York once more, and this time accompanied by his

* L. A, Wilmer, Our Press Gung,
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wife and her mother. During one portion, at least,
of this residence in New York, the Poes lived at
1134 Carmine Street, where M. Clemm attempted,
as one method of lessening the household expenses, to
keop & boarding-house, but the experiment does not
appear to have met with any success, and the family
fell into very poor circumstances. An interesting
account of the poet’s limited ménage ab this epoch of
the story has been given by the late Willism Gowens,
the weelthy and eccentric bibliopolist, who boarded
with Mrs. Clemm.*

Alluding to the untruthfulness of the prevalent idea
of Poe's character, the shrewd old man remarks—

% The characters drawn of Pos by his various biographers
and critics may with safety be pronounced an excess of
exaggeration ; but this is not to be much wondered at, when
it is taken into consideration that these men Were rivals
either as poats or prose writers, and it is well known that
such are generally as jealous of each other as are the ladies
who are handsome, or thoss who desire to be considered to be
posssssed of the coveted quality. It is an old fruism, and
a8 trne as it is old, fthat in the midst of counsel there is
safaty.’

I, therefore, will also show you my opinion of this gifted
but unfortunate genine, It may be estimated as worth little,
but it has this merit—it comes from an eyes and ear witness ;
and this, it must be remembered, is the very highest of legal
evidenes. For eight months or more, ‘ one house contained
us, us one table fed ! During that tims I saw much of
him, and had an opportunity of conversing with him often ;
and I must say, that I never saw him the least affected with
liquor, nor even descend fo any known vice, whils he was
one of the most courteous, gentlemanly, and intelligent com-
panions I have met with during my journeyings and haltings
through dlvemdlvmonsoitheglobe begides, he had an

* In the New York Bvening Mail, December 1870,
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exfra jnducement to be 8 good man as well as 8 good hushand,
for he had & wife of matchless beauty and loveliness ; her eyes
could match that of any houri, and her face defy the gentus
of & Canova to imifate ; a temper and disposition of sur-
passing sweetness ; besides, ehe seemed as much devoted to
him snd his every interest as & young mother is to her
fist-born, . . . Poo had & remarkably plecaing and pre-
possesaing countenance, what the ladies would call decidedly
handsome.”

Mr. Gowans—who is remembered as “one of the
mos$ truthful and uncompromising of men*”—in con-
versing with Mr. Thomas C. Latto with reference to
Poe and his young wife, whom he described es fragile
in constitution, but of remarkable beauty, testified
thet the poet “ was uniformly quiet, reticent, gentle-
manly in demeanour, and during the whole period he.
lived there, not the slightest trace of intoxication or
dissipation was discernible in the illusrious inmate,
who was at thet time engaged in the composition of
‘Arthur Gordon FPym.' Poe “kept good hours”
he said, “and all his little wantd were seen fo by
Mrs, Clemm and her daughter, whe watched him as
sedulously as if he had been a child” Mr Gowans
was & man of known intelligence, and, writes Mr.
Latto, “being a Secotchmen, is by no means averse to
‘a twa-handed erack, but he felt himaelf kept at a dis-
tance somewhat-by Poe’s aristocratic reserve” ® M.
Gowans only left when the honsehold was broken up,
and the close connection which he was daily brought
into with members of it, and the opportunity which
he had of seeing what kind of life the poet was then
leading, render his testimony valusble,

Res anguste domi mnotwithstending, the domestie

* In s lettar to the Iate Mrs, Whitmsn, dated July 8¢h, 1870,
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life of the poet, at this period at least, was not alto-
gether unhappy. As yet, the fact had not manifested
iteelf to him that his girlish bride’s beauty was but
the signal of the fatal disease that she was destined
to fall an early victim to; mor could he forebode,
that she was to succumb to that fell complaint he
had erstwhile so rashly wished all he Ioved to perish
of. A little while later and the devofed husband
learnt, as he bemoaned, that *the finger of death was
upon her bosom—that, like the ephemeron, she had
been made perfect in loveliness only to die” Ever
sinee his marriage Poe had spent his leigure hours in
continuing his young wife’s education, and under his
carefnl tuition she became highly accomplished, “She
was an excellent linguist and a perfeet musician, and
she was s very beaufiful” records her bereaved
mother, “How often hes Eddie* said, * I see no one
80 beautiful a8 my sweet little wife.’”

“ Eddie,” declares his “more than mother,” “was
domestic in all his habits, seldom leaving home for an
hour unless his darling Virginia, or myself, were with
him, He was fruly an affectionate, kind hushand,
and a devoted son to me. He was impulsive, gener-
ous, affectionate, and moble. His tastes were very
simple, and his admiration for all that was good and
beantiful very great. . . . We thres lived only for
each other.” ¢

This epoch of quiet domestic happiness does not
appear to have been ope very fruitful of literary pro-
duce, or, if it were, the result has been lost sight of.
During 1837 Poe contributed & critique of Stephens’s

pet name at homs.

t Iathrhzudgapoleqteihon Poe, August 1gth, 1860,
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“Incidents of Travel in Egypt, Arabin Petra,
and the Holy Land,” to the October number of the
New York Review. This Quarterly was & theo-
logical publication, and required a class of writing
utferly unsuited to Poe’s range of thought, he there-
fore wisely forbore from attempting anything of a
similar kind sgain. His next literary essay was the
completion of “The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym,”
the first and second instalments of which romance,
88 already pointed out, had appeared in the Soutfern
Literary Messenger. 'The interest the work had aroused
during its issue in the magazine determined Poe to
complete it, that is to say, as far ag he ever intended
to complete i, the abrupt and unfinished state of its
closing paragraph having, evidently, been infentional.
The story was not issued in book form untdl July
1838. It is said that it did not excite much notice
in Ameriea, but it was very successful in England,
where, besides the authorised reprints of Messrs.
Wiley and Putnam, several other editions were
speedily disposed of The t{ruthful eir of “The
Narrative,” and the circumstantiality of the title-page
and preface, doubtless attracted attention, but indeed
the whole romance is detailed with such Defoe-like
minateness—with such an apparent want of art—
especially in lengthy, almost tedious, citations from
presumable kindred works—that the reading publie
was bound fo submit to the temporary fascination,
and accept the vraisemblance for truth itselfl The
abrupt termination of “The Narrative,” and the pre-
text alleged for if, both contributed greatly to the
apparent fidelity to fact. The chief defect in the tale
is the supernatural final paragraph—wisely omitted
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in the London reprini—which neither adds to the
interest nor increases the life-like trufhfulness. The
original title-page of Poe’s longest tale deserves repro-
duction here; it reads thus: —

“THE NARBATIVE
of
ARTHUR GORDON PYN;
of Nantucket ;

Comprising the Details of a Mutiny and Atrocious
Butchery on Board the American Brig Grampus, on
her way to the South SBeas—with an Account of the
Recapture of the Veasel by the Survivors; $heir Ship-
wreek, and eubsequent Hoxrible Sufferings ifrom
Faming, their Deliverance by means of the British
Schooner Jane Guy; the brief Cruise of this latter
Veasal in the Antaretic Ocean: her Caplure, and the
Massacre of her Crew among & Group of Islands in
the 84th parallel of Southern Latitude, together with
the incredible Adventures and Discoveries still furthor
Bouth, to which that distressing Calamity gave risa.

New York : Harper & Brothers,
1838”7

Students of Pos’s works who have learned to re-
cognise his method of thought, know how frequenily
he discloses his mentel history in those parentheti-
cal passages he so much affected. In the above
narrative these disclosures, interwoven with sutobio-
graphical daia, cceur both oft and o'er. In the “pre-
liminary notice,” and in the first chapter of the
romance, fact and fiction are ingeniously blended, and
real and ideal personages ave mingled somewhat con-
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fusingly together. His readers are well aware how
clearly Poe’s idiosyncrasies, both in his prose and in
his verse, show through the trensparent masks behind
which hig heroes are supposed to be hidden, and in
this “ Narrative” it is rarely that the imaginery hero
is thought of otherwise than as identical with Poe
himgelf, The adventurous lad Pym is certainly not
the person to whom our thoughts tend when the
second, chapter of this tale begins, “In no affairs of
mere prejudice, pro or econ, do we deduce inferences
with entire certainty, even from the most simple data,”
end we are at no loss to comprehend the autobio-
graphic fidelity of the author when he says, under the
peeudonym of Pym, “One of my enthusiastic tempera-
ment, and somewhat gloomy, althongh glowing imagina-
tion;” and, “It is strange, too, that he most strongly
enlisted my feelings in behalf of the life of & seaman,
when he depicted his more terrible moments of suffer-
ing and despair. For the bright side of the painting
I had a limited sympathy.” .

Dreams of the day and of the night are plentiful
in Pym’s narrative, and are rather mora typical of the
psychological introspection of the poet than of the
healthy animalism and muscular energy of the sailor.
And yet they are not out of harmony with the tone
of this work, nor discordant with the overwrought
imagination of a sensitive youth. A dreaming fit is
deseribed in the second chapter—that whence Pym is
groused by the dog “Tiger”—which fully equals in
descriptive terror and power of language any of the
English Opium-Eater'’s *Confessions;” whilst the
analysis of the various mental phases through which
the hero passes—as told in Chapter xxiv.—from the
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time he commences his descent of the soapstone cliff
and must not think, uatil the longing o foll is finally
finished by the fall, quite equals in paychological
subtlety anything that De Quincey ever did. Another
noteworthy passage is that in Chapter xxi, wherein
is described the horrible dread, ever recurring with
such ghastly effect in Poe's tales, of entombment alive:
“The supremeness of mental and bodily distress of
living inhumation” continually overshrouds his imagi-
nation, and his readers are goaded into believing that
the narrator himself must have experienced the so-
graphicelly-portrayed horrors of “the blackness of
darkness which envelops the victim, the terrific
oppression of lungs, the stifling fumes from the damp
earth,” and all the appalling parsphernalia of & death-
scene, which he shudderiugly declares, even as he
describes, are “not to be tolerated—mnever to be
conceived,”

The originality of Poe’s genius, a3 shown in this
“ Narrative,” will doubtless be the more generally
admired, although less real, in such things as where
he explaing the singular character of the many-hued
waters—which never seemed limpid——in the Antaretic
island; and in the gradually-revealed horrer of the
inhabitants of the colour white; or in the ingenuity of
the perusal of the torn letter by phosphorus; or in such
probably inexplicable psychological facts aa the long
ocean travelling voyager, in his delirium, beholding
every creation of his “mind’s-eve” in motion—move-
ment being the all-predominant ides. Our remarks
on “Arthur Gordon Pym” are purposely directed
more towards bringing prominently forward certain
commonly unnoted characteristics of the tale, than to



Poc's Invention limited, 123

recalling attention to ifs generally mppreciated, and
frequently commented wpon, more salient features,
Another of Poe's productions for this year was
*Biope: A Fable. [In the menmmer of the Paycho-
logical Autobiographists]” *Biope,” which sppeared
in the Balfimore Book for 1838, is the weird prose
poem now styled “Silence,” and is paralleled in many
passages by its suthor's sonnet to “ Silence ” and other
later poems, Poe's inventive genius, indeed, was
much more limited than is generally supposed, Jeading
him to frequently repest and repolish, rather than
to originate, over and over again: the same favourite
quotation, or pet ides, may be found deing duty in
geveral places, Those readers well acquainted with
his earlier as well as later publications, will be able
to recall to mind many instances of such repetition.
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CHAPTER XL

IN THE CITY OF PENN.

Late in 1838 Poe removed fo Philadelphia. The
reason of his removal is uncertain, but it haz been
suggested that regular liferary employment was
proffered him in the Quaker city, wherefore, as the
independence he had sought to earn by his pen was
not obtainable in New York, he migrated thither with
his laves et penafes. That, or the comstitutional rest-
lessness, which like a fiend goaded him hither and
thither, may have been the motive power. The whole
burden of the household now falling upon his shoul-
ders, for Mra, Clemm relinquished the New York house
and accompanied the Poes to Philadelphia, the poet
sought engagements in various quarters. Among
other magazines for which he agreed to write was the
American Museum, a new publication projected and
edited by Dr. N, C. Brooks of Baltimore. Requaested
by the proprietor to furnish a eritigue on Washington
Irving, Poe replied in the following terms :——

* PHILADRLPHEIA, Sspiember 4, 18
“My Dear Sm,—I duly received your favour with the $10,

Touching the review, I am forced to decline it just now. I
should be most unwilling not to execute such a task well, and
this I could not do at so short notics, at least now. I have
wo other engagementa which it would be rainous to defer,
Besides this, I am just leaving Arch Btreet for & small house,
and, of course, am somewhat in confosion.

“My main reason, however, for declining is what I first
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alleged, viz: I could not do the review well at short notice,
The truth is, I can haxdly eay that I am conversant with
Irving’s writings, having read nothing of his sines I was &
boy, save his ‘Granada.’ It would be necessary to give his
entire works a reperusal. You ses, therefors, the diffienlty at
once. It is a theme upon which [ would Lke very much to
write, for there is & vast deal to be said upon it. Irving is
much overmrated, and & nice distinotion might be drawn
between his just and his surreptitions and adventitious repu-
tation—between what is due to the pioneer solely, and what
1o the writar.

“The merit, too, of his tsme propristy and faultlessness of
style should be candidly weighed. He should be compared
with Addison, something heing hinted about imitation, and
Sir Roger de Coverley should be brought up in judgment, A
bold and a priori investigation of Irving’s claims would strike
bome, take my word for it The American literary world
never saw anything of the kind yet, Seeing, therefore, the
opportunity of making s fine hif, T am unwlling to hazard
your fame by a failure, and a failure would assuredly be the
event were 1 fo undertake the task at present.

“The difficulty with you is nothing—for I fancy you are
conversant with Irving's works, old and new, and would not
have to read for the task. Had you spoken decidedly when I
first saw you, I would have adventured, If yon can delay
the review until the second number I would be most happy
to do my hest. But this, I presume, is impossible,

“1 have gotten nearly out of my late embarrassments,
~— would not aid me, being much pushed himself, He
would, no donbt, have aided me, if poesible. Present my
respects if you ses him.—Very truly yours,

“Epear A, Por.

* Suppose you send me proofs of my articles ; it might be
a8 well—that is, if you have time. I look anxiously for the
first number, from which I date the dawn of & fine literary
day in Baltimore.

“ After the 15th, I shall be more at leisure, and will be
happy to do you any litersry service in my power. You have
but to hint, E A P?



126  “ Ligein” suggested by a Dream,

Whether Dz, Brooks made use of the suggestions
thrown out, and attempted something that would make
“g fine hit” matters little, but it is consolatory fo
think that he had not “spoken decidedly when” the
poet first saw him, otherwise the world might bave
kad a not too charitable eritiqus on the “ surreptitions
and adventitious reputation” of Washington Irving,
in lieu of the weird story of “Ligeia,” which was Poa's
contribution to the initial number of the periodical.

“Ligeia,” the poet's favourite tale, was suggested,
ke says,* by a dream—a dream in which the eyes
of the heroine produced the intense effect described in
the fourth paragraph of the work. © Ligeis,” heralded
by one of those splendid passages which begem
Joseph Glanvill's “Essays,” assumes for its motto,
“ Man doth not yield himself to the angels, nor unto
death utterly, save only through the weakness of his
feeble will.” A theme more congenial to the dream-
haunted brain of Poe could scarcely be devised; and
in his exposition of the thoughts suggested by its
application he has been more than usually succasaful,
The failure of Death to annthilate Will was, indeed,
& suggestion that the poet—dreadingly, despairingly,
familiar a8 he was with charnel secrets—could not fail
to grasp at with the emergy of hope, and adomn with
the funereal flowers of his grave-nourished fantasy.
In Poo’s gradual and nmnnoted sieps towards proving
the impossible possible, his reader’s reason iz fottered,
and his mind is blinded to the impassable limits of
nature with such carefal art, that he loses all hold on
fact, and is ready and willing for the nonce to credit
the reality of any mental chimera the wizard chooacs

* In 8 M8, nots, on a revised copy of the tala in my possession —J, FL L
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to conjure up. Af the dénouement of such a tale, one
feels as il awakening from a nightmare: the know-
ledge that it is fiction is still for a while overclonded
with the horrible thought thet i might be true.

Like most of Poe’s other tales, “Ligeia” was fre-
quently revised and altered, and did mot originally
contain, as it does now, that most weird and most ori-
ginal of all his poems, “ The Conqueror Worm.”

The two other literary engngements to which the
poet alluded in his letter to Dr. Brooks were with
the Pitteburgh Liferary Zraminer and the Phila-
delphia Gentleman’s Magasine. The latter was the
property of Mr. W. E. Burton, an Englishman, who
obtained some reputation in his days as a comedian,
and then attempted to add to it as a ltidrateur, an
attempt in which he was scarcely so successful.” Poe
appears o have contributed some odds and ends to
the Genileman's Magazine almost from his firgt arrival
in Philedelphia, but it was not until July of the
following year, when he was appointed editor, that he
published anything of note in its pages. In the last
month of 1838, he contributed to the Museum “ The
Signora Zenobia,” and its pendant “The Scythe of
Time,” afterwards respectively renamed “ How to Write
& Blackwood Artficle,” and © A Predicament.”

In The G4ft for 1839 appeared “ William Wilson,”
one of the poet’s finest tales, and one in many parts
confessedly autobiographical. In an eulogistic but dis-
criminative review of Hawthorne, published in Grakam's
Magazine, Poe drew attention to certain incidents in
“ Howe's Masquerade ” that might be deemed to re-
semble plegiarism from “ William Wilson,” and “might
be a very flattering coincidence of thought” by his
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countryman ; but the strangest thing sbout it is, that
Poe's own tale is most closely paralleled in plot by a
rare drama, attributed to Calderon, called “ EI Encapo-
tado,” which Washington Irving had called attention to.
The hero of the Spanish story, like “ William Wilson,”
is throughout life thwarted in all his schemes for the
acquisition of wealth, pleasure, or love, by a mysterious
stranger, and when he ultimately forces the unknown,
st the point of the sword, to unmask, his “Fetch ” or
doubls is beheld.* To accuse Poe of plagiarism in
this case would be unjust, for the idea of the dual
man permeates all civilised literatures, but it i &
sgvere commentary upon some of his own ill-con-
gidered critiques—which, however, have been most
bitterly avenged.

The portions of * William Wilson ” referring to the
hero's school-days in England have already been trans-
ferrod to these pages, but there are other passages—
evidently intended to be included in the writer’s con-
fessions—of intereat here. 1Is it not Pos himself who
says, “I long for the sympathy—I had nearly said
for the pity—of my fellow-mer. I would fain have
them believe that I have been, in some measure, the
slave of circumstances beyond human control. I would
wish them fo seek out for me some little oagis of
Jataldly amid & wilderness of error. I would have
them allow—what they cannot refrain from allowing
—that although temptation may have erewhils
existed s great, man was never fAus, at Jeast, tempted
before.” The usual exaggerations of boyhood’s remini-
scences—those days all deem they remember so dis-
tinotly, yet a8 a rule describe so indefinitely—are well

* Vide Medwin's Zije of Shelley, vol. ii. pp. 300, 305,
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marked in the portrayal of the old Stoke Newington
honse and its accessories; bub it is in the shadowy
suggestiveness of the two “ Willism Wilsons’” simi.
larity that the author's power is displayed. The
“singular whisper " of the one boy which grew to be “ the
very echo ” of his namesake’s ; the coincidence of birth-
days and of names; the non-observance of the resem-
blance by the other pupils; the gradually increasing
eversion for the wise monitions proffered by his alter
ego, snd the terrible significatjon of the one * William
Wilson ” being asieep, when his bedside was visited by
the other, on the last night of his stay in the Acedemy,
sre all strokes of a masters hand—of a master who
stands alome and incomparable in the realm he has
himself constructed,

To the Museum for January and February Poe
contributed “ Literary Small Talk” and to the April
number his much-admired lyric, “ The Haunted Palace.”
With respect to this latter arose a controversy similar
to that suggested by “ Howe's Masquerade:” ag with
that, sc with this, Poe, it is alleged, deemed he had
been copied, and that Longfellow’s “ Beleaguered City "
was 8 plagiarism of his ides, and i stated to have
referred to the undeniable fact that his poem appeared
first, Longfellow’s not being published until Novem-
ber 1839, when if appeared in the Seulhern Liferary
Messenger.  Of all men liferats should be the first to
recognise the fact that human invention is not infinite,
and that similar ideas frequently occur almost simul-
taneously to different persons, it is, therefore, both
rational and just te assume the resemblance between
the poerss of Poe and Longfellow to have been acci-

dental At all events, a similar fantasy to theirs had
I
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been embodied in Tennyson’s * Deserted Houss,” pub-
lished as early as 18 30.

«The Bouse of Usher,” another of the poet's chefs
d'euvre, illustrative of belief—a belief shared by
many of the good and great—in the sentience of all
matter, was published in the September number of
the Gentleman's Magazine, to which publication, as
already remarked, Poe had been appointed editor,
Mr, White, of the Liferary Messenger, alluding in his
October issue to the tale and its author, remarks—
“We are pleased to find that our old assistant,
Edgar A, Poe, is connected with Burton in the edi-
torial management of the Gentleman’s Magazine. Mr.
Poe is favourably known to the readers of the
Messrnger ns a gentleman of fine endowment ; possess-
ing a taste classical and refined, . . We always pre-
dicted that Mr, Pos would reach & high grade in
American literature;” only, adds his former employer,
“ we wish Mr. Poe wonld stick to the department of
criticism ; there, he is an able professor.” It was this
“gticking to criticism,” to oblige publishers, instead
of following the trne bent of his genius, that ruined
Poe’s personal reputation, and lost the world many &
priceless poem and wondrous tale,

In the “Fall of the House of Usher,” is developed
one of ita author'’s favourite methods of riveting his
reader’s attention. As in so many of his stories, instead
of soliciting sympathy for himself as the hero, he the
rather would appesr to repel it, by sssuming the
rdle, in his person of narrator, of & somewhat matter-
of-fact, even commonplace, practical character, in no
way en rapport with the eccentric or visionary friend
wlho ig the real hero, He, Poe, pretends to come
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before the stage, or fo remain on it only in the minor
character of “Chorus,” and thus casts a further air
of reality on the personages he introduces, by deluding
his readers into the belief that they are but fellow
apectators with him, Nevertheless, in the character
of “Roderick Usher”—a character upon which the
poet Iavished his most consummate arf, and upon
whose surroundings he bestowed the wealth of his
own desires—is sought to be depictured what Poe
wished the world o believe he resembled, as Byron
did with his “ Corsairs” and “Lares.” The opium-
eating hypochondrine, the Fear-fearing monomaniac,
is less unlike the veritable author of “Ulalume”
than is the friend of “Usher;” the mesmeriser of
“Valdemar;” the associate of “Legrand” of “the
Gold Bug;” the cool man of the world, who enly
represents the conventional half-—the side turned to
the public.

Poe’s other contributions to the Gentleman’s Maga-
auné, during the remainder of 1839, were not of an
important character, consisting chiefly of short book
notices, alight sketehes to accompany engravings, and
reprints of his shorter poems, “William Wilson”
and “Morella” were also republished in its pages, and
in the December number appeared “The Conversation
of Eiros and Chemmion.” This tale, in some respects
resembling one entitled “The Comet,” which had
appeared in The Token for 1839, describes the history
of this earth’s destruction by a comet, and is supposed
to be told in Aidenn by Eiros to Charmion. The
final catastrophe is assumed to take place through the
total exiraction of the nilvogen from our atmosphere,
and the consequent immediate and omnipresent
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combustion of the world. The whole sfory is most
weirdly suggestive, and the climax startling in the
¢xtreme.

Under the title of Tals of the Grolesque and Arab-
esque, Poe now published a collection of his stories, in
two volumes. These tales were copyrighted in 1839,
but the title-page is dated 1840, and bears upon it
the motto from Goethe :—

¥ Seltsamen Tochter Jovis,
Seinem Schosskinde, der Phantasie.”

The volumes are inscribed to “ Colonel William Dray-
ton, of Philadelphia, with every sentiment of respect,
gratitude, and esteem,” and confain this Preface .—
“The epithets ‘ Grotesque ’ and * Avabesque’ will be
found to indicate, with sufficient precision, the prevalent
tenor of the tales here published. Bub from the fact
that, during a period of some two or threa yeers,
I have written five-and-twenty short sbories, whose
general character may be 80 briefly defined, it cannot
be fairly inferred—at all events it is not truly inferred
—that I have for this species of writing any inordi-
nate, or indeed any peculiar, teste or prepossession. I
may have written with an eye to this republication
in volume form, and may, therefore, have desired to
preserve, 8a far as a certain point, a certein unity of
design. This is, indeed, the fact; and it may even
happen that, in this manner, I shall never compose
anything again, I speak of these things here, because
I am led to think i is the prevalence of the ¢ Arab-
esque’ in my serious tales, which has induced one or
two critics to tax me, in all friendliness, with what
they have been pleased fo term *Germanism’ and
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gloom. The cherge is in bad teste, and the grounds
of the accusation have not been sufficiently considered.
Lot us admit, for the moment, that the phantasy-
pieces ' now given are Glermanic, or what not. Then
‘Germenizm ’ is the vein for the time being, To-mor-
row I may he anything but German, as yesterday I
was everything else, These many pieces are yet one
book. My friends would be quite as wise in faxing
an astronomer with too much astronomy, or an ethical
author with freating too largely of morals. But the
truth is thet, with a single exception, there is no one
of these stories in which the scholar should recognise
the distinetive features of that species of psendo-horror
which we ere tanght to call Germarie, for no better
reagon than some of the secondary names of German
literature have become idenfified with its folly.. If
in many of my productions terror has been the thesis,
I maintain that terror is uot of Germany, bui of the
goul,—that I have deduced this terror only from its
legitimate sources, and urged it only to its legitimate
results,

“ There are one or two of the articles here [conceived
and executed in the purest spirit of extravaganza}, to
which I expect no serious atfention, and of which I
shall speak no farther. But for the rest I cannot:
conscientionsly claim indulgence on the score of hasty
effort. I think it best becomes me to eay, therefore,
that if I have sinned, I have deliberately sinned.
These brief compositions are, in chief pert, the results
of matured purpose and very careful elaboration.”

Besides the tales already referred o in these pages,
this two volume collection contains the inferior
humoristic pieces, “ The man that was used up,” “ Tha
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Devil in the Belfry,” “ Von Jung "—now known as
“ Mystification "—and “Why the little Frenchman
wears hig hand in a sling” This collection does not
appesr to have received much notice from the press,
or to have made any impression upon the public: the
edition, which was probably very small, disappeared,
aud copies of it are of the most extreme rarity.
Among the various publications Pos was now
writing for may be mentioned Alaander's Weekly
Messenger, in which he was airing his theory respecting
eryptology, to the effect that human ingenuity could
not construct any cryptograph humen ingenuity conld
not decipher. Tested by several correspondents with
specimens of their skill in the art of secret writing,
the poet actually took the trombls to examine and
golve them in triumphent proof, apparently, of the
trath of hig theory. Another, and scarcely more
literary, labour in which he engaged at this time, in
the ceaseless effort “to keep the wolf from the door,”
was the production of a conchological manual for the
use of schools, Anent this work slander and malice
have gaid their worst; an enemy, evidently he whose
calumnies, under the guise of “a Memoir,” have over-
clouded the poet’s memory ever gince hig death,
spoke theso words in the columns of the Philadelphia
Saturday Fvening Post :—" Oue of the most remarkable
plagiarisms was perpetrated by Mr. Poe, , .. This
gentleman, & few years ago, in Philadelphia, published
a work on Conchology as original, when in reality it
was a copy, nearly verbatim, of ‘The Text-Book of
Conehology, by Ceptain Thomes Brown, printed in
(Hlasgow in 1833, & duplicate of which we have in
our library. Mr. Poe actuslly took out & copyright
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for the American edition of Captain Brown's work,
and, omitting all mention of the English original, pre-
tended, in the preface, to have been under great
obligations to several scientific gentlemen of this city.
It is but justice to add, that in the second edition of
this book, published lately in Philadelphia, the nams
of Mr. Poe is withdrawn from the title-page, and hie
initials only affixed to the preface. But the affair is
one of the most curious on record.”

Having allowed the slanderer his say, the poet’s
own response, n#ol included in the sbove-mentioned
“Memoir,” shall bs given; but it may be stated that
Poe’s work is mot a plagiarism of Captain Brown's;
that he alluded to obligations to two persons only,
ona at least of whom, Professor Wyatt, a Scotchman
—unaware that the calumny had ever rcached Foe's
eyes, and not heering of it himself until ten years
after the poet's death-—gave an independent, but
similar explanatory denial of the accusation in the
Home Journal ; that Poe’s name was noi withdrawn
from the title-page of the second edition, which was
called for immediately after the publication of the
first, and not after an interval of several years as
suggested by the paragraphist.

The poet’s letter reads thus -—

’ “ New Yorg, Fab. 16, "4},

“My Dear Sm,—Some weeks ago I mailed you two
newspapers which, from what you say in your last letter,
I see yon have not received. I now encloso some slips which
will save me the necessity of writing on painful iopiea By
and by I will write you more af length,

 Please reinclose the slips when reed,
“ What you tell me about the accusation of plagiarism
made by the Phil. S Ev. Post surprises me, It is the
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firat I heard of it—with the exception of a hint in one of
your previous letters-—but which I did not then comprehend.
Please let me know as many particulars 83 you can remember
—for I must see into the charge, 'Who edifs the paper!
who publishes it$ &c. &c & About what time was the
accusation made? I assure you that it is fofally false. In
1840 I published & book with this title—* The Concho-
logist’s First Book: A system of Testacions Malacology,
arranged especially for the use of Schools, in which the
animals, aceording o Cuvier, ere given with the shells, s great
number of new apecies added, and the whole brought up,
a8 acourstely as possible, to the present condition of the
science. By Edger A, Poe. 'With illustrations of 215 shells,
presenting & correct type of each genue.’

# This, I presume, is the work referred to. I wrote it in
conjunction with Professor Thomas Wyatt, and Professor
McMurtrie, of Philadelphia—my name being put to the
work, a9 best known and most likely to aid ifs cirenlation,
I wrote the Preface and Introduetion, and tranalated from
Cuvier the accounts of the animals &c AW school-books
are necessarily made in a similar way. The very tltla-page
acknowladgea that the animals are given ‘according to
Cuvier’ This charge is infamous, and I shall prosecnte for
it, a3 soon as I seitle my accounts with ‘The Mirror.” *
—Truly your friend, E A Por”

The poet's letter having given the title-pege minus
only the words, “ Published for the Author by Has-
well, Barrington, and Haswell,” and “ Second Edition ”
added to the title of second issue, it need not he
repeated, but the “Prefaces” to the first and second
editions are worth recapitulation. The first is:—

“ The term ¢ Malacology,’ an shbreviation of ¢ Malacozoology,’
from the gresk wadaxos, soff, Jwwv, an animal, and Aeyeg o
discourse, was firsh employed by the French aaturalist, De
Blainvills, fo designate an im, ortant division of Natural

* Vide Account of * Action for Libel, Poo y. Evening Mirror,”
vol. if. p, 113,
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History, in which the Ieading feature of the animals diseussed

was the softness of the flesby or, to speak with greater accuracy,

of the general envelope. This division comprehends not

only the Mollusca, but also the Testaces of Aristotle and of

Pliny, and of course, had reference to molluscous animals in
—of which the greater portion have shells,

* A freatise concerning the shells, exclusively, of this greater
portion, is termed, in accordance with general usage, & treatiso
upon Conchology or Conchyliology ; although the word is
somewhat improperly applied, as the Gresk conchylion, from
which 1t is derived, embraces in its signification both the animal
and the shell. Ostracology would have been more definite,

%The common works upon this subject, however, will
appear to every person of science very essentially defective,
inasmuch as the relation of the animal and shell with their
dependence upon each other, is a radically important con-
sideration in the examination of either ~ Neither in the
attempt to obviate this difficulty is a work npon Malacology
at large necessarily included. Shells it is true, form, and,
for many obvions reasons, will continue fo form, the snhject
of chief interest, whether with regard to the school or the
cabinet; still there is no good reason why & book upon Con-
chology (using the common term) may not be malacological
a4 far ag it

“In this view of the subject, the present liitle work is
offered to the public. Beyond the ruling feature—that of
giving an anstomical account of each animal, together with
a deseription of the shell which it inhabits,—I have aimed
at little more than accuracy and simplivity, as far aa the
latter quality can be thought econsistent with the rigid
exactions of science.

“ No attention bas been given to the mere History of the
subject ; it is conceived that any disquisition on this head
would more properly appertain to works of ultimate research,
than to one whose sole intention is to make the pupil
acquainted, in a8 tangible & form as possible, with resulta,
To afford, at a cheap rate, 8 concise, yot a sufficiently com-
prehensive, and especially a well illustrated school-book, has
been the principal design.

“In conclusion, I bave only fo acknowledge my great
indebtedness to the valuable public labours, as well as private
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sssistance, of M. Isaac Les, of Philadelphia, To Mr, Thompas
Wiyatt, and his excellent Manual of Conchology, I am also
under many obligations, No better work, perhaps, could be
put into the hands of the student as a secondary text-book.
Iis beantifol and perfectly well-coloured illustrations affond
an aid in the collection of a cabinet scarcely to he met with
elsewhere, E A P>

The Prefaca to the second edition is = —

“In isguing a second edition of this ‘Conchology,’ in so
very brief a period sinco the publication of the first Iarge
impression, the author has littla more to do than to express
the high pleasure with which he has scen his lahours well
received. The success of the work has been decided ; and
the entive design has been accomplished in ita general intro-
dnetion into ?«ﬁ:ols.

% Many important alterations and additions are now made ;
errors of the press carefully corrected ; and the work, upon
the whaole, is rendered more worthy of the public approbation.

“E A PY

F¥or the novice, Captain Brown's “ Text Book ” may
bear some resemblance to Poe’s “First Book,” from
the simple fact that both treatises are founded upon
one and the same system; but the absurd charge, that
one is, therefore, a plagiarism of the other, cen only
heve been made through gross ignorance or wilful
falsehood. As a sequence of these scientific studies,
Poe published a translation and digest of Lemonnier's
“ Natural History,” and some other kindred writings,

On the title-page of the Gentleman’s Magaaine for
1840 appear the names of Burton and Pos ag joint-
editors, although the doties of the former were
merely nominal, all the editorial lahour devolving
upon the poet. For the new volume Poe agreed to
wIite & romance, to be published in serial form, and
the first instalment of this story appesred in the
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Jannary number. “The Journal of Julins Rodman:
being an Account of the First Passage across the
Rocky Mounteins of North America ever achieved by
Civilised Man” The projected work was never com-
pleted in Burton's Magazine, for reasons that will be
seen farther onm, and its authorship was never hinted
at by the various journalists who have published
“ Memoirs of Pog” until the happy discovery of a
letter from the poet to Burton first gave us the clue
to its existence. The publication of “Rodman's
Journal ¥ in the complete form in which, there is some
reason for believing, Poe left the story, would cer-
tainly sustain, if it could nof increase, its amthor's
reputation, It is written in the realistic menner of
« Arthur Gordon Pym,” and although the fragment
at present published breaks off ai the moment-when
the “ Journal ” first begins to grow exciting, there is
every probebility that the remainder of the work was
calculated to prove of absorbing interest. The nom-
publication in a complete form of the fale was
doubtless, due to the subsidence of public interest in
exploration of the district to which the “Journal”
refers. The tale was carried on through the six first
numbers of the Gentleman’s for 1840, and even in
its present fragmentary state, is well worthy perusal
on account of 4he idiosynocratic manner in which
ita author identifies himself with his hero—a hero
who suffers from “hereditery hypochondria;” “was
possessed with a burning love of nature; and wor-
ghipped her, perhaps, more in her dreary and savage
aspects, than in her manifestations of placidity and
joy” 1Tt is unnecessary to furnish an analysis of the
work, but some comments upon it by Mr William
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Sawyer,* one of Poe’s staunchest admirers and a poet
himself, are apposite here:—* Without being one of
Poe’s most striking, this is certainly one of his most
remarkable works,” he observes, “It displays singular
learning of a varied and exhaustive nature, and is a
peculiar example of his unigue power of giving his
fancies the air of reality. Julius Rodman is placed
Lefore us as a resl flesh-and-blood adventurer, and
the early part of the marrative is occupied with de-
tails of the preparations for the journey, told to the
minutest particular, a8 if seen to, and set down at the
moment by one engaged in making them, The com-
pauions of the expedition are all described in detail,
80 that we seem to live among the persons with whom
we are setfing out; and after we are omce on the
journey the ineidents, big and little, are recorded day
by day a8 in & log, without literary effort, so that the
vrarsemblance 18 perfect. . . .  The narrative is left
unfinished, The Rocky Mountaing are not crossed so
far as we are permitted to accompany the party, and
it is doubtful whether the hand which worked so
deftly so far, ever added another line to what would,
if carried to completion, have been & work of the
type of ‘Robinson Crusce’—sa fictitions pergonal
narrative, with the stamp of reality set upon it by the
creative power of genius, aided by exceptional eapa-
oity for observation and knowledge.”

Poe’s only other contribution to the Gentleman’s for
January calling for notice, i3 a review of Moore's
“Alciphron.” In the course of this eritique he
advanced the proposition—not a very novel one, per-
haps—that the mind of men can ¢magine nothing

* In the London Mirver for November 3rd, 1877,
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which has nof really existed. Granting, “we can
imagine a grifin, and that a griffin does not exist,”
he says in summing up, “not the griffin certainly,
but its component parts. It is a mere compendium
of known limbs and features—of known qualiiies.
Thus with all that seems to be mew—which appears
to be & creation of intellect—it is resolvable into the
old. The wildest and most vigorous effort of mind
cannot stand the test of this analysis” This same
critique also contains I'oe’s views, in opposition to
those of Coleridge, on the suggested diference between
Fancy and Tmagination, he citing, as example of the
merely fanciful, some lines from “The Culprit Fay"—
a then popular American piece—and, ag of the loftiest
imagination, & piece from Shelley’s  Queen Mab.”
The February and March issues of the magazine
contained little of value by Poe beyond “ Rodman's
Journal;” there was hin sketeh, in the former, of
“The Business Man"~—then hended “Peter Pen-
dulum ; "—varions odds and ends, aud a portion—
gome being by another hand—of the book notices,
These latter included a review of Longfellow’s “ Voices
of the Night,” in which, whilst awarding his country-
man very high praise as & poef, he charged him with
plagierising the conception of “The Midnight Mass
for the Dying Year” from Tennyson's “ Death of the
Old Year” Beyond instalments of “Rodman’s Jour-
nal,” the April and May numbers did nof contain much
noticeabls writing by Poe, but the former included
“QSilence: & sonnef,” with the burden of “No more”
—the germ of a refrain to be so famous hereafter—
and the latter a critique on Bryant, and an essay
on “The Philosophy of Furniture.” The last sketch
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wes subsequently revised and enlarged, but even then
portrayed its suthor’s artistic love of the luxurious and
begutiful. With the June number the Gentleman's
Mogazine passed from Mr. Burton's hands into the
possession of Mr, George R. Graham, and, af the same
time, Edgar Poe's editorial duties came to an end.
The following lefter from the poet to Mr. Burton will
throw some light upon the affair :—

“Sm—I find myself at leisure this Monday morning,
June 1, to notice your very singular letter of Saturday. . . .
I have followed the example of Victorine and slept upon the
matter, and you shall now hear what I have o say. In the
fivst place, your attempts to bully me excite in my mind
scarcely any other senfiment than mirth. When you address
me again preserve, if you can, the dignity of a gentleman. .,
I ghall feel myself more at Liberty to be explicil. As for the
rest, you do me groes injustice ; and you know il. As usnal,
you have wrought yourself into a passion with me on account
of some imaginary wrong ; for no real injury, or atiempt at
injury, have you ever received af my hands, As I live, I am
utterly unable to say why you are angry, or what tree grounds
of complaint you have ageinst me, You are a man of im-
pulses ; have made yourself, in consequence, some enemios;
have been in many respects ill-freated by thoss whom you
bad looked upon as friends—and these things have rendered
you suspicious. You once wrote in your magazine a sharp
critique upon & book of mine—a very silly book—Pym,
Had I written & similar criticism upon a book of yours, you
foel that you would have been my enemy for life, and you
therefore imagine in my bosom a latent hostility towards
yourself. This has been & mainspring in your whole conduct
towards me since our first acquaintance. It has acted to pre.
vent all cordialify. In & gemeral view of human nature your
idea is just—but you will find yourself puzzled in judging
me by ordinary mofives. Your criticism was essentially cor-
rect, and therefore, although severe, it did not occasion in
e one solitary emotion either of anger or diglike. But even
while I write these words, I am sure you will not beliave
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them. Did I not still think you, in apite of the exceed-
ing littleness of some of your hurried actions, a man of
many honorable impulses, I should not now teke the
trouble to send you this letter. I cannot permit myeelf
to suppose that you would say fo me in cool blood what
you gaid in your letter of yesterday. You are, of course,
only mistaken, in asserting thet I owe you & hundred dollars,
and you will rectify the mistake at once when you come to
lvok at your accounts.

Soon after I joined you, you made me an offer of money,
and I acceptod $20. Upon another oceasion, b my request,
you seat me enclosed in a letter §30. Of this 30, I repaid
20 within the next fortnight (drawing no salary for that
period). I wes thus etill in your debt $30, when not long
ago I again asked s loan of $30, which you promptly handed
to me a$ your own house. Within the lash thres weeks, three
dollars each week have been refeined from my salary, an
indignity which I have felt deeply but did nof resent. You
state the sum retained as §8, buf this I believe is through
mistake of Mr. Morrell. My postage bill, at a guess, fight
be $9 or $10—-and I therefors am indebted o you, upon the
whols, in the amount of sbout $60. More than this sum I
shall not pay. You state that you can no longer afford to
pay $50 per mouth for 2 or 3 pp. of MB.  Your eror here
can be shown by reference to the Magazine. During my
year with you I have written—

In Jul .
g ¥ 2?I’l:‘

t 1
0%11:’. 4
Nov. 3
Dee. 13,
Jan. @
Fob. 12
Mereh 11
ﬁpﬂl y + § copied—Miss MoMirhael's M3,
I —— o
J:-ni ; + ; " Chandlers,
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% Dividing this sum by 12, we have an average of 1 pjs
per month—not 2 or 3. And this estimafe leaves out of
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question everything in the way of extract or compilation.
Nothing is counted but bond fide composition. 11 pp. at §3
. per p. would be $33, ab the usual Magazine prices. Deduct
thig from $50, my monthly salary, and we have loft $17 per
month, or $4 % per week, for the services of proof-reading ;
ganeral superintendence at the printing office; reading, altera-
tion, and preparation of MS8., with compilation of various
articles, such as Plate articles, Field Sports, &o. Neither has
anything been said of my name upon your tiile-page, a small
item, you will say —but sfill something, as you know.
Bnowden pays his editresses §2 per week each for their
pames solely. Upon the whole, I am not willing fo admit
that you have greatly overpaid me. That I did not do fonr
times as much as I did for the Magazine was your own fault.
Af first T wrots long articles, which you deemed inadmissible,
and never did I suggeet any to which you had not some im-
mediate and decided objection. Of course I grew discouraged,
and could fee] no interest in the journal.

*] am afi a loss to know why you call me selfish. If you
mean that I borrowed money of you—you know that you
offared it, and you know that I am poor. In what instance
hes any one ever found me selfishf Was there selfishness
in the affront I offered Bemjamin (whom I respect, and who
spoke well of me) because I deemed it & duty not to reccive
from any one commendation at your expensa$. .. I havesaid
that I eould not tell why you were angry. Place yourself in
my situation, and ses whether you would not have acted as I
bave done. You first ‘enforced,’ as you say, a deduction of
salary : giving me to understand theroby that you thought of
parting company. You next spoke disrespecifully of me be-
hind my back-—this aa an habifual thing—to those whom you
supposed your friends, and who punctually retailed me, as &
maiter of course, every ill-natured word which you uttersd,
Lastly, you advertised your magazine for sale without saying
a word fo me about it I felt no anger et what you did-
none in the world, Had I ot firmly believed it your design
to give up your jowrnal, with a view of aitending to the
Theatre, I should never have dreamed of attempting one of
my own. The opportunity of doing something for myself
seomed a good one—(and I was about to be thrown out of
business)—and I embraced it Now I ask you, s a man of
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honor and as a man of sente—what is thers wrong in all
this} What have I done at which you have any right to
take offence? I can give yon no definitive answer (respecting
the continuation of Rodmen’s Journal} until I hear from you
again. The charge of §100 I shall not admit for an instant.
If you persist in it our intercourse is at an end, and we can
each adopt our own measures,
¢ In the meantime, I am,
#¥Yr, Obt St.,

“ Epaar A. Pox,
Wy, E. Burrow, Esq.”

Whatever soreness there may have been at this
time between the co-editors, it appears to have ulti-
mately worn away, for Poe epoke in friendly terms
of Burton ir his subsequent papers on  Autography,”
and Burton wrote defending the poet when, upon his
deceass, his character was assailed. Doubtless an
amicable arrangement was subsequently arrived- at,
and, in all probability, Poe repaid his indebtedness—
get forth in this letfer with all his habitual careful-
ness—by a certain amount of “copy ” to be used, and
which was used, apparently, in the magazing after it
passed ont of the possession of ifs founder into the
hands of Mr. Graham,

After his peverance from the @entleman’s, Pos
endeavoured to found a new monthly journal of his
‘own, to be called the Penn Mugazine, but the project
fell through after the prospectns hed been circulated
among the members of the publishing world. The
chief wording of this prospectns was subsequently
adopted for the basis of a later project, to be adverted
to hereafter, and need not, therefore, be cited from.
‘Want of the necessary funds, and inability to secure a
gufficient number of subscribers doubtless caused the
failure of the poet's scheme.
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CHAPTER X1I.

EDITOR OF GRAHAM'S MAGAZINE.

For the five months following Poe’s secession, nothing
of his of any consequence appeared in the Genileman's
Magozine, The purchaser, Mr. Greham, was not only
a man of literary proclivities but also a shrewd man
of buginess, and he speedily recognised the value of
the ex-editor'’s services. In November, therefore, he
arrangsd with Poe to resume his former post on the
magezine, which from the beginning of the forthcoming
new year was fo be amalgamated with another perio-
dical styled the Cuske!, and henceforward was to be
known as Graham’s Magazine. To the last—the
December—number of the Gentleman’s, Poe contributed
his gruesome sketch, “ The Man of the Crowd.” This
weird record of the solitude-dreading mortal—this
impersonetion of La Bruyere’s “grand malheur de ne
pownoir dire seul"—appeals more strongly to the human
heart than any of its author's other prose works, the
majority of which, as is so generally acknowledged,
subdue the intellect only. What a fascination for the
thoughtful, whose thinking is prompted by heart ag well
a8 brein, lurks in these opening sentences of the tale!

“It was well said of a certain German book that
‘e8 liset sich nicht lesen’-—it does not permit itself to
be read. There are some secrets which do not permit
themselves to be told. Llen die nighily in their beds,
wringing the hands of ghostly confessors, and looking
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them piteously in the eyes, die with despair of heart
and convulsion in throat, on account of the hideous-
ness of mysteries which will not suffer themselves to be
revealed. Now and then, alas, the conscience of man
takes up a burthen so heavy in horror that it can be
thrown down only into the grave. And thus the
essence of all crime is undivulged.”

The deseription of a convalescent's feelings of serene
contentment in the return of health, when he finds
himself “in one of those happy moods which are so
precisely the converse of ennui—moods of the keenest
appetency, when the film from the mental vision
departs,” is a faithful portrayal of the experience of
many, and is, therefors, widely different from Poe's
usual psychological observations, which are mostly
based upon the outré and the abnormal. *The Man
of the Crowd” stands forth as & specimen of its
author’s real genius—his masterly powers of combined
suggestiveness and description.

From the beginning of 1841, and for some time
henceforward, the history of Edgar Poe is merged into,
and becomes chiefly, the recifal of his literary labours,
the most remarkable of which now consisted of con-
tributions to Grakam’s Magazine. The worthy pro-
prictor of that publication speedily received due
reward for his appreciation of Poe’s talents, Indeed,
it in declared that in a little less than two years the
number of subscribers to the magazine inereased from
five to fifty-two thonsand, and this, although aided by
Mr. Grabam’s liberality to his contributors, was mainly
due to the new editor. His daring critiques, his
analytic cssays, and his weird stories, following one
another in rapid succession, startled the public, and
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compelled it to an acknowledgment of his powers,
New enemios were created, however, by the dauntless
infrepidity with which he sassailed the fragile repute-
tions of the gmall bookmakers, especially in his pun-
gent papers on “ Autography.”

In the April number of @raham's appeared Poe's
world-famed story of “The Marders in the Rue
Morgue” It was the first of a series—the series
aptly termed by Baudelaire, “une espde de irilogie "—
illustrative of an analytic phase of its author's complex
mind. The particular idiosyncrasy in which the tale
germinated is thus introduced in the exordium :—

“ The mental features discoursed of as the analytical are, in
themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We appreciste
them only in their effocts. We know of them, among other
things, that they are always to their possessor, when inoedi-
nately possessed, a source of the liveliest enjoyment, As
the strong man exults in his physical ability, delighting in
such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the
analyst in that moral activity which disentangles He derives
pleasure from oven the most trivisl occupations bringing his
telent into play. He is fond of enigmay, of conundrums, of
hieroglyphies ; exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree
of acumen which appears to the ordinary apprehension pre.
ternatural. His reaults, brought about by the very soul and
essence of method, bave, in truth, the whols eir of infui-
tion.

#The faculty of resolution is possibly much invigorated
by mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch
of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde
operstions, has been called, as if par ezcallencs, analysis.
Yet to caloulate iz not in itself to analyss, A chess-ple}'er
for example, doas the one without effort at ths other. It
follows that the gamo of chess, in ifs effects upon mental
character, is greatly misundemsiood. . . , I will, therefore,
take oceasion to assert that, the higher powers of the reflective
intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked Ly the
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nunostentations game of draughts than by all the elaborate
frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have dif-
forent and Jizarre motions, with various and variable values,
what is only complex is mistaken (8 not unusual error) for
what is profound, The atlenfion 18 here called powerfully
into play. If it fiag for an instant, an oversight is com-
mitted, resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves
being mot only manifold but involute, the chances of such
oversights are multiplied ; and in nine cases out of ten it is
the more concentrative rather then the more acute player who
conquers, In draughts, on the confrary, where the moves
are unigue and have but little variation, the probabilities of
inadvertence are diminished, and the mere sttention being
left eomparatively unemployed, what advantages are obtained
by either party are obtained by superior acumen. To be less
abstract—leb us suppose & game of draughts where the
pieces are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no
oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the vie-
tory can be decided (the players being af all equal) oply by
gome rechervhé movement, the result of soms strong exertion
of the intellect, Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst
fhrows himself into the spirit of his opponent, identifies
himself therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, af a
glance, the sole methods (sometimes indeed absurdly simple
onea) by whick he may eeduce into error or hurry into mis.
calculation.

*Whist has long been noted for its influenes upon what
is termed the calculating power; and men of the highest
onder of intellect have been known to take an apparently
unaceountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as frivo-
lous, Beyond doub there iz nothing of a similar nature so
greatly tasking the faculty of anslysis. The beet chess-
player in Christendom may be little more than the best
player of chessa; but proficiency in whist implies capacity
for success in all those more important undertakings where
mind struggles with mind. 'When I say proficioncy, I mean
that perfection in the game which includes & comprehension
of afl the sources whence legitimate advantage may be de-
rived. Theso are not only manifolni’; h:lt multiform, and lLie
froquently among recosses of thought albogether inaccessible
to the ordinary understanding. To obeerve attentively is
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to remember distinetly ; and, so far, the concentrative chess-
layer will do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle
?thomsalvesbnsed upon the mere mechanism of the game)
are pufficiently and generelly comprehensible. Thus to have
o retentive memory, and to proceed by ‘the book,’ are
points commonly regardod 23 the sum total of good playing,
But it is in matbers beyond the Lmits of mere rule that the
gkill of the analyst is evinced, He makes, in silence, & host
of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his eom-
panions ; and the difference in the extent of the information
obtained lies not so much in the validity of the inference
a8 in the quality of the observation. The necessary know-
lodge is that of whaf to ohserve, Our player confines
himself not at all ; nor, because the game is the object, does
be reject deductions from things external to the game, He
examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it care-
fully with that of each of his opponenia He considers the
mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting
trump by trump, and honour by honeur, through the glances
bestowed by their holders upon each. He notes every varia-
tion of face as the play progresses, gathering a fund of
thought from the differences in the expression of certainty,
of surprise, of triumph, or of chagrin, From the manner of
gathering up a trick he judges whether the person faking it
can make another in the suit. He recognises what is played
through feiut, by the air with which it is thrown upon the
table. A casual or inadverfent word ; the accidental drop-
ping or turning of a card, with the accompanying anxi
or carelessness in regard fo its eoncealmonf?ngig cmmi;mge)ﬁy
of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embar-
ragsment, hesitation, eagerness or frepidation—all afford, to
his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the true
stato of affuirs. The first two or three rounds having been
played, he is in full possession of the contents of each hand,
and thmafoforward puts Igotwll;n his cards with as absolute a
procision of purpose as if the rest of the had turned
* sutward the faces of their own, ety
_ “The analytieal power should not be confounded with
gimple ingenuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ir-
gemions, the ingenious men is often remarkably incapable of
analysis. The constructive or combining power, by which
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ingenuity i» usually manifested, aud to which the phreno-
logists (L belisve erroneously) have assigned a separate organ,
supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently scen
in those whose infellect bordered otherwize upon idiocy, as
fo have attracted general . observation among writers on
morals, Between ingenuity and the anelytic ability there
exists a difference far greater indeed than that between the
fancy and the imagination, but of a character very stricily
analogous. It will be found, in fact, that the ingenious are
always fanciful, and the #ruly imaginative never otherwise
than analytic.”

“The Murders in the Rue Morgue” {as also the two
narratives in a similar strain which shortly followed),
are desired by their author to be read somewhat in
the light of commentaries wpos the propositions
advanced in the preceding remarks. Accepted as fic- -
tion merely, their merit is pre-eminently conspicaous,
but as demonstrations of the mental problems to
which they refer, they deserve the earnest attention
of the psychologist and moral philosopher, and entitle
Poe’s works to sfudy in quarters where the produc-
tions of the mere rowancist are rarely or never
known.

Poe's name was first introduced to the French
public by “ The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” the tale,
shortly after its appearance in Graham’s, being copied
with complimentary comment into the Paris Charivars,
the translator objecting, however, that no such street
a8 the Rus Morgue existed (“so far as he knew,” says
Poe) in Paris, This circumstance was also cited in
after yoars by Baudelaire as oune of a series of proofs
that the poet bad never visited the French metropolis !
Some years later the tale reappeared in Le Commerce,
3¢ an original feusdlefon, under the title of “L'Orang-
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Otang,” and shortly afterwerds Za Quotidienne, aware,
apparently, of the source whence the work had been
obtained, transferred it bodily to its own columns,
This being noticed by a third journal as a case of
gross plagiarism, a lawsnit wad instituted, during the
hearing of. which Ze Commerce proved that Edgar Poe
was the real and sole author of the story in question,
The interest created by this legal inquiry induced
Madame Tsabella Meunier to translate several of Poe's
tales for the Democraiic Pacifique and other French
journals,

1n the May number of Grakam's appeared another
of Poe's prose chefs d'euvre, the weird narrative
entitled “ A Descent into the Meelstrom" Secientific
truth and poetic invention have never been more
artistically blended than in this most marvellous and
idiosyncratic tale: its author having learned the
natural secret that a cylindrical body, revolving in a
vortex, offers more resistance to its suction, and is
consequently drawn into it with greater difficulty than
bodies of any other form of equal bulk, instead of
indifing a chapter on mechanics, charms all readers
with a story of weird and fascinating power.

On the first of the same month he contributed to
the Philadelphia Saturday ZEvening Post—e paper
belonging to Mr. Graham, and for which Poe wrote
critiques—another startling manifestation of his ana-
Iytic capabilities, in a prospective review of Dickens’s
story of “Barnaby Budge.” In this review the poet
explained with mathematical exactitude what should
be the plot of the as-yet-unwritten story, and the
correctness of his solution drew from Dickens a letter
of flattering ackmowledgment, in which he inguired



Corresponds with Dickens. 153

whether Mr. Poe hed dealings with the devil Allud-
ing to the poet’s wonderiul analysis of his plot, Dickens
says, “ By the way, are you aware that Godwin wrote
his ¢ Caleb Williams’ backwards? He first involved
bis hero in a web of difficulties, forming the second
volume, and then, for the first, cast about him for
gome mode of accounting for what had been done.”
Some years lafer, Poe, commenting upon this remark,
after noting thet this was not the precise mods of
procedure on Godwin's part, says, “ But the author of
¢ Caleb Williama’ was too good an artist not to per-
ceive the advantage derivable from at least a somewhat
similar process,” & process, indeed, not altogether diver-
gent from Poe’s own acknowledged method of retain-
ing the dénouement of his work always before him,
and subordineting all incident, tone, even verbal Com-
bination, fo the development of this idea. But for defi-
ciency in constrnetion of plot he criticised the author
of “ Pickwick,” deeming that he had no positive genius
for adaptation, and still less, in Poe's judgment, “for
that metaphysical art in which the souls of all mysteries
lie,” yet apart from this drawback, he expressed an
intense reverence for Dickens, deeming him England’s
greatest living novelist.

In the July number of Grakam’s Poe reverted lo
his favourite theme of cryptography, in an article
styled “ A few Words on Secret Writing.” It was a
subject to which he had already devoted some time,
both &t home and in the papers of New York and
Philadelphia, and this magazine article wes the result
of, and in connection with, his challenges to the public
to produce a cryptographic riddle he should not be
able to resolve. “The facility with which he would
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unravel the most derk and perplexing ciphers,” writes
a clerical friend, “was really supernatural, Out of &
most confused medley of letters, figures, and cabalistic
characters, in any of the seven different languages,
the English, German, French, Spanish, Italian, Latin
and Greek, his wonderful power of analysis would,
almost at once, evolve sense, order, and beanty ; and of
the hundreds of eryptographs which he received while
editor of one of our popular periodicals, he never failed
to solve one unless it was illegitimate, that is, unless
its author put it together not intending to have it
made sense. During a visit which he paid to Lowell
designing to test his cryptographical skill, I wiote 4
short paragraph somewhat in the following fashion.*

. The sentence was this:—

“‘The patient was severely attacked with spasms
and acute pain in the hypogastric region; remedial
agents were employed; but without effect, and death
soon ensued.” This rendered info cipher in the manner
shown* above would be:-— ¢ Gurengvragjuffrireryl
nggnpxrgjigufonfzfnagnqhgrenvavagurnlebinfgavpertvb
aerzrqmyx}tmgfjrerrzcybhqohgjigubhgmsrpgnaqqmgufb

“Mr. Poe solved this cipher in one-fifth of the time
it took me to write it. This, however, 18 one of the
most simple forms of eryptography.”

In his magazme article, Poe deemed it scarcely pos-
sible fo “imagine a time when there did not exist a
necessity, or ab least a desive, of transmitting infor
mation from one individual to another in such manner
88 to elude general comprehension,” and, whilst tracing
the history of the art of secret writing from dim anti-

¥ The process nsed not be described in these pages—J. H, 1.



No Ciphers undecipherable. 155

quity, he propounds the dictum, that * means of secret
intercommunication must have existed elmost con-
temporaneously with the invention of letters” Further
dilating upon the congenial theme, he says:—

“Few persons can be made to believe that it is not quite
an easy thing to invent a methoed of secret writing which
shall baffle investigation, Yet it may be roundly assarfed
that human ingenuity cannob concoct a eipher which human
ingenuity cannot resalve. In the facility with which such
writing is Geciphered, however, there exist very remarkahble
differences in different intellects. Often, in the case of two
individuals of acknowledged equality as regards ordinary
mental efforts, it will be found that, while ome cannot
unriddle the commonest cipher, the other will scarcely be
puzled by the most abstruse. It may be observed gene-
rally that in such investigations the analytic ability is very
forcibly called into action; and, for this reasom, erypto-
graphical solubions might with great propriety be introdtced
into academies as the means of giving tone to the most
important of the powers of mind. . . .

“Af & cursory glance, these various modes of consiruct-
ing a cipher seem fo have about them an air of inscrutable
mecrecy, It appears almost an impossibility to unriddle
what has been put together by so complex a method. And
to some persons the difficulty might be great; but to others
—1o0 thoss gkilled in deciphering—such
simple indeed. Thareadershouldbearmmndthatthe
basis of the whole art of solution, as far as regards these
matters, is found in the general principles of the formation
of language ifself, and thus is altogether independent of the
particular laws which govern any cipher, or the consirue.
tion of its key. The diffinlty of reading a oryplographical
puzle is by no means always in accordanee with
lakour or ingenuity with which it has been comstructed.
Tt sole use of the key, indeed, is for those ax fait to the
cipher ; in ita parusal by a third party, no reference is had
to it st all The lock of the secret is picked. In the
different methods of cryptography specified above,* it will be

* In Grohaw's Magazine.—J. H. L
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observed that there is a gradually inoreasing complexity.
But this complexity is only in shadow. It has no sub-
stance whatever It appertains merely fo the formation,
and hss no bearing upon the solution of the cipher. The
last mode mentioned is not in the least degree more
difficult to e deciphered than the first, whalever may be
the difficalty of either.”

Some amusing incidents growing out of Poe’s deal-
ings with cryptology are thus reverted to:—

“Tn the discussion of an analogous subject, in one of the
woekly papers * of this city, about eighteen months ago, the
writer of this srticle had occasion to speak of the applica-
tion of & rigorous method in all forms of thought—of its
advantages ~—of the extension of its use even to what is
congidered the operation of pure fancy —and fhus, subse-
quently, of the solution of cipher, He even ventured to
assert that no cipher, of the characier abhove specified,
could be eent to the address of the paper, which be wourld
not be able to resolve, This challenge exciled, most unex-
pectedly, a very lively interest among the numerous readers
of the journgl. Lefters were poured in upon the editor
from all parts of the country; and many of the writers of
these epistles were so convinced of the impenetrability of
their mysteries, a8 fo be at great pains to dew him into
wagers on ths subject. Af the same time, they were not
always sornpulous about sticking to the point. The cryp-

phs wars, in numerons instances, altogether beyond the
limits defined in the beginning, Foreign langmages were
employed, Words and sentences were yun fogether with-
ouf interval. Several alphabets ware used in the same
cipher. One gentleman, but moderstely endowed with
conscientionsness, inditing us a puszle composed of pot-
hooks and hangers to which the wildest typography of the
office could afford nothing eimilar, went even so far as to
jumble fogether no less than seven distinet alphabefs, without
infervals between the letters or defween the line. Many of
the cryptographs were dated in Philadelphia, and seversl

* Philadelphis Satarday Bvening Posi.—J. H. L
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of those which urged the subject of a bet were written by
gentlomen of this city, Out of, pethaps, one hundred
ciphers altogether received, there was only one which we
did not immedintely succeed in resolving, This one we
demonstrated to be en impogition ; that is to eay, we fully
proved it a jargon of random characters, having no mean-
ing whatever. In respect to the epistle of the ssven
alphabets, we had the pleasure of complelely nonpluss-ing its
inditer by a prompt and eatisfactory translation.

#The weekly paper mentioned was, for a period of some
months, greatly occupied with the hieroglyphic and cabe-
listic-looking solutiona of the cryptographs sent us from all
quarters.  Yet, with the exception of the writers of the
ciphers, we do not believe that any individuals could have
been found among the readers of the journal who regarded
the matter in any other light than in that of a desperate
humbug We mean to say that no one really believed in
the authenticily of the answers. One pary averred that
the mysterious figures were only inserted to give a gueer
air to the paper, for the purpose of atfracting attentien.
Another thought it more probable that we nob only solved
the ciphers, but put them fogether ourselves for solution.
This having been the state of affairs at the period when it
was thought expedient o decline further dealings in neero-
maney, the writer of this article avails himself of the pre-
scnt opportunity to maintain the truth of the journal in
question—to repel the charges of rigmarole by which it was
nssailed—and to declare, in his own name, that the ciphers
were all written in good faith, and solved in the same epirit.”

The interest and excitement cveated by thia public
discussion on secret ;writing continually incressed ; and
Poe, not liking to be conquered, continually wested
valusble time and labour on the, o him, unprofitable
occupation of correspondence there anent, until, in the
August number of Graham’s Magazine, the following
correspondence and comments commenced :—

# Just a8 we wers going to press with the Iast sheet of
this number,” writes the editor, * we received the following
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letter from the well-known suthor of * Clinton Bradshawe,’
‘Howard Pinckney, &e., &6, —

%¢My Dpar 81g,—The enclosed erypograph is from e
friend of mine [Dr. Frailey], who thinks he can puzzle you.
If you decipher if, then you are a magician ; for he has used,
a8 I think, the greatest art in making it.—Yonr friend,

‘F. W. THoMAR*

There is no necessity to cite the intricate puzzle
which followed this note, in reply to which Poe said:
“ By return of mail we sent the solution to Mr. Thomas ;
but as the cipher is an exceedingly ingenious one, we
forbear publishing its tremslation here, and prefer
testing the ability of our readers to solve it. We will
give a year's subscription fo the magazine, and alswo @
year's subscription to the “ Suturday Bvening Post.” to any
pevson, or rather to the first person, who shall read us
this riddls, We have no expectation that it will be
reed ; and therefore, should the month pass without
an answer forthcoming, we will furnish the key to the
cipher, and again offer a year's subscription to the
magszihe, to any person—who shall solve it with the
key” To this Poe appended the statement that, in
the magazine, he had only undertaken to decipher a
certain class of cryptographs, and to this limit he must
hold his correspondents, adding, “To be sure, we said
that ‘human ingenuity could not conmstruct a eipher
which human ingenuity could not resolve ;* but then
we do not propose, just now, to make oerselves individ-
ually the test of ‘human ingenuity’in general We
do not propoge to solve all ciphers, Whether we can
or cannot do this is a question for another day-—s
day when we have more leisure then at present we
heve any hope of enjoying. The most simpls erypto-
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graph requires, in ite solution, labour, patienes, and
much time, We therefore abide by the limits of
our cartel. It is true thet in attempting the perusal
of Dr. Frailey’s we have exceeded these limits by
very much; but we were seduced into the endeavour
to read it by the decided manner iu which an opinion
was expressed that we could not.”

Of Graham's many thousands of readers none had
eolved the puzzle by the fime stated; its solution was,
therefore, furnished in the October nmmber, together
with a letter from Dr. Frailey of Washington, as an
evidence not only of its correctness but also of its
attendant difficulties, not that such proof seemed
requisite, after the failure of the public to decipher
the enigma. It will be seen that, in order to increase
the embarrassment of the would-be elucidator,” the
doctor had used arbitrary characters to represent whole
words, which, taken in connection with the other
difficulties mentioned in his note, and the extra-
ordinary phraseology employed, enables us to better
appreciate the work accomplished :—

1+ WASRINGTON, July 6, 1841,

“Dean Hir,—1If givesa me pleasure to sfate that the read-
ing by Mr. Pos, of the eryplograph which I gave you a fow
days since for transmission to him, is correct.

%] am the more astonished at this, sinca for varions words
of two, three, and four letters, & distinet character was used
for each, in order to prevent the discovery of some of those
words, by their frequent repetition in & eryplograph of any
length, and applying them fo other words. I also used a dis-
tinet character for the terminations #on and sion, and substi-
tuted in every word where it was possible, some of the char-
acters above alluded to, 'Where the zame word of two of
those letters occurred frequently, the letters of the key-phrase
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oand the characters were alfernately used, to inerease the
difficalty.—As ever, yours, &o., Crarizs 8. Framsry,
#“To F. W. ToraS, Fsq.”

This note from the propounder of the eryptograph
was enclosed in the following letter from Poe's friend,
Thomas :—

* WasHINGTON, July 6, 1841,

“ My DzaR Sir,—This morning I reesived yours of yester-
day, deciphering the *eryptograph’ which I sent you last
week from my friend, Doctor Frailey. You request that I
would obtain the Doctor’s acknowledgment of your solution ;
I have just received the enclosed from lim.

“Doctor Frailay had heard me speak of your having deei.
phered & lettar which onr mutual friend, Dow, wrote upon a

from you last year, af my lodgings in your city,
when Aaron Burr’s correspondence in eipher was the subjeet
of our conversation. You laughed at what you termed Burr's
ghallow srtifice, and said you could decipher any such eryp-
tography eagily. To test you on the spot, Dow withdrew to
the corner of the room, and wrote & lefter in cipher, which
you solved in a much shorter time than it took him to
indite it.

% As Doctor Frailey seamed to doubt your ekill to ths ex-
tent of my belief in it, when your article on ¢ Secret Writing’
appeared in the last number of your Magazine, I showed it
to him, Affer reading it, he remarked that he thought he
could pozede yor, and the next day he handed me the eryp-
tograph which I transmitted to you. He did not tell me the
key. The uncommon nature of his article, of which I gave
you not the slightest hint, made me express to you my strong
doubts of your ability to make the solution. I confess that
yout solution, so speedily and correctly made, surprised e,
I congratulate myself that Y do not live in an age when the
black art is believed in, for, innocent ag I am of all knowledge
of eryplography, X should be arrested as an accessory before
the fact, and, though I escaped, it is certain thet you would
have to die the death, and, alas! I fear apon my testimony.
Your friend, F. W. THoMAS,

“Epcar A, Pox, Esq,”
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A transeript ¢f the “solution ” will afford an idea
of some of the difficulties to be overcome in its
discovery ;-

“In one of those peripatetic circumrotations I obviated a
rustic whom I subjected to catechetical interrogation respect-
ing the nosocomical characteristics of the edifice to which 1
was approximate, Witk a volubility uncongealed by the
frigorific powers of villatic bashfulness, he ejaculated a volu-
minous replication from the universal tenor of whose contents
I deduce the suhsequent amalgametion of heterogeneous facts.
‘Without dubisty incipient pretension is api to terminate in
final vulgarity, as parinrient mountains have been fsbulated
to produce muscupular abortions. The institnfien the sub-
jeet of my remarks, has not been without cause the theme of
the ephemeral colamna of quotidian journals, and enthusiastic
encomiations in conversational intercourse,”

The key to this cipher is as follows:— By find
this out, and I give & up” ’

Poe was not permitted to drop this subject so readily
a5 he desired, at least as regards publicity. In
publishing & long letter, in the December number of
Graham’s, from & Mr, Tyler-——who stated that he had
been practically comversant with secret writing for
several years, and must admit that, in the solution
of the intricate hieroglyphies submitted to him, Poe
bad exhibited & power of analytical end synthetical
reasoning he had never seen equalled —- the poet,
whilst commenting upon several misapprehensions in
his correspondent’s communication, pointed ont that
his {ime was much osoupied ; and as, notwithstanding
the limits he had originally assigned to the challenged,
they still continued to overwhelm him with corre-
spondence, he must, perforce, in future decline to say
anything forther on the subject, deeply interesting
thongh he found it fo be,

L
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Meanwhile, in addition to this eryptographic matter,
and the strain of editorial duties, Poe was glso con-
tributing reviews and book notices to the monthly
issues of Grakam’s Magazine; in July, amongst other
matters, was a very eulogistic critique on Bolingbroke,
and some remarkable utterances on the Temperance
Movement. This latter, Poe declared, was the most
important reformation the world had ever known, but
that “ite greass feature had never yel been made a
subject of comment. We mean,” he explained, “ that
of adding to man's happiness . . . by the simple and
most effectual process of exalting his capacity for
enjoyment. The temperate man,” he opined, * carries
within his own bosom, under all circumstances, the
true, the only elements of bliss.”

The weird “ Colloguy of Monos end Una,” already
glluded to in connection with the Stannard epi-
sode, appeared in the Angust number of Grakam’s,
This tale, in its attempt to search out the seorets
of mortality deyond death—to define the indefinable
~—i8 most masterful ; nor Coleridge, nor De Quincey,
nor any man, ever wrought the like; and, as & lite-
.rary work, it is simply unique. The early portion
of the “Colloquy” is en attack wpon certain wutili-
tarian and democratic tendencies of the time, the
value and ultimate results of which were by no
means perceptible to the poet. “ At long intervals,”
one of his ulira-mortal characters remarks “some
master-minds appeared, looking upon each advance in
practical science as & retrogradation in the trus utility;
. + . that knowledge was mot meet for man in the
infant condition of his soul, . . , The poets—living
and perishing amid the scorn of the ¢ utilitarians '



“Quacks of Helicon." 163

of rough pedants, who arrogated to themselves & title
which could have been properly applied only to the
gcorned-—these men, the poets, pondered piningly, yet
not unwisely, upon the ancient days when our wants
were not more simple than our enjoyments were keen ;
—days when mirth was & word unknown, so solemnly
desp-toned was happiness;—holy, august, and blissful
days, when blue rivers ran undammed, between hills
unknown, into far-forest solitudes, primeval, odorous,
and unexplored. . . . Alas! we had fallen upon the
most evil of all our evil days, The great ‘inove-
ment '—that was the cant term—went on: a dis-
essed commotion, moral and physical. . . . Among
other odd ideas, that of universal equality gained
ground ; and in the face of analogy and of God—
in despite of the loud warning voice of the laws of
gradation so visibly pervading ell things — wild
attempts at an omniprevalent democrecy were made.”
From this vain end vague outbresk at the nature of
surrounding things, the poet passes on to the true theme
of his imagination, to that strange attempt to pierce
the impenstrable veil which overshrouds the visage of
death made in this “ Colloquy.”

The same month that this tale appeared, appeared
also several reviews by Poe, In the most important
of these, that on Mr. Wilmer's “ Quacks of Helicon,”
the poet’s discontent at the contemporary state of
affairs i3 strongly expressed, and it is easy to com-
prehend, after perusal of this philippie, why certain
members of the American literary republic are still
go sore when Poe or Wilmer are on the fapis. The
former welcomes the work under review because,
among other reasons, “in the wmiversal corruption and
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rigmsrole amid which we gasp for breath, it is really
o pleasant thing to get even one accidental whiff of
the unadulterated air of frufh.” The reviewer, after
reprimanding Mr. Wilmer for the indecency of his
satire, which he considers has done the work irre-
parsble injury, without in eny way enhancing its
value on the score of sarcasm, vigour, or wit, ea
nothing vuloar should “ever be said or conceived,”
proceeds to commend the author for, above all his
other merits, the far loftier merit of speaking fear-
lessly the trnth, at an epoch when truth is ouf of
fashion, and under ecircamstances of social position
which would have deterred almost any man in our
community from a similer Quixotism. “For the publi-
cation of the ‘Quacks of Helicon,—a poem which
brings under review, by name, most of our prominent
literatd, and treats them, generally, as they deserve
(what treatment could be more bitfer f)—for the
publication of this aitack, Mr. Wilmer, whose sub-
sistence lies in his pen, has little to look for—apart
from the silent respect of thoss at once honest and
timid—but the most malignant open or covert per-
secution. For this reason, and because it is the truth
which he has spoken, do we say to him from the
bottom of our hearts, God speed!”

“ We repeat it : ¢ iz the truth which he has spoken,;
and who shall confradict us? He has said unsorupulously
what every reasonable men among us haa Jong known to be
‘a8 true 83 the Pentafeuch’—that, as s literary peopls, we
are one vast perambulating humbug He has asserted that
we are cfigus-ridden ; and who does not smile at the ohvious
troism of thet mssertion? He maintains that chicanery is,
with vs, a far eurer road than ialent to distinetion in letters.
Who geinsays this? The corrupt nature of our ordinary
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criticiem has become notorioue. Its powers have been pros-
trated by its own arm.  The intercourse between critic and
publisher, a3 it now almost universally stands, is comprised
either in the paying and pocketing of hlack-mail, as the price
of o simple forbearance, or in & direct system of petty and
contemptible bribery, properly so called--a system even more
injurious than the former to the true intereets of the public,
and more degrading to the buyers and sellers of good opinion,
on account of the more positive character of the service here
rendered for the consideration recesived. We langh at the
iden of any denial of our assertions upon this fopic ; they are
infamously true. In the charge of general corruption, thers
are undoubtedly many noble exceptions to be mada, There
are, indeed, some very few editors, who, maintaining an entire
independence, will receive no books from publishers at all, or
who receive them with a_perfect understanding, on the part
of thees lnfter, that an unbiassed crifigue will be given. But
these cases are insufficient to have much effect on the popular
mistrust: & mistrust heightened by late exposurs of the
machinations of coferiesin New York-—roleries which, at the
bidding of leading hooksellers, manufacture, as required from
time to time, a psendo-public opinion by wholesale, for the
benefit of any little banger-on of the party, or pettifogging
protector of the firm.”

It is impossible to avoid sympathising with Poe's
seornful bitterness, in respect to this matter, and to
help feeling that the existing evil—for the evil did
exist them, and does exist now—could only be met
by snch outspoken langusge; and it is & remarkable
commentary on the poet’s words that Mr. Wilmer, in
1859, is found declaring that when he published an
article on “Edgar A. Poe and his Calumniators,” not
& single paper noticed the vindicatory work, “ whereas
the whole press of the country seemed desirous of
giving circulation and suthenticity to the slanders.”

* Fide *! Our Press Gang; or, Expotition
ond Crinf s dmerven Toompgeres T e Gorepn
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These facts—for facs they are—speak for themselves.

Noticeable reviews from the poet’s pen in August
were upon the Lives and Postic Works of Margaret
Davidson (one of Southey’s protégées), and “L. E, L.”
The September number of Graham’s contained the tale
of “ Never Bot the Devil your Head "—a skit at the
“ Moral "-mongers—and various book notices, the most
interesting being a severe critique on Campbell for his
“Life of Petrarch” Whilst deeming the Italian poet
entitled to the highest consideration as a patriot, and
for his zeal and judgment in the preservation of
priceless literary treasures, Poe cannot refrain from
confessing that he does not “regard the genius of
Petrarch as a subject for enthusiastic edmiration,”
nor the characteristics of his poetry as displaying
treits of the highest, or even of & high, order. “Grace
and tenderness ” he grants him ; “but these qualities are
surely insufficient to establish his poetical apotheosis.”
A temporary absence from Philadelphia prevented
Poe coniributing to Graham’s for October; but in
November he commenced, and continued through three
consecutive numbers, a series of papers on “Auto-
graphy.” These analyses of character were new, and
different from the articles bearing a similar title pub-
lished previously in the Southern Literary Messenger ;
they were mors critical, more caustic, their author
now more widely known, whilst the publication in
which they appeared had a far larger and far more
influential eirculation, and, consequently, they created
many more fresh encmies for their inditer,
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CHAPTER XIII
REVERSES.

THE closing month of 1841 left Edgar Poe in one of
the most brilliant and prosperous periods of his literary
career, The current volume of Graham's Magazine
ended in a blaze of triumph, the final page contain-
ing the statement that, “Perhaps the editors of no
magazine, either in America or Europe, ever sat
down at the close of a year to contemplate the pro-
gress of their work with more satisfaction than we do’
now, Our suecess has been wnexampled, almost in-
credible, 'We may assert, without fear of contradiction,
that no periodical ever witnessed the same increase
during so short a period. 'We began the year almost
unknown ; certainly, far behind our contemporaries
in numbers; we close it with a list of twenty-five
thousand subscribers, and the insurance on every
band that our popularity has as yet seen only its
dawning. But if such is the orient, what will our
noonday be {” Few can doubt but that this success—
unparalleled for' those days—was due chiefly to the
talents of Edgar Poe. His tales, his essays, and, above
all, his undaunted eritiques, inaugurated & series of
literary and pecuniary triumphs for the magazine and
its proprietor, although for the editor—the real creator
of this forfunate enterprise—Ilittle would seem to
have been gained beyond daily bread ; and misery
and misfortune, although temporarily repulsed, still
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dogged his steps, ready to make him their prey once
more,

Poes literary labours for 1842 began with the pub-
lication of “Eleanors,” in the (4f¢ for the current
year, This tale, so replete with personal revelations,
has already been adverted to in connection with the
poet's marriage, In GraRam’s for January appeared,
besides the last of the “ Autography ” articles, several
reviews, heralded by a vigorous ezordéum upon the con-
dition of contemporary criticism in America. After
condemning anonymous reviewing, the prevalent gene-
ralising, and other vicious practices of the critics, Poe
argned with Bulwer that the reviewer “ must have
courage to blame boldly, magnanimity to eschew envy,
genivs to appreciate, learning to compare, an eye for
beauty, an ear for music, and a heart for feeling,” to
all of which requirements Poe added, “a talent for
analysis, and & solemn indifference to ebuse In a
notice of the “Vicer of Wakefield," described as
“one of the most edmireble fictions in the language,”
some admirable remarks upon the subject of illustrating
books are made, and various characteristic utterances
—utterances a8 yet not reproduced—are given, upon
Heber, Walpole, “ Christopher North,” end other more
or less known writers. The Febroary number of
the magazine contained an article on Brainard, one of
the pioneers of American litersture, and a fresh and
eulogistic review of “Barnaby Rudge” whilst the
number for March included, amongst minor notices,
analyses of new books by or about Lever, Longfellow,
Howitt, and Brougham, In Grakam’s for April appeared
the fale of “ Life in Death,” or “Tha Oval Portrait,” as
it was subsequently renamed. The thesis of this story
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is somewhat similar to one of Hawthorne's *Twice-

Told Tales,” and although containing & few Poésque

touches, such as the hero’s embarrassment as to the

quantity of opium to be eaten, it does not call for

extended comment, A fer more important contribu-

tion to this number was a lengthy review of Long-

fellow’s « Ballads,” in the course of which Poe took

occasion to propound his fixed idea that Bravury, and

Beauty only, should be the theme of Art. If Truth

were the chief object, the highest aim of Art, then, ss

he fruly declares, “ Jan Steen was a greater artist

than Angelo, and Crabbe is a nobler post than Milton.”

In utfering an earnest protest against those who deem

the. work shonld be subservient to its moral, he re-

proaches his brother poet for the confirmed didacticism -
of his tone; ¢ that this mode of procedure will” find
stern defenders,” he says, “should never excite sur-

prise, so long as the world is full to overflowing with

cant and conventicles. There are men who will
scramble on &ll fours through the muddiest sloughs of
vice to pick up a single apple of virtue.” What mey
be termed the articles of his artistic creed are simply
and severely summed up in these remarks, which will
call forth & sympathetic echo in the hearts of all true
worshippers of the Beantiful :—

“Now, with as deep a reverence for ‘the true’ ag ever
inspired the bosom of mertal man, we would limit, in many
respects, ite modes of inculeation, We would limit fo en-
force them. 'We wowld not render them impotent by dissi-

i The demands of truth are severe. She has no
sympathy with the myriles All that is indispensable in
song is all with which she has nothing to do. To deck her
in gay robes is to render her & harlot, It is but making her
& flaunting peradox to wresthe her in gems and flowers,
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Even in stating this our present proposition, we verify oue
own words—we fdel the necessity, in enforcing this fruth,
of descending from metephor. Let us then be simple and
distinet. To convey ‘the true’ we are required to dismniss
from the attention all inessentials. We must be perspicuous,
precise, terss,  'We noeed concentration rather than expansion
of mind, We must be calm, unimpassioned, unexcited—
in & word, we must be in that peculiar mood which, as
nearly as possible, is the exact conveme of the poefical.
He must be blind indeed who cannot perceive the radicul
and chasmal difference between the truthful and the postical
modes of inculeation. Homust be grossly wedded fo conven-
tionaliBme who, in spite of this difference, shall still attempt
to reconcile the obstinate oils and waters of Poetry and
Truth, . . .

“We would define in brief the Poetry of words as the Rhyth-
mical Creation of Beauly. Beyond the limite of Beauty its
provinee doss not extend, Iis sole arbiter is Taste. With the
Intellect or with the Conscience it has only collateral relations,
It has no dependence, unless incidentally, upon either Duty
or Truth, That our definition will necessarily exclude much
of what, through a supine toleration, has been hitherto ranked
a9 poetical, is & matier which affords us not even momentary
concern. 'We address but the thoughtfnl, and heed only
their approval—with our own. If our suggestions are
truthful, then ‘after many days’shall they be understood
a8 truth, even though found in contradiction of af that has
been hitherfo g0 understood. If fulse, shall we not be the
first to bid them die?”

In summing up his observations upon the aims of
trze Art, Poe deems that, of the poets who have
appeared most fully instinet with the principles he
enunciates, Keate should be mentioned as the most
remarkable; “he is,” he declares, “ihe sole British
poet who has never erred in his themes, Beauty is
always his aim.”

Much as the present, or the forthcoming generation
may be inclined to accept these dicta as the veritable
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gospel of Poesy, they are scarcely likely to have
gained Poe much xuBos from the half-educated critics,
moral-mongers, and petty poetasters, amid whom he
had to earn his deily bread; and their triumph
was at hand. With this April number of Qrakam’s,
his editorial connection with the magazive cessed,
although the following issue contained seversl book
notices from hig pen, as well as a characteristic tale,
“The Masque of the Red Death"—ivell named “a
Fantasy” by its author. A review of Hawthorne,
commenced in this and completed in the next number,
conteins some noteworthy passages, especially if they
bo read in the knowledge that they were published
when their subject was almost unknown, and yet wos
then designated by Poe as the highest and most -
meritorious prose writer of America. He says:—

“The style of Mr. Hawthorne is purity itsclf. His fone
is singularly effective—wild, plaintive, thoughtful, and in full
accordance with hig themes We have only to ohject that
there is insufficient; diversity in these themes themselves, or
rather in their character. His originality both of incident
and of reflection is very remarkable; and this trait alome
would ensure him at least our warmest regard and commenda-
tion. . . . We look upon him a3 one of the fow men of indie-
putable genius to whom our country has as yet given birth.”

And again, With complele self-abnegation and
abgence of all jealousy :—* Of Mr. Hawthorne’s Tales
we would say, emphatically, that they belong to the
highest region of Art—an Arf subservient to genius
of  very lofty order. 'We know of few compositions
which the critic can more honestly commend than
these ¢ Twice-Told Tales’ As Americans, we feel
proud of the book” Another paragraph, in praise
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of these productions, doubtless, excited a flutter of
indignant expostulation from the thousand and ome
forgotten notorieties who beheld themselves so scorn-
fully overlooked by the critic:—*We have very few
American tales of real merit; we may say, indeed,
none, with the exception of * The Tales of a Traveller’
of Washington Trving, and these ‘Twice-Told Tales’
of Mr. Hawthorne, Some of the pieces of Mr. John
Neal abound in vigor and originality ; but, in general,
his compositions of this class are excessively diffuse,
extravagant, and indicative of an imperfect sentiment
of Art.”

For months the poet’s story hes been little more
than a record of his literary labour, but onee again
his personal history—* unmerciful disaster "—inter-
venes, and henceforth his career is ome of anguish
angd terror, With the April number, as above stated,
Poe’s editorial management of Graham’s Magazine
ceased. During the ecighteen monthe that he had
directed the destinies of the publication, its circulation
had increased from five to fifty-two thousand, and
its reputation had spread even across the Atlantic,
English and French liferais both contributing to and
drawing allusions from its pages. This being so, and
the poet’s régime productive of such brilliant results,
why was the connection severed ? Mr. Greham, the
magazine’s proprietor, says of Poe—and his words
prove no quarrel ferminsted the editorship :~“Hs
had the docilify and kind-heartedness of a child. No
men was more quickly fouched by a kindness, none
more prompt to atone for an injury, For three or
four years I knew him intimately, and for eighteen
months saw him almost daily; much of the time
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writing or conversing at the same desk; knowing all
his hopes, his fears, and little annoyances of lifs, as
well as his high-hearted struggle with edverse fate—
yet he was always the same polished gentleman—the
quiet, unobfrusive, thonghtful scholar —the devoted
husband-—frugal in his personmal expemses—punciual
and unwearied in his industry —and the sowl of
honour in all his transactions, This, of course, was in
his better days, and by them we judge the man. But
even after his habits had changed, there was mo
literary man to whom I would more readily advance
money for labour to be done.”

Probably the whole truth as to Poe's resignation of
this editorship will never be known; doubtless, it
was due to 8 combination of causes, There was the
constitutional restlessness —the “nervous restiesshess
—which,” as Le acknowledges, “haunted me as a
fiend,” and which at times overpowered him, and
drove him from place to place in a vain gearch for the
El Doredo of his hopes; there was the ever-lingering
desire to found a magezine of his own, and, what must
be confessed, the beginning of those *irregularities”
which, during the remainder of his life, at certain
more or less lengthy intervals, destroyed his hopes and
placed his reputation in the power of implacable foes.
The origin of this fearsome scourge—which was not the
outcome of youthful excesses, as maliciouely asserted
—is to be traced to the most terrible episode in
the unfortunate poet’s career. In a letier to an old
and esteemed correspondent, dated January 4, 1848,
Poe thus unbosoms himself of his secret—a secret as
gruesome ag any lold of in the most terrible of his
tales :—
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“You say, ‘Can you Jenf to me what was the ‘ferrible
evil’ which caused the *irregularities’ so profoundly la-
mented 1’ * Yes, I can do more than hint. This f evil’ was
the greatest which can befall & man. Six years ago,
a wife, whom I loved as no man ever loved before, ruptured
& blood-vessel in einging, Her life was despaired of. I took
leave of hor forever, and underwent all the agonies of her
death. She recovered partinlly, and I again hoped. Af the
end of & year, the vessel broke again, I went through pre-
cisely the same scone. . . . Then again—agnin—and even
once again, at varying intervals, Each time I felf all the
agonies of her death —and at each accession of the disorder I
loved her more dearly and clung to her life with more despe-
rate pertinacity. But I am eonsiitutionally sensitive—nervous
in 8 very unusual degres. I became insane, with long
intervals of horrible sanity. During thess fits of absointe
unconsciousness, I drank—God only knows how often or how
much, As a matter of course, my enemies reforred the in-
sanity to the drink, rather then the drink to the insamity,
I had, indeed, nearly abandoned all hope of a permanent
cure, when I found one in the denth of my wife. This I ean
and do endure as becomes a man. It was the horrible never-
ending oscillation between hope and despair which I could
not longer have endured, without tofal Ioss of reason. In
the death of what was my life, then, I receive a new, but—
Oh God '—how melancholy an existence.”

Although the unveiling this terrible mystery in the
poet’s life almost resembles sacrilege, it is better that
the truth be bared, than that the falss impressiong—
purposely or unintentionally created—should continue
a8 to Poe’s accredited habits of dissipation. No one
who really knew the man, either personally or through
his works, but will believe him when he asserted, I
have absolutely no pleasure in the stimulants in which
1 sometimes so madly indulge. It has not been in
the pursuit of pleasure that I have perilled life and

® Vide the Reply to Thomas Durin English, p s02.
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reputation and reason. It has been in the desperate
attempt to escape from torturing memories.” ¥  Doubt-
less, there are weighty reasons why this moral cancer,
which ate so deeply into the poet's heelth and happi-
ness, should have remained unrevealed; but, in this
history of his life, concealment iz as impossible as
it is, apparently, needless,—he only has been the suf-
ferer, personally and posthumously.

Previous, however, to Poo's resigmation of the
Graham Magazine oditorship, the wnhappy catastrophe
had already happened to his idolised wife, and the
hoping against hope, and relepses info fits of madden-
ing deapair, had already begun fo exert their delete-
rious effects mpon him, causing a gradual but slow
deterioration of his whole moral, physical, and intel-
lectnal nature, Mr, Grebam, in his eloquent defence
of the poet against the defamation of Griswold,} thus
alludes to domestic ties and troubles :—

#1 shall never forget how sclicibous of the happiness of
his wife and mother-in law he was, whilst one of the editors
of Greham's Magazine ; hiz whole efforts seemed fo be to
procure the comfort and walfare of his home. Except for
their happiness, and the natwal ambition of having a

ine of his own, I never heard him deplore the want
of wealth The tmth is, he cared little for money, and
knew less of its value, for he seemed o bave no personal
expenses, Whit ho received from me in regular monthly
instalments went directly into the hands of his motherin-law
for family comforts ; and éwice only I remember his purchas-
ing some rather expensive luxuries for his house, and then

’Iattertol[mdS.H.Whm —_— L1
R. W, Griswold wae an employé o raham, and, it is alleged,
was dlgmissnd when in Amenu,dmetad

hmindehbmhlpn&:?itmthrougi:hwfalmhoodsthatkm
& Brothers had to pay Cherles Dickepa a sum than
ln for * advance sheetu" of “Bleak House*—J. M. I
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he was nervous to the degree of misery until he had, by
extra articles, covered what he considered an imprudent in-
debtedness, His love for his wife was a sort of rapturons
worship of the epirit of beauty, which he felt was fading
Ybefore his eyes. I have sesn him hovering around her when
ghe was ill, with all the fond fear and tender anxziety of a
mother for her first-born—her slightest cough causing in him
a ehudder, a heart chill, that was visible. I rode oub one
summer evening with them, and the remembrance of his
watchful eyes, eagerly bent upon the alightest changs of hue
in that loved face, haunts me yot as the memory of & sad
strain, It was this hourly anéicipatéon of her loss, that made
him a sad and thoughtful man, and lent a mournful melody
to his undying song.” *

This adoration of end fidelity to his youthful wife
is a trait in Poe's character that mo one personally
eequainted with the hepless pair ever denied, even the
poet’s most inveterate enemies acknowledged the fact,
But when be was dead, and helpless to repudiate the
glander, persons who assume to have had his confi-
dence, and to have heen his friends, yet knew him
only in the last moments of his life, declare that the
union with Virginia Clemm was only 8 marriage of
convenience, and that Poe never had any real affection
for her. Mrs, Osgood, who, undoubtedly, knew more
of the poet's innermost feelings during the last five
years of his life than any person outside his domestie
circle, said of his wife, “I believe she was the only
woman whom he ever truly loved; and this is
evidenced by the exquisite pathos of the little poem
lately writfen, called ‘ Annabel Lee, of which she was
the subject, and which is by far the most natursl,
simple, tender, and touchingly beautifal of all his
songs. I have heard it eaid that it was intended to

¢ Grokam's Magawine, March 1850,
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jllustrate & late love affair of the author; but they
who believe this have, in their dulness, evidently mis-
understood or missed the beantiful meaning latent in
the moat lovely of all its verses, where he says,—

¢ A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Anngbel Les,
Bo that her highborn kinsman came,
And bore her away from me,’

There seems a strange and almost profane disregard
of the sacred purity and spiritual tenderness of this
delicious ballad, in thus overlooking the allusion to
the kindred angels and the heavenly Faéher of the lost
and loved and unforgotten wife,”

The long-tried affection displayed for each other by
the poet and Mrs, Clemm was, undoubtedly, the result
of the mutual love they bore, and knew each other
bore, for the departed Virginia. In the well-known
sonnet addressed fto his mother-in-law—Dhis “more
than mother "—Poe says, in language we hold no evi-
dence to question the truth and earnestness of —

“ My mother—my own mother, who died early,
Was but the mother of myself; but you
Are mother to the one I loved eo dearly,
And thus are dearer than the mother I knew
By that infinity with which my wife
Was dearer 0 my soul than its soul-life.”

Mrs, Clemm clung to the poet, and watched and
waited upon him after her daughter’s death, bacause she
knew how devoted a husband he had been. “It is utterly
false,” she asserted at the first promulgation of this
slender—lately revived, for easily apparent purposes
—*It is utterly false the veport of his being faithless
or nnkind to her (Virginia)) He was devoted to her

). §
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until the last hour of her death, as all our friends can
testify. . . . I enclose you two of Eddie’s letters. . . .
The other was written at the time you generousiy
offered to take my darling Virginia. I wrote to Eddie
asking his advice, and this is his answer. Does the
affection then expressed look as if he could ever cease
to love her?  And he never did."*

A writer in a New York journal, and, appareutly,
a personal acquaintance of Doe, says, “ It was one of
the saddest things in his sad history that the two
dearest to him were sharers of his hardships and
sufferings—his beautiful young wife and her devoted
mother, He married his cousin, who was brought up
at the South, and was as unused to toil as she was
unfit for it. She hardly looked more than fourteen,
fair, soft, and graceful and girlish, Kvery one who
saw her was won by her. Poe was very proud and
very fond of her, and used to delight in the round,
childlike face end plump little figure, which he con-
trasted with himself, so thin and half-melancholy
looking, end she in turn idolised him. She bad a
voice of wonderful sweetness, and was an exquisite
singer, and in some of their more prosperous days,
when they were living in a pretty little xose-covered
cottage on the outskirts of Philadelphia, she had her
harp and piano.”t

At the time to which this writer refers the Poes
eppear o have resided in Contes Street, Fairmount,
whence they removed to North Seven Street, Spring
Garden, in the suburbs of the city, Some pleasant
reminiscences of the poet and his family, as the house-

* Lettor from Maria Clenm to Neilson Pos, A 1860,
# A B, Harris, in Hoortk and Home, :E;g.’ g 3,
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hold was in this pretty Pennsylvanian home, have been
furnished to us by Captain Mayne Reid and others,
After describing the charming little suburban dwelling,
with its floral bedecked porch, and its tasteful although
inexpensive furniture, Captain Reid proceeds to de-
seribe ite inmates, a8 ke knew them, personally as well
as by repute. “ Poe,” he says, “I have known for a
whole month closeted in his house, all the time hard
at work with his pen, poorly paid, and hard driven to
keep the wolf from his slightly-fastened deor; in-
truded on only by a few select friends, who slways
found him, what they knew him to be, a generous
host, an affectionate son-in-law and husband,~—in
short, & respectable gentleman. ... In the List of
literary men there has been no such spiteful biographer
88 Rufus Griswold, and never such a victim of posthu-
mous spite as poor Edger Allan Poe.” *

The poet’s wife is referred to by the Captain as,
“ A lady engelically beautiful in person, end not less
beautiful in spirit. No one who remembers thet dark-
eyed, dark-haired daughter of Virginiat—her own
name—her grace, her facial beauty, her demeanour,
so modest a8 to be remarkable; no one who has ever
spent an hour in her company, but will endorse what
I have said. I remember how we, the friends of the
poet, used to talk of her high qualities, and when we
talked of her beauty, I well knew that the rose-tint
upon her cheek was too bright, too pure to bae of earth.
It was consumption’s colour, thet sadly beautiful light
that beckons to an early tomb,”

Mrs. Clemm, the poet’s aunt, the mother of his wife,

* & Dead Man Defonded,” in Onward for April 1869,
 Virginia Pos wes a native of Marylsnd. —J, B L
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was still the presiding spirit of their little domicile, and
of her the Englishman says, “ Besides the poet and his
interesting wife, there was but one other dweller. It
was a woman of middle ege and almost mesculine
aspect. She had the size and figure of a man, with &
countenance that, at first sight, seemed ecarce feminine,
A sgtranger would have been incredulous, surprised,
as I was, when introduced to her as the mother of
that angelic creature who had accepted Edgar Poe as
the pertner of her life. She was the ever vigilant
guardian of the house, watching it against the ever
silent but continuous sap of necessity, that appeared
every day to be approaching closer and nearer. She
was the sole servant, keeping everything clean; the
sole messenger, doing the errands, making pilgrimages
between the poet and his publishers, frequently bring-
ing back such chilling responses as, ‘The article not
accepted,’ or, ‘ The cheque mot to be given until such
and such a day '—often too late for his necessities,”
Mr, A B, Harris, the author already quoted from,
proceeds to relate of the residemce in Spring Garden,
that “It wes during their stay there that Mrs. Poe,
while singing one evening, ruptured a blood-vessel,
and after that she suffered a hundred deaths. She
could not bear the slightest exposure, and needed the
utmost care ; and all those conveniences as to apart-
ment and surroundings which are 80 important in the
case of an invalid were elmost matters of life and
death to her. And yet the room where she lay for
weeks, hardly able to breathe, except as she was fanned,
was & little place with the ceiling so low over the
narrow bed that her head almost touched it. But no
one dared to speak, Mr. Poe was so sensitive and
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irritable ; ‘ quick as steel and flint, said ome who
knew him in those days. And he would not allow a
word about the danger of her dying; the mention of
it drove him wild.”

Not only did the mention of the danger of his wife's
death drive Poe wild, but the thoughts of it evidently
rendered him unfit for literary work. Unable to pro-
vide the comforts needed for her dearest to him, to
have to see his anxieties and privations shared by her,
drove the poet to the brink of madness, Powerless
to provide for the neceasities at homs, “ he would steal
out of the house ab night,” says Mr. Harris, “and go
off and wander about the streets for hours, proud,
heartsick, despairing, not knowing which way to turn,
or what to do, while Mrs. Cleram would endurg the
anxiety et home as long as she could and then start
off in search of him, ‘

“So they lived, bound together in tender bonds of
love and sorrow—their love making their lof more
tolerable—the three clinging to each other; and the
mother was the good angel who strove to shield the
poet and save him. This way their lives went on in
those dark days; he frying desperateli at times fo
earn money, writing a little, and fitlully fighting
against himself,.sustained only by their solace and
sytmpathy, and by the helping hand of the self-sacri-
ficing mother, who loved him as if he had been, indeed,
her own son,”

Unable to secure a certain income by literature—
for it must be remembered that even in his best days
his receipts were but small, and, at besi, chiefly
dependent upon the caprice or continuous goodwill of
an employer—the unfortunate poet appears to have
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thought the attainment of & government post would at
least secure him from utter dependence, His lLiterary
correspondent, Mr. F, W, Thomas, had recently obtained
a gituation under government, and Poe hoped, through
the influnence of his various friends and acquaintances,
fo be able to do the same; ab any rate he determined
to try, and the following letter to John Neal would
appear to refer to this attempt :—

“ PRILADELFRIA, June 4.
¢ My DEan S1e,—As you gave me the first jog in my literary
career, you are in & manner bound to protect me and keep
me rolling. I therefore now ask you to aid me with your
inflyence in whatever manner your experience shall suggest.
14 strikes me that I never write to you except to ask a favour,
but my friend Thomas will assure you that I bear you always
in mind, holding you in the highest respect and estesm.—

Most truly youns, Epasar A. Por,

“Jomn Nzar, Esq”

Several of the poet's influential friends were, doubt-
less, appealed to, and the following extrects have been
given by an American journalist as portions of two
letters written on the 26th of June and 4th of July
respectively to the late F. W, Thomas: *—

“Would #0"God I conld do as you have done! Do you
serionsly think fhat an application to Tyler wonld have s
good result? My cleims, fo be eure, are fow. I am &
Virginien, at lenst I call myself one, for I have resided all
my life, until within the last fow years, in Richmond. My
politieal principles have always been, a8 nearly as may be,
with the existing administration, and I battled with right
good will for Harrison when opportunity offered. With M.
Tyler I have some slight personal acquaintance-—although
this is & matter which he has possibly forgotten. For the

* ‘“Memoir of Edgar Allan Pos,” by R. H. Btoddard, pp. 66-65.
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rest, I am o liferary man, and I sec a disposition in Govern-
ment to cherish letiers, Have I any chance$”

Mr. Thomas probably held forth some kind of hope
to the distracted poet, as this second communication
followed fast upon the above :—

#T wish to God I could visit Washington—but the old
story, you know—I have no money—not even enough to
take me there, saying nothing of getting back, It is a hard
thing to be poor—but as I am kept so by an honest motive,
I dare not complain, Your suggestion about Mr, Kennedy
iswell timed ; and hers, Thomas, you can do ma a true service.
Call upon Kennedy—you know him I believe—if not, iniro-
duce yourself, he is a perfoct gentleman, and will give you
a cordial welcoms, BSpeak fo him of my wishes, and urge
him 1o ses the Secretary of War in my behalf—or one of the
other Secretaries, or President Tyler. I mention in particular
the Secretary of War, becanse I have been to ‘W, Point, and
this may stand me in some stead. I would be glad to get
almost any appointment—even & $500 one—so that I may
have something independent of letters for a subsistence. To
coin one’s brain Info silver, ab the nod of a master, ia to my
thinking the hardest task in the world, Mr. Kennedy has
been at all times a truo friend to me—he was the first true
friend I ever had—I am indebted fo him for life #self. He
will be willing to help me, 1 know—but needs urging, for
le iz always head and ears in business, Thomas, may I
depend upon you 1"

‘Whether Mr. Thomas found time and inclination
to prosecnte his friend’s desires or not, is, of course,
unknown, but that the nnfortnnate poet did not obtain
an appointment is but too wellknown. Could he have
procured & permanent government post, it wonld have
lifted him above the most galling petty pecuniary
snxisties of the hour, and have left him some leisure,
some power, {o produce more of his highly-polished
and rore artistic labours, instead of leaving him to
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fritter away his genius in hasty and crude work, After
Poe’s severance from Graham's, his wife’s illness, and,
during its height, his own inability to write, are
declared to have reduced the little honsehold elmost
to starvation. “There was then,” says Mr. Harris,
“gome kind of a society under the care of ladies for
belping in a delicate way those who were in need,
and would signify it by depositing some articles at
the rooms—persons whom common charity could nok
reach; and to thet Mrs, Clemm, the mother, made
application. Yet so sensitive and proud was the little
{amily, that it was almost impossible to aid them to
any extent, even when they were suffering for the
common comforts of life” Of course these terrible
struggles with illness and poverty were not continuous;
occasional bursts of hope broke through the clouds of
“unmereiful disaster,” and whenever the prospects
brightened, the poet plied his pen with renewed vigour.
In October, Mr. Graham's magazine published a critiqne
by Poe on “ Rufuz Dewes,” one of the forgotter two
hundred celebrities of Mr, Griswold’s pantheon, Of him
—the then famous now forgotten  poet "—Poe said,
“We hesitate not to say that no maun in America has
been more shamefully over-estimated.” “We say shame-
folly,” he adds, “ for . . . the laudation in this instance,
as it stands upon record, must be regarded as & laugh-
able although bitter satire upon the general zesl,
accuracy, and independence of that critical spirit
which, but & few years ago, pervaded and degraded
the land.” After a stringent review of the works of
Mr. Dawes, the poet proceeds to remark that that
gentleman s nown for his amiability and for his
many friends, which may have enhanced his literary
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reputation. “We shall not here insist wpon the fact
thet we” says Poe, “bear him no personal ill-will.
With those who know us, such a declaration would
appear supererogatory ; and by those who know us
not it would, doubtless, be received with incredulity.
What we have said, however, is nof in opposition to
Mr, Dawes, nor even so much in opposition to the
poems of Mr. Dawes, ag in defence of the many true
souls which, in Mr. Dawes's apotheosis, are aggrieved.
The laudation of the unworthy is to the worthy the
most bitter of all wrong. But it is unbecoming in
him who merely demonstrates a truth to offer reason
or apology for the demonstration.”

Theso critiques were, of course, continually enlarg-
ing the circle of the poet’s foes and shutting him out
from publications where, had he heen contented to, or,
perheps, permitted by publishers fo, have written
only tales and poems, his services would have been
eagerly sought for. After having been long promised
to the reading public as about to write for Snowden’s
Lady's Companion, thet journal at last, in October
1842, published “The Landscape Garden,” subse-
quently enlarged and called “ The Domain of Arnheim,”
from his admired but dreaded pen. This eseay, for
it can searcely.be styled & tale, is used as a medium
by the poet for the expression of his views on the
employment of personal wealth in the pursuit of happi-
ness. As the peg whereon to hang several of his own
views of society he selects the common idea—“a
grossly exaggerated one,” as he admits—as to the
gmount of property accumulated in the celebrated
Thelluson case, and proceeds to depict the ideas and
aims of the presumed inheritor of this immense fortune,
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this fabled “ ninety millions of pounds.” In the con-
templation of this enormons wealth the mind of Edgar
Poe could find st once scope for his imagination and
golace for his cravings after splendour. The opinions
and idiosyncrasies of the hero of the sketch are the
barely hidden opinions end idiosyncrasies of the poet
himself, and a3 such are doubly interesting to his readers.
A believer in the reality of happiness, although never
the possessor of that chimera, he thus discourses on the
theme :—* In the brief existence of Ellison I fancy that
I have seen refuted the dogma, that in man’s very
nature lies some hidden principle, the antagonist of
bliss. Ananxious examination of his career has given
me to understand that, in genersl, from the violation
of a few simple laws of humanity arises the wretched-
ness of mankind ; that as a species we have in our
posscssion the as yet unwrought elements of content;
and that, even now, in the present darkmess and
madness of all thought on the great question of the
gocial condition, it is not impossible that man, the
individual, under certain unusual and highly fertuitous
conditions, may be happy.”

To refute this proposition—the premises providing
for the indefinite “ unusual and highly fortuitous con-
ditions "—may be difficult; but & palpable fallacy
appears to lurk in the poet’s further suggestion that
“ while & high order of genius is necessarily ambitious,
the highest is above that which is termed ambition,
And may it not thus happen,” he demands, * that many
far greater than Milton have contentedly remained
mute and inglorious #” “I believe” is his avowed
conolusion, « that the world bas never seen—and that,
unless through some series of accidents goading the
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noblest order of mind into distasteful exertion, the
world will never see—that full extent of triumphant
execution in the richer domains of art, of which the
human nature is ebsolutely capable.” Of course, as in
the previous case, the poet has allowed himeelf a
certain loophole of escape, in the apparent fact that
the greatest genius being contented to remein unknown,
the existence of his superior capability cannot be dis-
proved, but to us it appears self-evident that genius
is itself the motive power that impels to production,
and the greater the genius the sironger the impulse
to produce, irrespective of “distasteful exertion” or
impediment.

The elements of happiness, as propounded by the
creator of Arnheim’s gorgeous domain, apply, more
strictly to the seeker after physical rather than mental
enjoyment, and hig third elementary principle might
seem to be contradictory to the fourth; these are his
conditions of earthly bliss:—“That whick he con-
sidered chief was the simple and purely physical one
of free exercise in the open air. . . . His second con-
dition was the love of woman. His third, and most
difficult of realisation, was the confempt of ambition.
His fourth was an object of unceasing pursuit.” That
Ellison, or, rather, his alter ego, Poe, should bava little
or no faith in the possibility of the improvement of
the general condition of man, is scarcely surprising,
although it hardly accords with the doctrines he is
presupposed to have imbibed from Condorcet and other
Human Perfectibility advocates. In his proposition
that the elements of besuty in art are as certain and
88 unchangeable, although not s0 demonstrable, as
the rules of mathematics, he will have the credence



188 “The Mystery of Marie Roget.”

and sympathy of all his brethren. His suggestion
that genius canmot be gained by study of rules,
although rules may be adduced from works of genius
—that “ we may be instructed to build & ¢ Cato’ (te,
Addison's), but we are in vain told %ow to conceive a
Parthenon or an ¢ Inferno’ "—is, indeed, little more
than & new application of the old adage pota naseifur
non fit. But “The Domain of Arnheim,” apart from any
interest it may derive from its anthor’s personsl views,
will always charm the intelligent reader by its gorgeous
and glowing scenery—the comprebensive reslisation
of & poet’s vast and most exuberant imagination.

In November Snowden's Zadys Companion began
the publication of “ The Mystery of Marie Roget,” one
of the most marvellous examples of Poe's capability
of dealing with, and analysing, the mysteries of the
human mind, This fale, which occupied a large por-
tion of three monthly numbers of the journal in which
it was first issued, made a profound impression upon
the public, not that it was so interesting as & work of
art as many of its predecessors from the same pen, but
from the fact that it referred to real and widely-known
circumstances, To some extent the story is a sequel,
or rather sequence, of “The Murders in the Rue
Morgue,” and purports to be carried on, so far as the
mere spectators of the tragedy are concerned, by the
same personages; bub whilst that was pure fiction
from beginning to end, this recital refers to fact, that
is to say, to fact but slightly veiled. The suthor
furnishes the following preliminary words in explana-
tion of the general design of his narrative :—

“A young girl, Mary Cecilis Rogers, was murdered
in the vicinity of New York; and although her death
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occasioned an intense and lomg-enduring excitement,
the mystery attending it had remained unsolved af
the period when the present paper was written end
published. Herein, under pretence of relating the
fate of a Parisian grisetfe, the author has followed in
minute detail the essential, while merely parelleling
the inessential, facts of the real murder of Mary
Rogers. Thus all argument founded upon the fiction
is applicable to the truth; and the investigation of
truth was the object. ‘The Mystery of Marie
Roget’ was composed at a distance from the seene of
the atrocity, and with no other means of investigation
than the newspapers afforded. Thus much escaped the
writer of which he could have evailed himself, had he
been on the spot, end visited the localities. It may
not be improper to record, nevertheless, that the con-
fessions of fwo persous (one of them the ‘Madame
Deluo’ of the narrative), made at different periods,
long subsequent to the publication, confirmed in full,
not only the general conclusion, but absolately all the
chief hypothetical details by which that conclusion
was attained.”

Pos, under the garb of the magazine's editor, con-
cludes the narrative thus : “ For reasons which we shall
not specify, but which to many readers will appear
obvious, we have taken the liberty of bere omitting,
from the MSS. placed in our hands [by Mr. Pos], such
portion as details the following up of the apparently
slight clue obtained !” Latterly it has been the fashion
(especially by foreimers) to disbelieve that Marie
Roget’s mystery had any real existence, and that the
whole recital was the coinage of the poet's brain, and
the notes only appended to give it an air of oraisem-
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Llance. Nevertheless, such was not the case; the
narrative wes founded on fact, although the ineidents
of the tragedy differed widely from those recounted in
the tale. The naval officer implicated was named
Spencer. In g letter fo a liferary friend asking about
the omitted portions of the manuscript, above referred
to, Poe says, “ Nothing was omitted in ‘Marie Roget’
but what I omitted myself—all ot is mystification. ...
The ‘naval officer,) who committed the murder (rather
the accidental death arising from an attempt at abor-
tion) confessed it ; and the whole matter is now well
understood ; but, for the sake of relatives, I must not
speak further.”

This narrative, or rather this analysis of the Unknown
by ratiocination, is, presumedly, based upon the fact
that even chance may be made a matier of absolute cal-
calation. The subject was peculiarly suited to the
mind of Poe, 4 mind in which mathematical accuracy
was balanced by lofty imagination tinged by super-
stition. “There are few persons,” he remarks, “even
among the calmest thinkers, who have not occasionally
been startled into & vague yet thrilling half-credence
in the supernatural dy coineidences of so seemingly
marvellous & character that, as mere coincidences, the
intellect has been unable to receive them. Such senti-
ments—for the half-credences of which I speak have
nover the full force of thought—such sentiments are
seldom thoroughly stifiled unless by reference to the
doctrine of chance, or, as it i technically termed, the
Calcalus of Probabilities, Now this caleulus is in its
essence purely mathematical ; and thus we have the
snomaly of the most rigidly exact in science applied
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* to the shadow and spirituality of the most intangible
in speculation.”
Rocurring to this doctrine, he continues

* Experienco has shown, and a true philosophy will always
ghow, that a vast, perhaps the larger portion of truth, arises
from the seemingly irrelevant. It is through the spirit of
this principle, if not precisely through its letter, that modern
science has resolved to coleulule upon the unforessen. Bub
perhaps you do not comprehend me, The history of human
knowladge hes so uninterruptedly shown that to collateral,
or incidental, or accidental events, we are indebted for the
most numerous and most valuable disecveries, that il has at
length become necessary, in any prospective view of improve-
ment, to make not only large, but the largest allowances for
inventions that shall arise by chance, and quite out of the
range of ordinary expectation. If is no longer philosophical
to base upon what has been & vision of what istobe. Adecidend
is admitted a3 & portion of the substructure. We.make
chance a8 matter of absolute eslculation. We subject the
unlocked for and unimagined fo the mathematical formule
of the echools. I repeat that it is no more than fact that
the larger portion of all truth has sprung from the collateral.”

Analogous speculations form the bases of other
succeeding atories, such gs “ The Purloined Letter ” and
“The Gold Bug,” hereafter to be referred to. There is,
however, another reference in “The Mystery of Marie
Roget” to an all-importaut and but-too-rarely-alluded-
to truth, the vital importance of which cannot be over-
estimated——the effects of which, however, are beheld
end experienced much more injuriously in America
than in the Old World :—

“We should bear in mind,” is the commentary, *that
in genersl it is the object of our newspapers rather to createa
sensation—to make & point—than to further the cause of
truth.  The latter end is only pursued when it seems coin-
cident with the former. The print which merely falls in
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with onlinary opinion (however well founded this opinion
may be), earns ig;nitsa]i(zo oredit with the mob. The mase
of the peopie regerd as profound only him who suggests
pungent contradiciions of the general idea. In ratiocination,
not less than in literature, it is the spigram which is the most
immediately and the most nniversally apprecizted. In both,
it is of the lowest order of merit.”

The Gift for 1843 contained “The Pit and the
Pendulum,” a tale of less philosophical value, perhaps,
than the class of works just alluded to, but of intense
fascination to the general reader. It is founded upon,
or rather suggestod by, the terrible sufferings of a
Spanish refuges, who closed his miseralle career amid
the company of actors fo which Poe’s mother belonged,
and it would be interesting to discover how the story
reached the poet’s knowledge. The author of this tale
of the Inquisition’s tortures, reproduces in its earliest
sentences somewhat similar psychological fancies to
those found in the “ Colloquy of Monos and Una,” but
ricker in fone and riper in experience. There i3 a
truth and suggestiveness in the following passages which
can be recognised and appreciated by many who would
fail to grasp the shadowy hinta of the earlier work :—

“Even in the grave all €2 no! lost. Else there is no
immortality for man, Arousing from the most profound of
slumbers, we break the gossamer web of soms dream. Yei
in a second afterwards (so frail may that web have been) wa
remember not that we have dreamed. In the refam to life
from the swoon there are two stages: first, that of the sense
of mental or spiritual ; secondly, that of the sense of physical
exisience, It seems probable that if, upom reaching the
second slage, we could recall the impressions of the firet, we
should find these impressions eloquent in memories of the
golf beyond. And that gulf is—what! How st least shall
we distinguish its ehadows from thoss of the tomb? But if
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the impressiona of what I have termed the first stage are not
at will recalled, yet, after long interval, do they not come
unbidden, while we marvel whencs they come? He who
hag never swooned is not he who finds strangs palaces and
wildly familiar faces in coals thet glow ; iz mot he who beholds
floating in mid-air the sad visions that the many may not
view ; i2 not he who ponders over the perfume of some novel
flower; iz not he whose brain grows bewildered with the
meaning of some musical cadence which has never before
arrested his attention.

“ Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavours to remember,
amid earnest struggles to regather some foken of the state
of seaming nothingness info which my soul had lapsed, there
have been moments when I have dreamed of snecesa ; there
have been brief, very brief periods when I have con-
jured up remembrances which the lueid reason of a later
epoch assures ms could have had reference only to that
condition of seeming unconsciousness.”

Another noteworthy point about this story ia the
artistic accuracy of taste displayed in what may be
regarded by some as mere minor details ; for instance,
instead of a description of the concrete horrors, such
a8 a commonplace mind would have given, of the in-
terior of the pé/, the imagingtion only iy appealed to
and all its terror is suggested but left untold. What
a far finer instinct, and mora profound knowledge of
art, does this restraint imply, than if the narrator had
afforded & circumstantial account of some such loath-
some medizval pit an is the one, for instance, shown at
Baden-Baden. The idea of the collapsing chamber,
also, unlike in other tales in which that oft-told-of
apparatus of torture plays a part, is made subservient to
the other purposes of the work, rether than they to it.

Upon leaving Mr. Graham, Poe once more exerted
himself towards carrying into execution his life-long
scheme of & magazine of his own. He wrote to his

N
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friends in various parts of the States, issmed pro-
spectuses from time to time, and for a long while did
his best, but in vain, to resuscitate his embryo perio-
dical. TUltimately he induced Mr. Thomas C. Clarke, a
Philadelphia publisher, and founder and editor of several
well-known publications, to join him in his specula-
tion, Poe, as literary and art critic for the Safurday
Evening Posi—for many years one of the most popular
and flourishing journals of its kind in the country—
had already afforded Mr, Clarke, who was the pro-
prietor, evidence of his literary and editorial ebility.
Accordingly, on January 31, 1843, Mr Clarke took
Edgar Pos into partnership, so far, at least, as the
projected periodical was concerned, and issued & pro-
spectus and other publications connected with it signed
“(Clarke and Poe” The address to the journals and
anticipated contributors, alluding to the prospectus
which had already been ecirculated of the proposed
Penn Magazine, stated that that project had been
suspended through circumstances of no interest to the
public, and that it hed now been resumed, ander the
best auspices, subject only to a change of title. The
name given to the stillborn journal had been deemed
too local in its suggestions, it was, therefore, proposed
to adopt that of T%he Siyius for the new speculation,
Allusion was made to “the general knowledge, on-the
poxt of the public,” of Poes’s former connection with
the Southern Literary Messenger, and Graham’s Magazine,
and such knowledge, it was pre-supposed, obviated the
necessity for any very rigid definition of the literary
character or aims of the new publication. “In many
important points, however,” said Poe, “the new mags-
zine will differ widely from either of those named. It
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will endeavour to be more varied, more vigorous, more
pungent, more original, more individual, and more
independent.” Again, referring to the two periodicals
with which his connections had been best known, he
gaid :—

“I ghall be pardoned for speaking more directly of the
two magazines in question. Having in neither of them any
proprietery right, the objecta of their very worthy owners,
too, being it many respects ab variance with my own, I
found it not only impossible to effect anything on the score
of taste for their mechanical or extarnal appearance, but diffi-
cult to stamp upon them internally that individuality which
I believed esaential o their success. In regard fo the exten-
sive and permanent influence of such publications, it appears
to me that continuity, distinetness, and a marked certainty
of purpose, are requisites of vital importance ; but atiainable-
only when one mind alone has ai least the general dirgetion
and control Experience, to be brief, haa shown me that in
founding a journal wherein my interest should not be merely
editorial, Hes my sole chance of carrying out to completion
whatever peculiar intentions I may have entertained.”

Despite the wide diffusion of the prospectus con-
taining these paragraphs, and the exertions of the poet,
a sufficient number of subscribers to start the projected
publication on & sound basis could not be obtained,
and the scheme fell through, or, rather, was deferred
for a time. It hes been stated that some numbers of
The Stylus were, indeed, published ; but this assertion,
it is believed, was only founded on the fact of &
“dummy " copy having been prinfed as a specimen
of what it was intended to offer the public.

Notwithstanding the failure of the magazine project,
Mr. Clarke and Poe remsined on a very amicabla
footing, the former doing all his limited powers
permitted to befriend the latter, and essist him in his
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literary plans, In a vindication of the poet from the
elanders of his first biographer, Mr. Clarke says, with
reference to “Poe and the wife he so tenderly loved
.« » [ have some singular revelations which throw a
strong light on the causes that darkened the life, and
made most unhappy the death, of ome of the most
remarkable of all our literary men” ¢ During his
engagement in my offica,” continues this anthority, I
published & life of Mr. Poe, with a portrait from a
daguerreotype. Both the life and the portrait are
utterly unlike the gross caricatures manufactured since
his death ; . . . the portrait prefixed to a recent volume
of Poe's poems bears no resemblance to the fine, intel-
lectnal head of Poe” * Why,” indignantly demands
Mr, Clarke —“why are such wrongs perpetrated
upon the dead ? why are they permitted?” The life
published by M. Clarke is stated by Griswold to have
been prepared “in Philadelphia, in 1843, by Poe
himself, for a paper called T%e Museum, and he pre-
tends to quote from it in order to prove thet “ many
parts of it are untrne” The second paragraph is
assumed to be a citation from a letter of Miss Barrett
(Mrs. Browning), referring to “The Raven,” a puem
not then written, much less published | ‘

During 1843 Poe continued contributing, chiefly
critiques, to Grakam’s Magazine. Amongst other writ-
ings he completed the tale of “The Gold Bug,” and
sold it to Mr. Grabem for fifty-two dollars, 7T%e
Dollar newspaper, a publication edited by N. P.
Willis, offering & premium of $100 for the best tale,
Poe obtained his manuseript back from Mr, Graham,
submitted it to the adjudicators, and, for it, was awarded
the prize,. The bisiory of this practical illustration
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of the poet’s cipher theory that human ingenuity can-
not consiruct ap enigma human ingenuity cannot
resolve, is a further proof of the frequent inability of
publishers to gauge the pecuniary velue of literary
works, In an unpublished letter, Poe, referring to
this—in Americe—most popular of his productions,
says, “The Gold Bug’ was originally sent to
Graham ; but he not liking it, I got him to {ake some
crifical papers instead, and sent it to ‘The Dollar
Newspaper, which had offered $100 for the best
story. It obtained the premium, and made a great
noise.” :

This tale, although founded upon trite and thread-
bare worn incidents, has an air of freshness and ori-
ginality from the novelty of the scientific theory by
which it i3 permeated: Poe may not have been the
first to discover, but he certainly was the first to
popularise, the discovery of the mathematical ratio in
which the letters of the alphabet recur. In enshrining
this technicality in the story of & hidden treasure, he
adopted the very best method of fascinating the atten-
tion “ of the greatest number.” In his two favourite
and, apparenily, contradictory styles of art, simplicity
and suggestiveress, this tale is decidedly its author’s
chef dauvre,

Degpite the timely aid of the one hundred dollar
prize, Poe's pecuniary affairs appear to have reached
& very trying stage by this period, and nothing bui
incossant Jabour enabled him to keep himself and
fomily from utter destitution, For The Pioneer, a
montbly magazine edited by Mr. J. R Lowell, and
which Poo says “was an excellent work, but had
8 very- limited circulation,” he wrote some reviews,
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including one on one of Griswold's compilations, the

principal paragraphs of which were subsequently
embodied in an article on the “ Rationale of Verse.”

During the year he also contributed various critiques to
Graham's Magazine on “ Channing” (s nephew of Dr.
Channing), “ Halleck,” “ Cooper,” and other somewhat
forgotten celelrities, In his article om Channing
Poe thus allnded to Tennyson, a not very “popular”
poet at that time : —

“For Tennyson, as for a man imbued with the richest and
rarest postic impulses, we have an admiration—a reverence
upbounded. His ¢ Morts d’Arthur,’ his ¢ Locksloy Hall,’ his
# Bleeping Beauty,’ his ¢ Lady of Shalott,’ his ¢ Lotos Eaters,’
his ¢ (Enone,’ and many other poems, are not surpassed, in all
that gives fo Poeiryits distinctive value, by the compositions
of any one living or dead. And his leading error—-that exror
which renders him unpopular—a point, to be sure, of no par-
ticular importance—that very error, we say, is founded in
truth—in & keen perception of the elements of postic heauty.
We allede to his quaininess—to what the world chooses to
term his affectation. No true poet—no eritic whose appro-
bation is worth even a copy of the volume we now hold in
our hand-—will deny that he feels impressed, sometimes even
to tears, by many of those very affectations which he is
impelled by the prejudice of his education, or by the eant of
his reason, fo condernn. He should thus be led to examine
the extent of the one, aud to be wary of the deductions of
the other. In fact, the profound intuition of Lord Bacon has
supplied. in one of his immortal apothegms, the whole philo-
sophy of the point af issne. ¢There is no exquisite beauty,’
he truly says, ¢ without some sirangenass in its proportions.’
'We maintain, then, that Tennyson errs, not in his occasional
quaininess, but in its continval and obtrusive excess. And,
in nccusing Mr. Channing of having been inoculated with
virus from Tennyson, we merely mean to say that he has
adopted and exaggerated that noble poet’s characteristic
defect, having mistaken it for his principal merif |”
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The article on “Fitz-Greene Halleck” conteined
some very perfinent remarks on the sdventitious
reputations acquired by the pioneers of a country’s
literature, “Those rank first who were first known,”
declares Pos, adding that among the literary pioneers
of America “there is not one whose productions have
not been grosly overrated by his countrymen.” Such
home traths were scarcely calculated to gain the poet
“golden opinions” from his contemporaries, nor increase
his popularity with his brother journalists. But he
dared ell published opinion, and in the very teeth of

Cooper’s supreme popularity ventured upon seying, in
reviewing ome of that author's forest stories :—

% The interest, as usual, hss no reference to plof, of which,
indeed, our novelist seems altogether regardless, or incapable ;
but depends, firet, upon the nature of the theme; secondly,
upon a Robinson-Crusoe-like detail in its management and
thndly upon the frequently repeated portraiture of the half-

In saying that the inferest depends, first,
upon the nature of the theme, we mean to suggest that this
theme—life in the wilderness—is one of intrinsic and uni-
versal interest, appealing to the heart of man in all phases ; a
thems, like that of life upon the ocean, so unfailingly omni-
prevalent in ite power of arresting and abeorbing atiention,
that while success or popularity is, with such a subject,
expected as 6 matter of course, a failure might be properly
regarded a8 conclusive evidencs of imbecility on the part of
the author. Tho two theses in question have been handled
usque ad mauseam——and this through the instinetive percep-
tion of the universal interest which appertaine to them. A
writer, distrustful of his powers, can acarcely do better than
dlwass either one or the other, A manofgamuswﬂlmely
and ehould never, undertake either; first, bocanse both are
excessively hackneyed; and, secondly, becanse the reader
never fails, in forming his opinion of & book, to make dis-
count, either wittingly or unwitiingly, for that intrinsis inter-
eet which is inseparable from the subject and independent of



200 Popularity or Fame.

the manner in which it is {resled. Very few, and very dull
indeed, are those who do not instantaneously perceive the dis-
tinction ; and thus there are two great classes of fictions—a
popular and widely-circulated class, read with pleasure, but
without admiration—in which the suthor is lost or forgotten;
or remembered, if at all, with something very nearly akin o
contempt ; and then, & class, not 0 popular, nor so widely
diffused, in which, at every paragraph, arises a distinctive and
highly pleasurable interest, springing from our perception and
appreciation of the ekill employed, or the genius evinced in
the composition. Affer perusal of the one class, we think
golely of the book ; after reading the other, chiefly of the
author. The former class leads to popularity ; the latter to
fame. In the former case, the books sometimes live, while
the authors usually die ; in the latter, even when the worke
perigh, the man survives. Among American writers of the
less generally cireulated, but more worthy and more artistic
fictions, wo may mention Mr. Brockden Brown, Mr. John
Neal, Mr, Simms, Mr. Hawthorne ; at the head of the more

popular division we may place Mr. Cooper.”

These caustic critiques notwithstanding, Poe’s literary
labours for 1843 and the following year, taken slto-
gether, were poorer in quality and quantity, and, doubt-
less, in remuneration, than in any succeeding, or pre-
ceding, year since his first adoption of literature as &
profession, But these yoars were, it must be remem-
bered, those in which the poet was first awakened to
the fell cerfainty of his darling wife’s mortal illnegs—
the dreadful years in which he first really succumbed
{o the temptations of temporary oblivion proffered by
drugs and stimulants,

In speaking of the “quantity” of his writings
teferable to this melancholy epoch of the poet's career,
original matter only must be considered es alluded to.
In his mental incapacity to produce anything of his
own, Poe appears to have resorted to translating from
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the French. From April 1843, until the beginning of
1845, a constant, an almost weekly, supply of frans-
lated tales and sketches appear over his initials in the
peges of the New York New Mirror, and its euocces-
sor, the Evening Mirror. This bread-and-butter work,
executed under high pressure, must have been a
most terrible infliction for Poe's morbidly sensitive
temperament, and, despite the few reviews taken by
Graham's, bave barely sufficed to mainfain the unfortn-
nate man and his household above veritable starva-
tion. Among the various schemes he endeavoured to
plan during his leisure—his Iucid-—intervals, was the
republication of his tales in periodic parts, but we
have no evidence that anything more appeared than
vumber one of “The Prose Bomances of Edgar A.
Poe,” containing “The Murders in the Rue Morgus,”
and “ The Man that was Used Up.”

In the winter of 1843, he delivered a lecture at
the “ Williamn Wirt” Institution, on the Poeis and
Poetry of America,” and, in the course of the evening,
took occasion to deliver some very severe remarks
upon Mr. Griswold’s compilation, recently published
nnder a title aimilar to that given by Poe fo bhis
discourse. This trenchant attack upon the new and
much belauded yolume created no little excitement at
the fime in the literary coteriss of Philadelphia, and
by the book's compiler wes never forgiven, and was
terribly avenged. Mr. Griswold, it should be men-
tioned, for a short time occupied the editorial chair in
Mz, Graham's publishing office which Poe had vacated.
To the March number of Grakam’s Magazine Poe con-
tributed s lengthy and appreciative review of Horne's
magnificent epic, “ Orion,”  Criticistn was scarcely the
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poet’s forts; and although the instincts of his own
genius inveriably prompted him to recognise and
acknowledge the productions of kindred epirits, his
critiques more closely resemble the unravelling an
intricate riddle, than the sympathetic or antipathetic
discussion of a propounded subject. And yet when
wo peruse Poe's definition of the rules of Art—as
furnished by Nature—we cannot refuse to acknow-
ledge their truth. Some of his more remarkable
uiterances in this review of “Orion,” as embodying
the theories he believed, and strove to follow out in
poesy, may be reproduced here: —

“ Although we agree, for example, with Coleridge, that
postry and passion are discordant, yet we are willing to per-
mit Tennyson to bring to the intense passion which prompted
his ¢ Locksley Hall, the aid of that terseness and pungency
which are derivabla from rhythm and from rhyme. The effect
he produces, however, is 8 purely passionate, and not, unless
in detached passages of this magnificent philippic, a properly
poetic effect.  His  (Enone,’ on the other hand, exalts the
soul not into passion, but into o conception of pure bemuty,
which in ite elevation—ite calm and intense rapture—-has in
it a foreshadowing of the future end spiritual life, and as far
transcends earthly passion as the holy radiance of the sun
does the glimmering and fesble phosphorescance of the glow-
worm. His * Morte d’Arthur’ is in the same majestic vein,
The ‘Sensitive Plant ' of Shelley is in the same sublime spixit.
Nor, if the passionate poems of Byron excite more intensely
& greater number of readers than either the * (Enone,” or the
‘Bensitive Plant,’ does this indisputable fact prove anything
more than that the majority of mankind are more susceptible
of the impulses of passion than of the impressions of beauty |
Beadera do exist, however, and always will exist, who, to
hearts of maddening fervour, unite in perfection the sontiment
of the besutiful—that divine sixth sense whick ia yeb so
faintly understool—that sense which phrenology has at-
tempted to embody in its organ of idealiiy—that sense which
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is the basis of all Cousin’s dreams-that sense which speaks
of Gop through His purest, if not His sole attribute—which
proves, and which alone proves His existence,

“To readers such ag m—md only o such as these—
must be left the decision of what the true Poesy ia. And
these—with no hesitation—will decide that the origin of
Postry lies in a thirst for a wilder Beauty than Earth supplies
—that Poetry itself is the imperfect effort to quench this im.
mortal thirst by novel combinations of beautiful forms (col-
locations of forms), physical or spiritual, and that this thirst
when even partially allayed—this sentiment when even feebly
meeting response—produces emotion to which all other human
emotions are vapid and insignificant.

“'We ghall now be fully understood. If, with Coleridge,
and, however erring at times, his was precisely the mind fitted
to demda 8 question such as this—if, with him, we reject

from the true—from the pure postry—if we reject
even passion—if we discard as feeble, 88 unworthy the high
pirituality of the theme {which has its origin in a.sense of
the God.head), if we dismiss even the nearly divine emotion
of human love—that emotion which, merely fo name, causes
the pen to tremble—with how much greater reason shall we
diamiss all else? And yet there are men who would mingle
with the angust theme the merest questions of expediency—
the cant topics of the day—the doggerel msthetics of the
time—who wonld trammel the soul in its flight to an ideal
Helusion, by the quirks and quibbles of chopped logie. There
are men who do this—Ilately there are a set of men who make
a practice of doing this—and who defend it on the score of
the advancement of what they suppose to be ¢ruth. Truthis,
in its own easegce, sublime ; but her loftiest su'blmnty,
derived from man's clouded a.nd erratic reason, is valueless—
is ig uiterly ineffective when ht into compari-
son with the unerring ssnse of which we ; yet grant this
truh to be ell which its seekers and womhippers pretend—
they forget that it is not truth, per ss, which is made their
thesis, but an argumentation, often maudlin and tie,
always shallow and unsatisfactory (as from the mere inadapla-
tion of the vehicle it must be) by which this frufh, in casual
end indeterminate glimpaes, is, or {8 nof, rendered manifest.”
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After pointing out the matters in which he deemed
Horne had departed from the proper standard—the
stendard which bhe, Poe, assumed to be the true one—
he concluded by acknowledging that *Orion” * will
be admitted by every man of genius fo be one of
the noblest, if not the very noblest, poetical works of
the age. Its defects are trivial and conventional; its
beauties intrinsic and supreme.”

Consequent, apparently, upon this critique, some
correspondence took place betwean the two poets.
“ During a certain period of Poe's * troubled civeurn-
stances,” writes Horne, “he wrote to me, I being then
in London, and inclosed a manuscript, saying that he
had singled me out, though personally a stranger, to
ask the friendly service of handing a certain story to
the editor of one of the magezines, with a view, of
course, to some remifttance. Without weiting to read
the story I replied at omoe that I considered his
application to me a great compliment, and that I would
certainly do the best I could in the business,. But
when I read the story, my heart of hope sank within
me: it was‘ The SBpectacles,” I tried several magazines,
not an editor would touch it. In vain I represented
the remarkeble fact with which the.old lady, under
the very trying fask she had set herself, did, neverthe-
less, maintain her female delicacy and dignity. I met
with nothing beyond a deaf ear, an uplifted eyebrow,
or the ejaculations of a gentlemen pretending to feel
quite shocked. It may be that false modesty, and
social, as well as religious, hypocrisy, are the con-
comifant and counferpart of our present equivocal

sﬂ'sﬂdgu Allan Poe, A Memorial Volume. Baltimore, 1877, pp
» 93
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state of civilisation; but if T were not an Englishman,
it is more than probable I should sy that those
qualities were more glaringly conspicuous in England
than in any other country.” No comment is needed
here upon the fact that any imagination could be dis-
covered s0 ultraprurient, and utterly ridiculous, as to
perceive anything contrary to the most rigid and puri-
tenic delicacy in the playful, but not very powerful,
badinage of * The Spectacles.”

One day in April of this yeat, 1844, the good folks
of New York were startled by a jeuw desprii, or hoax, on
the subject of Ballooning, and Poe was the author,
The Sunm, in which this amusing sally eppeared, had
already a reputation for information not elsewhere
obtainable, in consequence of its publication .of the
notorious “Moon Hoax” erticle,* when one morning
its readers—and their number increased that day with
much celerity—were astounded by reading the follow-
ing wonderful communication :—

# ApTouNDiwe NEws BY Exprmss, via NORFOLK !

“ THR ATLANTIO ORGESED IN THREE Davs!!
#“figyar Terower or Mr. Mowck Marox’s FrLrmve
Macame I]

% Arvival ot Sullivan’s Island, near Charleston, 8.0, of
Mr. Mason, My, ‘Robert Holland, Mr. Henson, Mr. Harrs-
son Atnsworth, and jfour others, in the Steering Balloon,
¢ Vicdoria, affer a passaga of seventy-fve hours from Land
to Land! Full Particdars of the Voyage!”

This wonderful record of unparalleled sdventure
was originally published, as its concocter, indeed, con-
fessed, “ with the preceding heading in magnificent
capitals, well interspersed with notes of admirstion,

* Vide pp. 97-100.
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as & metter of fact, in the New York Sun, a daily
newspaper, and therein fally subserved the purpose
of creating indigestible aliment for the quidnumes
during the few hours intervening befween a conple of
the Charleston mails, The rush for the ‘scle paper
which had the pews’ was something beyond even
the prodigious; aud, in fact, if (a8 some assert) the
‘Victoria’ déd not absolutely accomplish the voyage
recorded, it will be difficult to assign a reason why
she should not have accomplished it.”

Awn & feu d'egprit, this trick on public credulity was
a splendid success, but such jests are scarcely the class
of productions one would desire to obtein from & poetis
genius, Doubtless, for the immediate needs of the hour,
these clever impositions paid their author much better
than did the best of his poems, whilst they also fur-
nished more ample food for his cravings for reputation,
and his insatiable love of hoaxing. Poe's readers and
admirers must, in point of fact, always be upon their
guanl sagainst his inveterate habit of attempting to
gauge their gnllibility ; his passion for this propensity
frequently led him into indulging in the practice
when least expected—into giving way to the desire of
befooling his readers when apperently most in earnest,

In the same month as “The Balloon Hoax,” Godey
published in his Zady's Book, a Literary magasine of
Philedelphis, “ A Tale of the Bagged Mountains” It
wes one of its author’s favourite stories, and the scene
of it is laid in the viainity where his college days were
spent, that is to 83y, in the meighbourhood of Char-
lottesville. Taken in cornection with mesmeric
theories—and at this period Pos appears to have been
investigating such theories with the most steadfast
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interest—this tale is a singular manifestation, but,
beyond some Pofsque traits of thought and diction,
contains nothing very remarkable. The Death Fetch,
Doppelginger, and similar dual creations of superstition
have always been numerous enough in literature, and
this revivification, although treated in a suggestively
original manner, calls for no lengthy comment. Per-
baps, when Poe’s own habits are considered, and his
love of mystification fully allowed for, the most in-
teresting passages in the tale will be found in these
allugions to its hero's use of drugs :—* His imagination
was aingularly vigorous and creafive ; and no doubt it
derived additional force from the habitnal use of
morphine, which he swallowed in great quantity, and
withont which he would bave found it impossible to
exist. It was his practice to take e very large dose
of it immediately after breskfast each morning—or
rather, immediately after a enp of strong coffee, for he
ate nothing in the forencon-—end then set forth elons,
or attended only by a dog, upon a long ramble. . . .
In the meantime,” that is to eay, after some hours
walking, “the morphine had its customary effect—
that of enduing all the external world with an intensity
of interest. In the quivering of a leaf—in the hue
of a blade of grass—in the shape of & trefoll—in the
humming of a bee—in the gleaming of a dewdrop—
in the breathing of the wind—in the faint odours that
came from the forest—there came & whole mniverss
of suiggestion—a gay and motley train of rhapsodical
and immethodical thought.”

Scarcely any original composition i8 again discar-
nible until the end of the year. A review, alrcady
alluded to, in Z%s Pioneer, and the queintly beautiful
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verses, “ Dreamland,” published in the June number
of Graham's, are all we can trace before the following
September. The poem is replete with words—thoughts
——aoxpressions—that have appeared again, and again,
in others of their author’s poems, but is, nevertheless,
most idiosyncratic and original. Those who have thus
far followed Poe’s “route, obscure and lonely,” need
not; ask who is “ the traveller " that
 Meaty aghast

fSheeted Memories of tha Past—

Shrouded forms that start and sigh

As they pass the wanderer by—

‘White-robed forms of friends long given,
In sgony, to the Earth—and Heaven.”

“The Oblong Box” appeared in Godey's Zady's
Book for Seplember. If is a tale of no particular merit,
for Poe, and is chiefly remarkable for some somewhat
curions mental analyses, In this same month the
New Mirror perished, and with it, of course, the un-
fortunate poet’s chief, although slender, source of
livelihood. Thoroughly adrift, something decided had
now to be done, and done at once. A living was not
to be had, apparently, from literature in Philadelphia,
and the eonclusion was arrived ef, probably through
some intimation from Willis, to seek New York once
more, :
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CHAPTER XIV.
NEW YORK ONCE MORE.

Epair Pog’s reputation had already preceded him to
New York, where, indeed, the publications of N. P.
Willis, and other literary correspondents and friends,
had kept his name for some time before the public,

“ Qur first knowledge of Mr. Poe’s removal to this
city,” says Willis,* “ was by & 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 npon herself The counte-
nance of this lady, made beautiful and saintly by an
evidently complete giving up of her life to privation
and sorrowful tenderness, her gentle and mournful
voice urging its plea, her long-forgotien but habitually
and unconsciously refined manners, and her appealing
yet appreciative mention of the claims and abilities of
her son, disclosed at once the presence of one of thess
angels npon earth thet women in adversity can be,
It was o hard fate that she was watching over. My,
Pos 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

* Howe Jowrnal, Saturday, October 13, 1349,
0
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wife, frequently in want of the merest necossities of
].ife”

The immediate result of that interview with Mrs,
Clemm is not told; but, eventually, Edgar Pos was
engaged as sub-editor on the Bvening Mirror. Willis,
writing to his former partner Morris,* when called
upon to make some remarks respecting his acquaint-
ance with the deceased poet, says, in langnege that
would give greater gratification were it a little less

self-glorifying :—

" “Inour harassing and exhausting daye of ¢ daily ’ editor-
ship, Boe, for & long éums, was ourasaistant—the constant and
indlt:,skrious oocupant of a desk in our office. . , . Poo came
to us quite incidentally, neither of us having been personally
aoquainted with him fil that time ; and his position towards
us, and connection with va, of course unaffected by claims of
previons friendship, were a fair average of his general inter-
course and impressions, As he was & man who never smiled,
and never said & propitiatory or deprecating word, we were
not likely to have been seized with any sudden partiality or
wayward caprice in his favour.

* I ghould preface my avowal of an almost reverencs for the
man, 88 I knew him, by reminding the reader of the strange
double, common to the presence and magnetism of & man of
genius, the mysterious electricity of mind. . . .

“It was rather a step downward, after being the chief
editor of several monthlies, as Poe had been, o come into
the office of & daily journal as & mechanical paragraphist, It
waa his businees to sit at a desk, in a corner of the editorial
room, ready to be called upon for any of the miscellatieous
work of the day; yet yon remember how ahsolutaly and how
good-humouredly ready he was for any suggestion; how
punctually and industrionsly reliabie in the following out of
the wish once expressed ; how cheerful and present-minded
his work when he might excusably have been so letless and
abstracted. We loved the man for the entireness of fidelity

* From Idlewild, October 17, 1850,
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with which he served us. When b left us, we were very
reluctant to part with him,”

Aguip, in the letter to the Home Journal slready
refermdto Willis says :—

" Poo was employed by us, for severa! months, as critic
and sub-editor, 'This was our first personal aequaintance
with him, Ho resided with his wife and mother at
Fordham,* u fow 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 ordinury
irregularity, we were led by common report to expect a very
ca attention to his duties,and, occegionally, a soene of
umu:nd difficalty. Time went on, however, and hs was
invarisbly punctusl and industricus. ~With his pale,
beautiful, and intellectual face, 88 & reminder of what gemius

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 foo deep in & criticism, or that be
would erase a passage coloured too highly with his resentments
against socisty end mankind, he readily and courteously
assented—far more yielding than most men, we thought, on
points 8o excusably sensitive. With a prospect of taking the
lead in another periodical, he, ab last, voluntarily gave up his
employment with us, and, through all this considerabls
period, we had ssen but one presentment of the man—a quiet,
patient, industrious, and most gentlemanly person, command-
ing the utmost and good feeling by his unvarying
deportment and ability,”

This characterisation of the poet is not of much im-
portance, save that it affords another link in the chain
of evidencs as to Poe's general behaviour. Mr. Willis's
fondness for patronising his betters is somewhat ludi-
crous, and he quite forgeta to remark thet the profits of
his grandiloquent paper scarcely sufficed to pay Ade

* Thin is n mintake s Poe did not remove to Fordham until 1846,
-~ HL
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“critic and sub-editor” an Aonorarium large enough fo
keep body and spirit together. Poe's contributions to
the Evening Mirror were not great either in quality or
quentity, and soon efter his resignation of his poat
npon it, the paper passed from Messrs. Willis and
Morris into the hands of new propristors, At first,
beyond those of a “mechanical paregraphist,” Poe's
duties in his new position had not celled for much
aetivity. In October he appears to have resumed his
translations from the French, and to have continmed
them in the eolumns of this paper for several months,
but it is not untdl the beginuing of the following
January that any original writing therein can be traced
to his pen,

Meanwhile, in Godey’s magazine for November, waa
-publighed his tale, “Thoun Art the Man,"—one of the
most conventionsl of his fictions ; and in the Seuthern
Literary Messenger for December, a caustic satire on
the “Mutual Admiration Society ” system among
editors, entitled “The Literary Life of Thingum Bob,
Esq,, late Editor of the Goosetherumyfoodle.” More im-
portant than these were the initial papers of “Mar-
ginalia,” contributed to the Democratic Review, during
the last two months of the year. From the introduc-
tion to these pungent, pithy, paragraphs, which were
continued in the pages of various publications up to
the very day of their author's death, and which,
despite their idiosynerstic powers, have not yet all
been collected — these sentences may be Afittingly
reproduced :—

“In gotting my books I have bean always solicitous of an
ample margin ; this not so much through any love of the
thing in itselt, however agrecable, as for the facility it affords
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me of pencilling suggesied thoughts, agreements, and differ-
opinion, or brief crifical comments in general, ‘Where

what T have fo note is too much to be included within the

narrow limits of a margin, I commit it fo a slip of paper, and

deposit it belwesn the leaves ; taking care to secure it by an
tible portion of gum tragacanth paste,

“ Al] this may be whim ; it may be not only a very hack-
neyed, but 8 very idle practice, yeb I persist in it still ; and
it affords me pleasure—which ig profit, in despite of M,
Bentham with Mr. Mill on his back.

% This making of notes, however, is by no means the mak-
ing of mere memorandu—a custom which has its disadvan-
tages, beyond doubt. *Cb que je mels sur papier, mays
Bernsrdin de Bt. Plerre, ‘jo remels de ma mémoire, & par

Jo Poublia ;> and, in fact, if you wish to forget
anything on the spot, make a note that this thing is io be
remembered.

“Butb the y inal jottings, done with no eye to
the Hemnmng:!nfl Bm » distinet complexion, and not,
only & distinct purpose, but nome ab all; this it ia which
imparts fo them a value, They have s rank somewhat‘above
the chance and desultory comments of Literary chit-chat-—for
thess latter are nob unfrequently *talk for talk’s sake,” hurried
out of the mouth; while the marginalis are deliberately
pencilled, becanse the mind of the reader wishes to unburthen
iteelf of & thought—however flippant—however silly—how-
ever trivial—etill a thought indeed, not merely 8 thing that
might have been a thought in {ime, and under more favour-
able cireurastances. In the marginalia, too, we talk only to
ourselves ; we therefore talk freshly——boldly—originaliy—
with abandonnement — without conceit—much after the
fashion of Jeremy Taylor, and Sir Thomas Browns, and Sir
William Temple, dnd the anatomical Burton, and that most
logical analogist Butler, and some other people of the old day,
who were too full of their matter to have any room for their
manner, which being thus left out of question was a capital
mapner indeed—e model of manners, with a richly marginallio
air, The cirenmsaription of space, too, in these pencillings,
has in it something more of advantage than inconvenience,
It compels us (whatever diffuseness of idea wo may clandes-
tinely enteriain) info Montesquien-iem, into Tacitns-ism
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“ During a rainy affernoon, not long ago, being ir & mood
too listless for econiinuous study, I sought relief from ennuiin
dipping here and there at random among the volumes of my
library—no very large one certainly, but sufficiently miscel-
laneous, and, I flatter myself, not a little racherché.

@ Perhaps it was what the Germans call the ¢ brain-scatter-
ing’ humour of the moment ; but, while the picturesqueness
of the numerous pencil-scratches arrested my attention, their
helter-skelteriness of commentary amused me. I found my-
palf at length forming & wish that it had been some other
hand than my own which had so bedevilled the books, and
fancying that, in such case, I might have derived no incon-
giderable pleasure from turning them over. From this the
transition-thought (as Mr. Lyell, or Mr. Murchison, or Mr.
Featherstonhaugh would have it) was natural enough—there
might be something even in my soribblings which, for the
mere sake of scribbling, would have interest for others.

¥ The main diffteulty respected the mode of transferring the
potes from the volumes—the context from the fext—without
detriment to that exceedingly frail fabric of intelligibility in
which the context was imbedded. With all appliences to
boot, with the printed pages at their back, the commentaries
were too often like Dodona’s oracles—or those of Lycophron
Tenebrosus—or the essays of the pedant’a pupils in Quintillian,
which were ‘necessarily excellent, since even he {the pedant)
found it impossible to comprehend them :* what, then, would
become of it——this context—if transferred—if translatedt
Would it not rather be draduif e(dhaducod) which is the French
synonyme, or overzeest (turned topsy-turvy) which is the
Dutch one?

“Y concluded at length to put extensive faith in the scumen
and imagination of the reader—this as a genersl rule, But,
in some instances, where even faith would not remove moun-
taina, there seemed no safer plan than so to remodel the note
24 fo convey at least the ghost of & conception as to what it
was all sbout. 'Where, for such conception, the text itself
was absolutely necessary, I could quote it ; where the title of
the book commented upon was indispensable, I conld name
it In short, like a novel-hero dilemma'd, T made up my mind
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‘to be guided by circumstances’ in defsult of more satis-
factory ruloe of conduct,

% As for the multitudinons opinion expressed in the sub-
joined farrago—es for my present assent to all, or dissent
from any portion of it—as fo the poseibility of my having in
some instances altered my mind—or &e fo the impossihility
of my not having sltered it oftan—thess are points upon
which I say nothing, hecanse upon these there can be nothing
cleverly said, It may be 88 well to observe, however, that
just as the goodness of your true pun js in the direct ratio of
its intolerability, so is nonsense the essential sense of the
Marginal Note.”

Following this introduction are various specimens
of Poe’s ideas, grave and gay, on all kinds of topics.
The puns and jests are no better than such light ware
is generally, but his opinions on cerfain books and
their authors, and on some of the arts and sciences,
deserve preservation, Music is & frequent theme with-
him, for of music he was a passionate devotee, and a
capable student. Speaking in commendatory terms of
the late H. F. Chorley, he says, “ But the philosophy of
musio i3 beyond his depth, and of its physics he, un-
questionably, hes no conception. By the wey,” he
adds, “of all the so-called scientific musicians, how
meny may we suppose cognisant of the acovefic facts
and mathematicel deductions? To be sure, my ac-
quaintance with eminent composers is quite limited ;
but I have never met one who did not stare and say
‘ves; ‘no, ‘hum!’ ‘ha!’ ‘eh?’ when I mentioned
the mechaniam of the Siréne, or made ellusion to the
oval vibrations at right angles.”

A lengthy note is devoted to a presumed omission
in all the Bridgewater ftreatises, in their failure to
notice “ the great idiosyncrasy in the Divine system of
adaptation — that idiosyncrasy which stamps the
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adaptation as Divine, in distinction from that
which is the work of merely human constructive-
ness. I speak,” he asserts, “of the complete mau-
olity of adaptation” and then proceeds to furnish
examples, needless to cite here, concluding in draw-
ing a contrast between human and divine inventions,
“the plots of God are perfect. The Universe is &
plot of God.”

Referring to his favourite suthor, Dickens, he re-
marks that his “serious (minor) compositions have
been lost in the blaze of his comic reputation. One
of the most forcible things ever written,” he opines,
“is a ghort story of his, celled ‘The Black Veil;’a
strangely-pathetic and richly-imaginative production,
replete with the loftiest tragic power.” That Dickens's
head must puzzle the phrenologists then cecurs to him,
for in it, he observes, “the organs of ideality are
small; and the conclusion of the ¢ Curicsity Shop’ is
more truly ideal (in both phrenclogical senses) than
any composition of equal length in the English lan-
m-’.

Some ideas are then hazarded as to the treatment
to be awarded dunces; “where the gentler sex is con-
corned,” says the chivalrous poet, “there seems but
one course for the critic—epeak if you can commend ;
be silent, if not” Frequently his opinions run
- counter to those of the immense majority of his re-
publican brethren, as in the note, “The sense of high
birth is a morel force whose value the democrats are
never in condition to caloulate: ‘ Pour savolr co qu'est
Diou, says the Baron de Bielfeld, ‘d! faul dire Diew
méme!” His views and reviews of things in general,
as set forth in these original and entertaining Margin-
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alis, supply ample literary food for interest and ima-
gination, but scarcely need lemgthy notice in their
author’s biography, albsit they open many unsuspected
sidelights upon the darker recesses of his mental story.
‘When, for instance, he declares, “I am far more than
helf-gerious in all that I have ever said about manu-
seript, as affording indication of character,” we feel that
he is really confiding in us, s also in the sequence,
“I by no means shrink from acknowledging that I
act, hourly, upon estimates of character derived from
chirography.” “How many good hooks suffer neglect:
through the inefficiency of their beginnings” is a
thonght, indeed, likely to have been in the mind of
him who inveriably acts nup fo his advice here given,
of “at all risks, let there be a few vivid sentences,
tmprimis, by way of the electric bell to the telegrypph.”
A large portion of his misfortunes—the rdle of critic
he was compelled to play being really compulsory—
are suggested by the assertion that “a man of genius,
if not permiited to choose his own subject, will do
worse, in letters, than if he had talents none at all
And here how imperatively is he controlled!” *To be
sure | exclaimed Poa, “ he can write to suit himself, but
in the same manner his publishers print” Whilst the
accusation in the following paragraph is too surely
pointed o be teken for any one else than self-reference :
—*1t is the curse of & certain order of mind, thaf it
can never rest satisfied with the conscionsness of its
ability to do a thing. 8till less is it content with
doing it. It must both kmow and show how it was
done.”

With 1845 was insugurated the most brilliant
epoch of Poe's literary career, although the continually
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incressing weakness of his wife flung a cloud of gloom
over its brightness. In The Gift for the new year
eppeared “ The Purloined Letter,” the last of the famous
detective trilogy, of which the “ Rue Morgue” and
“ Marie Roget ” mysteries form parts, The three tales
should always be read in conjunction with one another,
because, although published separately, and each com-
plete in itself, the one is but & sequence of the analytic
reagoning of the other, and all are but varied examples
of the futility of over acuteness, or rather cunring,
when opposed by extraordinary combinations, or by
the calenlations of geniu.

On Janvary 4th was published the first number
of & new periodical, entitled The Broadway Journal,
“It was not until No, 10 that I had anything to do
with this journal as editor,” is Poe’s endorsement upon
our copy, but from its commencement he wrote for it.
To the first, and the following number, he contributed a
review of Mrs, Browning’s “ Drama of Exile and other
Poems,” and, whilst not forgetful of his critical seve-
rities, he found enough in the work fo call forth his
most enthusiastic admiration and poetic sympathy.
That she bad, even then, done more in poetry than
any woman, living or dead, was & decision Poe conld
not fail to arrive at ; neither was he singular nor original
in deeming that she had “surpassed all her poetical
contemporaries of either sex, with a single exception,”
that exception being Tennyson. Whet Mrs. Browning
thought of her transatlantic reviewer’s strictures on her
presumed want of due knowledge of the mechanism of
verse may be gathered from this extract out of a letter
to Mr. Horne :—
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% Mr, Poe seems to me in a great mist on the subject of
metre, You yourself have ekipped all the philosophy of the
subject in your excellent treatise on ¢Chaucer Modernised,’
and you shut your ears when I fried o dun you about it one
day. Bub Chaucer wrote on precisely the same principles
{etornal principles) as the Greek poeta did, I beliove, unalfer-
ably; and you, who are a musician, ought to have sung it
ont loud in the ears of the public There ia no ‘pedantic
verbiage’ in Longinus, But Mr. Poe, who atiributes the
¢ (Edipus Colonoa' to Hischylus (vde review on me), site
somewhat loosely, probably, on his classica.”

Poe, certainly, was not & profound Gresk scholar;
but he had been to classical schools, and was & well-
read man, and could not, therefore, have ascribed the
dramas of Sophocles to Aschylus, save in a fit of
oblivious haste, such as, indeed, the somewhat in-
volved nature of the passage in question suggests must:
heve been the case in this instance. .

4 critigue on N, P, Willis constituted Poe’s sole con-
tribution to the third number of the Broadway Journdl,
and it contained nothing very original or striking, but
was chiefly occupied by an elaborate discussion s to the
boundaries between Fancy and Imagination, travelling
over much the same ground that had been traversed
five years previously, in a review of Moore's poefry.

On the 2gth of January the first published version
of Poe's poetic chef dauvre, the far-famed “ Raven,”
appeared in the Fvening Airror, with these introductory
words by Willis;—

“We are permitted to copy, (in advance of publication,)
from the eecond No. of the Americom Review, the following
remarkable poem by Edgar Poe. In our opinion, it is the
most effective single example of * fugitive poetry’ ever pub-
lighed in this country; and unsurpassed in English postry
for subtle conception, masterly ingenuity of versification, and



220 “Alliteration's Ariful Aid.”

consistent sustaining of imaginative lift. . . . It is one of
those ¢ dainties bred in a book,’ which we feed on. It will
stick o the memory of everybody who reads it.”

This publicstion with the author’s name, and the
immediate reproduction of the poem in the journals
of nearly every town in the United States, prevented
any attempt at concealment, had Poe really thought to
make one. Certain it is that * The Raven” appeared
in the American Review for February, aa by “ Quarles,”
preceded by the following note, the inspiration, evi-
dently, of the poet himself :—

#The following lines from a corrsspondent, hesides the
deep quaint strain of the sentiment, and the curious intro-
duction of some ludicrons touches amidst the serious and im-
preseive, as was doubtloss intended by the author—appear to
us one ‘of the most felicitous specimens of unique rhyming
which has for some time met our eya The resources of
English rhythm for varisties of melody, measure, and sound,
producing corresponding diversities of effect, have been
thoroughly studied, much more perceived, by very fow poets
in the language, While the classic tongues, espocially the
Groeek, possess, by power of accent, several advantages for
versification over our own, chiefly through greater abundance
of spondaic feet, we bave ofher, and very great advantages of
sound, by the modern usage of rhyme. Alliteration is nearly
the only effect of that kind which the ancients had in common
with us. It will bo seen that much of the melody of ¢ The
Raven ” arises from alliteration, and the studious use of eimi-
lar sounds in unusual places. In regard to its measure, it
may be noted, that if all the verses were like the second, they
mlght properly be placed merely in short lines, ucing &
not uncommon form ; bntthspresencemalltﬁeothmof
one line—moetly the second in the verse—which flows con-
tinnously, with only an aspirate pause in the middle, like
that baiore the ahurt line in the g:pphm Adonio, while the
fitth bas at the middle psuse no similarity of sound with any
patt beaide, give the versification an entirely different effeck
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We oould wish the eapacities of our nohle language, in
prosody, were better understood.”

No single “fugitive” poem ever caused such a
Juror; in the course of a few weeks it spread over
the whole of the United States, calling into existence
parodies and imitations innumerable, and, indeed, creat-
ing quite & literature of its own; it carried its author’s
name and fame from shore to shore, inducing veritable
posts in other lands—Iast but mot lemst, Monsieur
Mallarmé, —to attempt to transmute its magical
charms into their tongues; it drew admiring testi-
mony from some of the finest spirits of the age, and,
finally, made Poe the lion of the season. And for
this masterpiece of genius—this poem which hag,
probably, done more for the renown of American
latters than any other single work—it is alleged-that
Poe, then in the heyday of his intellect and reputation,
received the sum of Zen dollars!

Mis. Browning, then Miss Barret, in a letter written
some time after publication of this poem, says: “This
vivid writing !--this power which is felt! ‘The Raven’
hag produced & sensation—a *fit horror’ here in Eng-
land, Some of my friends are taken by the fear of it,
end some by the music. I hear of persons kaunted by
the Nevermore, and one acquaintance of mine, who has
the misfortune of possessing a ‘bust of Pallas,’ never
cen bear to look atb it in the fwilight. Our great poet,
Mr. Browning, author of ‘ Paracelsus’ &o., is enthu-
siagtic in hie admiration of the rhythm,”

Poe himself, although extremely proud of the pro-
found impression “ The Raven * had made on the publie,
had no particular fondness for it, and preferred, far
more, many of his juvenile pieces; they, he conld not
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but feel, were the offspring of inspiration, whilst thia
was but the product of art—of art, of course, control-
ling and controlled by genius. Writing to a favourite
correspondent upon this subject, he remarks :—

“'What you say about the blundering criticiam of ¢the
Hurtford Review man’ s just. For the purposes of poetry it
i quite sofficient that  thing is possible, or af least that
the improbability be not offensively glaring, It is true that
in seversl ways, a8 you say, the lampmight have thrown the
bird’s shadow on the floor. My conception was thet of the
bracket candelabrum affixed against the wall, high up sbove
the door and bust, as is offen seen in the English palaces,
and even in some of the better houses of New York.

% Your objection to the tinkling of the footfalls is far more
pointed, and in the course of composition oceurred so foreibly
to myself that I hesitated to use the term, I finally used if,
because I saw that it Lad, in its first conception, been sug.
gested to my mind by the sense of the supernafural with
which it was, at the moment, filled. No human or physical
foot could tinkle on a soft carpet, therefore, the tinkling of
feet would vividly convey the supernatural impression. This
was tha ides, and it i3 good within itself; but if it fails, (as
I fear it does,) to make iteelf immediately and generally feli,
according to my intention, then in so much is it badly con-
veyed, or exprested,

“ Your appreciation of ‘The Sleeper’ dalights me, In the
higher qualities of poetry it is better than * The Raven ;’ but
thers is not one man in & million who could be brought to
agres with me in this opinion. *The Raven,' of conse, is
far the better ns & work of art; but in the {rue basia of all

art, ‘ The Sleaper’ is the superior. I wiote the latter when

qut'hYuuboyuote,Ithmk, the two best Lines in * The Valley of
Unrest " thos, shot tho pelpitating trees.”

Whence Poe drew the first idea of “The Raven”
is & mnch mooted point. The late Buchanan Read
informed Robert Browning that Poe deseribed to him,
(s.¢., Read,) the whole procesa of the construction of his
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poem, and declared that the suggestion of it lay wholly
in a line from “Lady Geraldine's Courtship: "—

“With & murmurons stir uncertain, in the air the purple
curtain,” &,

This account necessarily involves some misunderstand-
ing: that Poe did derive certain hints, unconscionsly
or otherwise, from Mrs. Browning’s poem cannof be
doubted, ag, for instance, in his parallel line to the
above :—
“And the silken, sad, uncerfain rusling of each purple
curtain ;¥ -
but the germ of “The Raven” is most assuredly dis-
coverable elsewhere, Does not the following explana- .
tion offer more tangible evidence es to its origin than
anything yet published ¢ Does it not, indeed, tear the
veil from the mystery, and prove that the first sugges-
tion was derived from an American theme ?

It has been seen that in 1843 Poe wes writing
for the New Mirror. The number for October 14th
contained some verses entitled “ Isadore,” by Mr. Albert
Pike, & well-known American liftérafenr, Amongst
some introductory remarks by the irrepressible editor,
N, P. Willis, these words occur: *“ We do not under-
stand why we shduld not tell what we chance to know
—that these lines were written after sitting up late
at study—the thought of losing her who slept near
him st his toil having suddenly crossed his mind in
the stillness of midnight” This statement really
establishes a first coincidence between the poems of
Poe and Pike; Loth write a poem lamenting a loat
love, when, in point of fact, neither one nor the other
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had lost either his “Isadore,” or his “lenore,” save
in imagination ; and in his half-hoaxing, half-serious,
“ Philosophy of Composition” Poe states that the
theme adopted for the projected poem was “a lover
lsmenting his deceased mistress.” Far more important,
however, than the sabject of his verse, so he suggests,
wag the effcct to be obtained from the refrain, and in
Mr. Pike's composition the most distinetive—the only
salient—feature is the refrain of  forever, Isadore,” with
which each stanza concludes. A still more remarkable
coincidence follows : in his search for a suitable refrain
Pos would have his to-be-mystified readers believe
that he was irresistibly impelled to select the word
“ Nevermore” Evidently there are plenty of equally
eligible words in the English language—words embody-
ing the long sonorous & in comnection with » as the
most producible consonant; but & perusal of Mr. Pike’s
poem rendered research needless, for not only does the
refrain contain the antithetic word to never, and end
with the -dre syllable, but in one line are found the
words “never,” and ® more,” and in others the words
“no more,” “evermore,” and “forever more "—quite
sufficient, all must admit, for the analytic mind of
Poe.

Thus far the subject, the refrsin, and the word
selected for the refrain, have been easily paralleled,
and over the transmutation of the heroine's name
from Isadore into Lenore no words need be wasted.
In concluding this section of onr argument, it is but
just that some specimen of Mr. Pike’s work should be
shown; two stansas, therefore, of his posm—which
containg gix stanzas fewer than Poe's — shall be
cited +—
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H Thou art loat to me forever—I have lost thee, Tzadore,—
Thy head will never rest upon my loyal bosom more.
Thy tender eyes will never more gaze fondly into mine,
Nor thine arms around me lovingly, and trostingly entwine.
Thou art lost to me forever, Isadors,

“My footsteps through the rooms resonnd all eadly and
forlore ;
The garish ;un shines flsuntingly upou the unswept floor ;
The mocking-bird atill sita and sings s melancholy straia,
For my heart is like 2 heavy cloud that overflows with rain.
Thox art lest to me forever, Isadore.”

Mr. Pike's metre and rhythm are, as might be
expected, very much less dexterously mamaged than
Poe's, although the snfention wes evidently to produce
on effect similar to that afterwards carried ouf in
“The Raven;” but the irregularities are so eccentric
that one sees that the prototyps poem was that of &
writer unable to get beyond the intention—one unac-
quainted with metyical laws. “Of course, I pretend to
no originality in either the rhythm, or the metre of
*The Raven,’ " said Poe, adding, “ what originality ¢ The
Raven,’ has, is in their” (the forms of verse employed)

“ combination info stanza, nothing even remotely ap-
proaching this combination has ever been attempted.”

Bat “ Isadore ” contains no allusion to the “ ghastly
grim and ancient Raven,” unless its “melancholy
burden” be shadowed forth by the “melancholy
strain ” of “the mocking-bird” Whenee, then, did
Poe import his sable auxiliary, the pretext, as he tells
us, for the natural repetition of the zefrain? * Natu-
rally, a parrot, in the first instance, suggested itself,”
he remarks, and as a favowrite work with him was
Gresset’s chef d'@uvre, it is not improbable that & remi-
niscence of “Ver-Vert "—not “ Vert-Vert,” as many

P
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persist in miscalling that immortal bird—may have
given him the first hint, but that it was in “ Barnaby
Rudge” he finally found the needed fowl seems clear
tous, Upon the conclusion of that story Poe, refer-
ring to & prospective review he had formerly published
of it,* called attention to certain points he deemed
Dickens bad failed to make: the raven therein, for
instance, he considered, “ might have been made more
than woe now see it, & portion of the conception of the
fantastic Barnaby, Its croakings might bave been
prophetically heard in the course of the drama. It
character might have performed, in regard to that of
the idiot, much the same part as does, in music, the
accompaniment in respect to the air” Here, indeed,
beyond question, is seen shadowed forth the poet’s
own raven gnd its duty.

A few additional links in the chair may be added.
The story following Mr., Pike's verses in the New
Mirror contains, many fimes repeated, the unusual
nsme of “Eulalia” Till the eppeerance of “The
Raven,” for several years Poe had published but one
new poem, “ Dreamland,” yet in the following July
appeared—in The American Review—his “ Eulalie,” a
poem which, in many passages, closely resembles
“Isadore” Thus, Mr, Pike speaks of *thy sweet eyes
radiant,” and Poe, in “ Eulalis,” of “the eyes of the
radiant girl” Mr. Pike says

Which thou didst lovingly uptur wil;{lfpaﬁ:,eand trastial gazs,®
and Poe, “dear Eulslie upturns her matron eye;”
and, be it noted, the geze of both is wpiurned to the

* Pide p. 139,
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moon, There are other points of resemblance between
the poems, needless to advert to here, as the genesis of
“The Raven” is now, it is presumed, satisfactorily
and unanswerebly expounded,

. This wonderful piece of poetic mechenism under-
went, a3 did, indeed, vearly ell of Poe's work, several
alterations and revisions after its first publication.
The very many more minute of these variations do
not call for uotice here, but the change made in the
Jatter half of the eleventh stanza, from the original
reading of—

“ 8o, when Hope he would adjure,
Stern Despair returnsd, instead of the sweet Hope he dared
e That sad enswer, © Novermore *'—

to its present masterly roll of melancholy musxe, is
too radical to be passed by unnoted.

Poe’s reputetion now rested upon a firm basis,
His society was sought for by the dife of American
society, and the best houses of New York were ready
to proffer a hearty welcome to him who stood even yet on
the brink of poverty, dogged by all its attendant demons,
“Although he had beern connected with some of the
leading magazines of the day,” remarks Mrs. Whit-
men, “and had edited for s time with greai ability
several successful periodicals, his literary reputation at
the North had been comparatively limited until his
removal to New York, when he became personally
known to a large circle of authors and literary people,
whose interest in his writings was manifestly enhanced
by the perplexing anomalies of his character and by
the singular magnetism of his prosence.” But it was not
until the publication of his poetic chef d'wuors that he
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becams & society lion,. When “The Raven ” appeared,
aa this same lady records, Poe one evening electrified
the company assembled at the house of an accom-
plished postess in Waverley Place—where & weekly
réundon of artists and men of letters was held—by the
recitation, at the request of his hostess, of the wonder-
ful poem,

No longer merely a somewhat-to-be-dreaded reviewer
but now & famous man, it became necessary io include
the poet in the biographical critical laudations of “ Qur
Contribators,” published from time to time in Grakam's
Magazine. “Edgar Allan Poe” formed the seventeenth
article in the series of American lierats, so lowly had
his merits been gauged, and to James Russell Lowell
was intrusted the task of adjudicating upon his claims
to a niche in the Pantheon. In many respects
Lowell's critiqus, published in February 1845, is the
best yet given upon certain characteristics of Poe's
gening, and although the estimate formed of his
poetic precocity is overdrawn, being founded upon
incorrect dafe,—and although the reviewer evidently
lacks sympathy with the reviewed-—with the admirable
analysis of our poet's tales, it would be difficult to find
feult. In this article, as originally published—and it
may be remarked that it has since been greatly revised—
Professor Lowell, after styling Poe “the most discrimi-
nating, philosophical, and fearless critic upon lmagma
tive works who has written in America,” proceeds to
qualify his remerks by adding : —

He might be, rather then he always és, for he seems some-
times to mistake his phial of prossicacid for his inkstand, If
we do not always agree with him in his premises, we are, at
leaet, satiafied that his dedustions are logical, and that we are
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reading the thoughts of a man who thinks for himself, and
says what he thinks, and knows well what he is!talking
about. . . . We do not know him personally, but we suspect
him for & man who has one or two pet prejudices on which
he prides himself. These sometimes allure him out of the
striet path of crificism, but, where they do nol interfere, we
would put almost entire confidence in his judgmenta Had
Mr, Poe the control of a magezine of his own, in which
to display his critical abilities, he would have been a8 auto-
eratic, ere this, in Americs, as Professor Wilson hes besn in
England ; and his eriticisms, we are sure, would have been
far more profound and philosophical than those of the
Secotchman,”

With reference to the poet’s career apart from liter-
ature, Professor Lowell observes that * Remarkable
experiences are usnally confined to the inrer life of
imaginative men, but Mr. Poe's biography displays a
vicissitude and peculiarity of interest such as is rarely
met with,” and he thereupon furnishes a short résumd
of hig hero’s adventures. Of Poe's powers as a writer
of fiction he remarks :-—

“Tn his tales, he has chosen %o exhibit hie powem chiefly
in that dim region which strefohes from the very utmost
limits of the probable inte the weird eomfines of superstition
and unreality. He combines in & vary remarkable manner
two faculties which are seldom found united ; a power of
influencing the mind of the reader by the impalpable shadows
of mystery, and & minutences of detail which does not leave
& pin, or & button annoticed. . . . Even his mystery is mathe-
matical to his own mind. To him 2 isa known quality. . . .
However vague some of his figures may seem, however form-
loss the shadows, to him the outline is as clear and distinet
a8 that of a geometrical diagram, For this reason Mr, Poe
hae no sympathy with mystictsm. The mystic dwells i the
mystery, is enveloped with it ; it colours all his thoughts. . . .
Mr. Pos, on the other hand, is a spectator ab axvird He
analysea, he dissects, he watches

—“with an eys serene
The very pulse of the machine,’



230 The Master of a Classic Style.

for auch it practically is o him, with wheels and cogs and
piston-rods all working to produce a certain end. It ie this
that makes him so good a critic, Nothing baulks him, or
throws him off the scent, except now and then a prejudice.

# A monomania he paints with great power. He loves
fo dissect these cancers of the mind, and to tmace all the
subtle ramifications of its roots. In raising imeges of horror,
also, he has & strange success ; conveying to us sometimes
by 8 dusty hint some terrible douh? which is the secret of
all horror. He leaves to imegination the task of finishing
the picture, a task to which only ehe is compatent :—

i ¢ For mueh jmagi work was there;
G i - o,
Gripp'd in an armed hand ; himlﬁ:ﬁind,
‘Was loft umseen, save to the aye of mind.' "

Professor Lowell, alluding fo the highly finished and
classical form of Poe’s writings, refers, as en example
of his style, to “The Fell of the House of Usher,”
remarking, “ It has & singular charm for us, and we
think that no one could read it without being strongly
moved by its sereze end sombre beauty. Had its
author written nothing else, it would alons have been
enough to stamp him as & man of genius, and the
master of a classic style In this fale ocours one
of the most beautiful of his poems”, .. (¢4, “ The
Haunted Palace”)—* we know no moderz post who
might not have been justly proud of it.”

The publication of “ The Raven” gave an immediate
impetus fo Poe’s activity, and aided him to dispose of
the result of his Iabours; the press teemed with his
work. The Februery number of Godey's magazine
eontained his “ Thousand and Second Tale of Schehera-
zade,” a satiric story made up chiefly of odds and ends
of scientific wonders, and supposed to relate the ulti-
mate fate of the vizier's daughter, to whom all the
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tales in “The Arabian Nights” are ascribed. The
poet’s love of hidden hoaxing is well exemplified by
the names of the personages in this little romance; for
ingtance, the heroine is “ Scheherazade,” (She her has
seid,)) and the incidents are assumedly derived from the
Oriental work, “ Tellmenow Isitsodrnot,” (Tell me now
is it 8o or not,) which is compared, for its rarity, with
the “Zohar,” (So ah) of “Jochaides,” (Joke aides.)
These trifles, and similar ones, oceurring frequently
in the poet’s prose works, are emanations of the spirit
which excelled in,and even delighted at, “ The Balloon
Hoax,” the “Von Kempelen Discovery,” and, in a
bhigher degree, the analyses of “ Marie Roget,” the
% Case of M. Valdemar,” and others of that genus.

For the Evening Mirror of February 3rd Poe wrote
gu article on “ Didacticism,” in which he inveighed
strongly against those who deemed poetry & fit medium
for the dissemination of “ morals ;” all the more salient
portions of the emsay were embodied in subsequent
critiques. On the 8th of the month he reviewed, in
the Broadway Jowrnal, an American selection from the
poems of Bulwer, and rated the editor of the book for
giving a selection only ; he should, he considers, “in
common justice, have either given us all the poems of
the author, or something that should have worn &t least
the semblance of an argument in objection to the poems
omitted,” and concludes with the request that in any
future edition this editor * will eut out his introduction,
and give in place of it the poems of Bulwer which,
whether rightfully or wrongfully, have been omitted.”
“Some Secrets of the Magazine Prison-House” ap-
peared in the Journal for the 15th of February,
and, undoubtedly, throw & lurid light wpon the mys-
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teries of the unfortunate poet’s impecuniosity; that
the references are to himself no one scquainted with
his career can doubt, As this short paper is unknown
to many of the poet’s admirers, and as it 18 explana-
tory of some of the miseries of his life, we give it in
extensd (—

#The want of an International Copyright Law, by render
ing it mearly impossible to obtain anything from the book-
sellers in the way of remuneration for literary lahour, has
had the offect of forcing many of our very best writers into
the service of the Magerines and Reviews, which, with a
pertinacity that doss them credit, keep up in a certain or un-
certain degree the good old saying that even in the thankless
field of Lotters the labourer is worthy of his hire. How—by
dint of what dogged instinct of the honest and proper—these
jowrnals have confrived to persist fp their paying practices, in
the very teeth of the opposition gdt up by the Fosters and
Leonard Scoits, who furnish for eight dollats any four of the
British periodicals fora year, is 8 point we have had much
difficulty in settling to our eatisfaction, and we have been
foreed to gettle it at last upon no more reasonable ground than
thet of a still lingering esprid de padris. That Magasiney
can live, and not only live but thrive, and not only thrive
but afford to dishurse money for original contributions, are
facts which can only be solved, under the circumetances, by
the really fanciful, but still agreeable supposition, that there 1a
gomewhere sfill existing an ember not altogether quenched
among the fires of good feeling for lefters and literary men
that once animated the American bosom.

Tt would not do (perhaps this is the idea) to let our poor
devil authors abeolutely starve while wa grow fat, in & liter
ary sense, on the good things of which we unblushingly pick
the pocket of all Europe: it wonld not be exactly the{]:n.;lg,
comme ¢l faul, to permit a positive atrocity of this kind ; and
henoe we heve Maguzines, and hence we have a portion of
the public who subscribe fo these Magazines (through sheer
pity), and hence we have Magazine publishers (who sometimes
take upon themselves the duplicate title of editor and pro-
prietor’),—publishers, we say, who, under certain conditions
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of good conduet, occasional pufls, and decent subserviency at

all fimes, make it & point of conscience to encourage the poor-

devil suthor with a dollar or two, more or less as he behaves

himself properly, snd abstains from the indecent habit of
ing up his nosa,

“Wao hope, however, that we are not so prejudiced, or so
vindictive, as to insinuate that what certainly does look like
illiberality on the part of them, (the Magnzine publishems,) is
really an illiberality chargesble to Zhem. In fact, it will be
geen at once that what we have said has a tendency directly
the reverse of any such accusation, These publishers pay
something—other publishers nothing st all. Here certainly
is o difference—although a mathematician might contend that
the difference might be infinitesimally small.  Btill, these
Magazine edifors and propriefors pay (that is the word), and
with your true poor-devil author the smallest favours are sure
to be thankfully received. No: the illiberality lies af the
door of the demagogue-ndden public, who suffer their ancinted
delegates {or perhaps arcinted—which is it f) to insnlt the
common sense of them (the public) by making orations in our
national halls on the beauty and econveniency of robbing the
Literary Europe on the highway, and on the gross absurdity
in espocial of admitting so unprineipled a principle that a
man has any right and title either to his own brains, or the
flimsy material that he chooses to spin out of them, like a
confounded caterpillarss he is. If anything of this gossamer
character stands in need of protection, why we have our
hands full at omes with the silkworms end the morus
mdticaulis,

“Buf if we cannot, under the circumstances, complain of
the absolute illiberality of the Magazine publishers {since
pay they do), shere is at least one particular in which we
have ageinst them good grounds of accusation, Why,
(since pay they muet,) do they not pay with a good grace
and prompily # Were we in an fll-humour at this moment
weo could a tale unfold which would erect the hair on the
head of Shylock. A young anthor, etruggling with Despair
itself in the shape of a ghastly poverty, which has no
alleviation—no gympathy from sn everyday world thai
cannot undemstand his mecessities, and that would pretend
not {0 understand them if it comprehended them ever so
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well—this young author is politely reqnested fo compose an
articls, for which he will ‘bs handsomely paid’ Enrep-
tured, he neglects perhaps for a month the sole erployment
which affords him the chance of a livelihood, and having
starved through the month (he and his family) complefes
at length the month of starvation and the article, and
despatches the latter, gwith 8 broad hint about $he former,)
to the pursy ‘edifor’ and boftlenmosed *proprietor’ who
has condescended to honour him (the poor devil) with his
patronage. A month (starving still), and no reply. Anothar
month —still none. Two months more—still nons. A
socond letter, modestly hinting that the article may not
have reached ita destination — still no reply. At the
expiration of six additional months, pemwonal application is
made at the ‘editor and proprietor's’ offica.  Call again.
The poor devil goes out, and does mot fail to call again,
Still call again;—and call again is the word for thres or
four months more. His patience exhausted, the article is
demanded, No—he can’t have it—{the truth is, it was too
good fo be given up so easily)—*it iz in print,’ and ‘con-
tributions of this character are never paid for (it is & ruls
we have) under six months after publication. Call in six
monthe after the issne of your affair, and your money ia
ready for you—for we are business men ourselves—prompt.’
With this the poor devil is eafisfied, and makes up his mind
that the ‘editor and propristor’ is a gentleman, and that
of course he (the poor devil) will wait as requested. And
it is aupposable that he wounld have waited if he could—
but Death in the meantime would not He dies, and by
the good luck of his deceass, (which came by starvation,) the
fat feditor and proprietor’ is fatter henceforward, and for
ever, to the amount of five and iwenty dollars, very clevery
saved, to be epent gemerously in canvas-backs and cham.

pagre.

“There are two things which we hope the reader will not
do as he rpns over this article: first, we hope that he will
not believe that we write from any personal experience of our
own, for we have only the reporfa of actual sufferers to
depend upon; and second, that he will not make any
personal application of our remarks fo any Magazine
publisher now living, it being well known that they are all
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a8 remarkable for their generosity and urbanity, as for
their infelligence and appreciation of Genius.”

On Fridey, February 28th, Poe delivered a lecture
in the Library of the New York Historical Society, on
the “Poots and Pootry of America” The disgourse
attracted much attention, not only on account of the
lecturer’s eloquence, personal beauty, and the magnetic
fascination of his presence, but, also, by the originality
and courage of hig remerks, He daringly attacked the
ephemeral favourites of the day, and did not forbear
from vigorous onslaughts npon the editors and com-
pilers who had belauded them into temporery notoriety.
The regult of this lecture was that the attacked pouzed
forth torrenta of abuse, none the less annoying becanse
anonymons, none the less effective because false. A
few friends defended the poet in such publications as
were open fo them: the American Review referred to
“the devoted spirit in which he advocated the claims
and urged the responsibilities of literature, The neces-
sity of » just and independent criticism,” says this
journal, “was his main topic. He made unmitigated
war upon the prevalent Puffery, and dragged several
popular idols from their pedestals, Hia closest eritical
remerks were given fo an examination of the poeiry
of Mrs. Sigourney and the Davidsons. Bryant, Halleck,
and Willis were spoken of briefly, but any neglect in
this particular wes compensated by sevemsl choicely
delivered. recitetions from their verses. , . . There has
been & great deal said about this lecture which should
be either repeated or printed.”

This lecture of the now famous Edgar Pos was a
nine-days’' wonder, and, on the 8tk March following its
delivery, the poet himself thus wrote sbout i +—
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“Jn the late lecturs on ths ¢ Poets and Pogtry of Americe,
delivered before an audience made up chiefly of editors and
their connections, I took occasion to speak what I know fo
be the fruth, and I endeavoured so to speak it that there
should be no chancs of misunderstanding what it was I
intended to say. I told these gentlemen to their tevth, that,
with a sery few noble exceptions, they bad been engaged for
many years in a system of indiscriminate laudation of Ameri-
ean books—a eystem which, more than any other one thing
in the world, had tended to the depreseion of that ¢ American
Literature’ whose elevation it was designed to effect. I said
this, and very much more of a similar tendency, with as
thorough s distinctness as I could command. Could I, at
the moment, have invented any terms more explieit, whero-
with to express my contempt of our general editorial eourse
of corruption and puffery, I should bave employed them
beyond the shadow of & doubt ;—and should I think of any-
thing more expressive hereqfier, I will endeavour either to
find or to make an opportunity for its introduction to the
public

# And what, for all this, had I to anticipate! Ina very
few cases the open, and, in several, the silent approval of the
more chivalrons portion of the press ;—but in a majority of
instances, I should have been weak indeed to look for any-
thing but abugs, To the Willises—$he O’Sullivans—the
Duyekineks—io the choice and magnanimous few who spoke
promptly in my praise, and who have since taken my hand
with a more cordial and a more impressive grasp than ever—
to these, I return, of course, my ackmowledgmenta, for that
they have rendsred me my due To my vilifiers I return
alsc such thanks as they deserve, inasmuch as without what
they have done me the honour to say there would have becn
much of point wanting in the compliments of my friends, Had
I, indeed, from the former received any less equivocsl tokens
of disapprobation, I should af this moment have been looking
aboul me to discover what sad blunder I had committed,

“] am most sincere in what I say, I thank thess, my
opponents, for their goodwill,—manifested, of course, after
their own fachion, No doubt they mean me well—if they
tould only be brought 4o believe it ; and T shall expect more
reasonable things from them hereafter. In the meantime, I
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await patiently the period when they shall have fairly made
an end of what they have to eay—when they shall have suffi-
ciently exalfed themselves in their own opinion—and when,
especially, they shall have brought me over fo that precise
view of the question which it is their endeavour to have me
adopt E A PT

As a pleasing pendant to the whirlwind which some
portions of this lecture aroused may be mentioned the
fact that, during his discourse, Poe had recited, with
gpproving comments, *Florence Vane” a beautifnl
lyric by Philip P, Cooke, & young Virginian, who died
& few years later in his youthful and budding promise
of fame, Pog¢’s sympathetic delivery, and the warm
encomia he awarded the poem and ifs author, excited
considerable interest, and caused “ Florence Vana” to
take & place in American literary selections which,
however deserved, it might not otherwise so readily
have succeeded in obtaining.

On the same day that the above letter was written
Poe asgociated himself with two journalists in the
editorial management of the Broadway Journal. In
consequence of this new undertaking, the poet resigned
the position he bad held on the Evening Mirror, but,
in bidding farewell to its wretched drudgery, he
entered into trials and froubles almost as bad, and
commenced & series of episodes not only as romantio,
but, also, quité as unfortunate, as the earlier years of
his life,
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CHAPTER XV.

THE Y BROADWAY JOURNAL”

Ox the 8th of March 1845, Edgar Poe Decame joint-
editor, with two New York journalists, of the Broadway
Journal, a publication of no particular influence or
circulation. One of his coadjutors devoted himself to
the musical and dramatic section of the paper, and the
other shared the literary department with their new
asgociate. The views of Poe and his literary com-
panion being dismetrically opposite, it was arranged
that each should be free to enunciate his own opinions
independently of the other—an arrangement that pro-
duced a somewhat novel, not to say unseemly, appear-
ance, during the few weeks the system lasted.

No sooner was Poe reseated in an editorial chair
than he resumed an unfortunate *Discussion with
Outis,” which he had commenced in Willis’s paper,
the Evening Mirror, on the unsavoury subject of
plagiarism, and which he now continued, from week
to week, in the columns of the Broadwey Journal,
How this unprofitable disputation arose was thus: In
the Fvening Mirror for the 14th of January, Poe had
published a short notice of “The Waif,” a collection
of fugitive verses edited by Longfellow, observing in
the course of his remarks :—

“We conclude our notes on the * Waif’ with the observa-
tion that, although full of beanties, it is infected with a
miorel dainé—or is this a mere freak of our own fancy? We
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ghall be pleased if it be s0; bui there does appear, in this
hittle volume, & very carefal avoidance of all American poeta
who may be supposed especially to interfere with the oﬁ:ﬁ
of Mr. Longfellow. These men Mr YLongfellow can con-
tinually émdlals (s that the word ), and yet never even
incidentally commend.”

% Much discussion ensued,” says Poe, proceeding to narrate
in the Journal that “a friend of Mr, Longfellow’s penned
a defence, which had at least the merit of being thoronghly
impartial ; for it defended Mr. Longfellow not only from
the ome-tenth of very moderate disapproval in which I had
indulged, but from the nine-tenths of my enthusiestic ad-
miration into the bargain. . . . Thie well-intended defence
was published in the Mirror with a few words of preface by
Mr, Willis, and of postecript by myself. Stall dissatisfied,
Mr. Longfellow, through a second friend, addressed fo Mr.
Willis an expostulatory letter, of which the Mérror printed
only the following portion :—

#¢Tt has been asked, perhaps, why Lowell was neglecied in
this collection? Might it not as well be asked why Drysat,
Dana, and Halleck were neglected? The answer is obvious
to any one who candidly considers the character of the collec-
tion. It professed to be, according to the Poem [ats, but query
Prosm.—J. H. L}, from the humblerpoeis; and it wes intended
to embrace pieces that were anonymous, or which were [sic,
query not] easily accessible to the general reader—the watfe
and esfrays of literature, To put anything of Lowell’s, for
example, into & collection of waifs, would be a particnlar
Liberty with pieces which are all collected and christened.’ ”

“Not yet content,” continues Poe, *or misunderstanding
the tenor of some of the wittily-put comments which accom-
panied the quotation, the aggrieved poet, through one of the
two friends, aa before, or perhaps through a third, finaliy
prevailed upon the good-natwre of Mr. Willia fo publisk
an explicit declaration of his disagreement with ‘all the
disparagement of Longfellow’ which had appeared in the
oriticism in question,

“Now when we consider that many of the points of
ceneure made by me in this eriigus were absolutely ns
plain 83 the nose upon Mr. Longfellow’s face, thal it was
impossible to gainsay them, that we defied him and his
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coadjutors to say a syllable in reply to them, and that t.noy
held their tongues and not a syllable said—when we consider
all this, I say, then the satire of the ‘all’ in Mr. Willis's
manifesto becomes apparent at once. Mr Longfellow did
not #ee it ; and I presume his friends did not sea it. I did.
In my mind’s eye it expanded itself thus:—

¢ My dear gir, or 8ir, what will you have! You are an
insatiable set of cormorants, it is true; buf if you will only
let me know what you desire, I will satisfy you, if I die for
it Be quick | merely say what it is you wish me to admit,
and (for the sake of getting rid of you) I will admit it upon
the spot. Come! I will grant st once that Mr. Longfollow
is Jupiter Tonans, and that his thres friands are the Graces,
or the Furies, which ever you pleasa. As for & fault to be
found with either of you, #hat is impossible, and I say so.
I disagres with all, with every syllable of the disparagement
that ever has been whispered against you up to this date, and
(not to stand upon trifles) with all that ever akaH be whispered
against you henceforward, for ever and for ever’ . . . In the
meanwhile Mr, Briggs in this paper, in the Brmdmy Joumal,
did me the homour of teking me to task for what he supposed
to be my insinuations againet Mr. Aldrich.”

In his reply in the Mirror (prefaced by a few
words from Mr, Willis), the poet reiteraled the charge
that “ Somebody is » thief,” with reference to the
palpable “ parallelism ' between Hood's beantiful poem
“The Deathbed,” and some verses entitled “ A Death-
bed,” by Mr. J. Aldrich; but, after & collation of the
two pieces, and & demonstration that the resemblance
was too close to be accidental, he left it to the publie
to form its own judgment upon the affair. “ At this
point the matter rested for & fortnight,” continues the
narration, “when a fourth friend of Mr. Longfellow
took up the cudgels for him, in another communica-
tion to the Mimor,” which communication, signed
“QOutis,” Poe reprinted in full, and then proceeded
to criticise thus :—
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“What T admire in this letter is the gentlemanly grace of
its menmer, and the chivalry which has prompted ils eom-
poaition. What I do nof admire is all the rest. In eapecial,
I do not admire the desperation of the effort to make out a
case.  No gentleman shounld degrade himself, on any grounds,
to the paltriness of ex parie argument ; and I shall not insulf
Outis at the outset by assuming for a moment that he (Outis)
is weak enough to suppose me (Poe) ailly enongh to look
upon all this abominable rigmarole ns anything better than
& very respectabla specimen of spacial

 Ag a general rle, in & case of this kind, I should wish to
begin with the beginning, buf as I have been umnable, in
running my eye over Outis’ remarks, to discover that they
have any beginning ab all, I shall be pardoned for touching
them in the order which suits me best. Qutis need not have
put himself to the trouble of informing his readers that he
bas ‘some acquaintance with Mr. Longfellow.” It was need-
lese, also, to mention that he did not know me, 1 thank him
for his many flattaries, but of their inconsistency I complain.
Tospeakofma in one breath as & poet, and in the next {0
insinuate charges of carping littleness,’ is simply 40 put
forth a flat paradox. When a plagiariem is committed and
detected, the word ‘littleness’ and other similar words are
immediately brought into play. To the words themselves I
have mo objection whatever; bul their application might
occasionally be improved.

“Ts it altogether impossible that a critic be instigated to
the exposure of a plagiariem, or still better, of plagiarism
generally, wherever he meets if, by & strictly honourable and-
even charitable motive? Let usses, A theft of this kind
is committed—for the present we will admit the possibility
that a theft of this character can be committed The
chances, of course, are that an established author steals
from an unlmown one, rather than the convemse; for in
proporhontotha eirculation of the ongmn.lmthenskofthe
plegiarism’s detection. The person about to commit the
theft hopes for impunity altogether on the ground of the
reconditeness of the source from which he thisves. But this
obvious considerstion is rarely borne in mind. Woread a
certain passage in a certain book. We meet a passage
pearly gimilar in another book. The fimt book is mot at

Q
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hand, and we cannot compare dates. We decide by what
we fancy the probabilitios of the case. The one authoris e
man—our sympathws ate always in favour of
distinotion, * Tt is not likely,’ we say in our hearts, ¢ that so
distinguished a personage as A would b guilty of plagiariam
from this B, of whom nobody in the world has ever heard.
We give judgment, therefors, ab oncs sgainst B of whom
nobody in the world has ever heard; and it is for the very
reason that nobody in the world has ever heard of him that,
in ninety-nine csses out of the hundred, the jndgment so
precipitously given is erroneous. Now, then, the plagiarist
has not merely commitied a wrong in itself—a wrong whose
incomparable meanness would deserve exposure an abeolute
grounds—Dbut he, the guilty, the suceessful, the eminent, has
festaned the degradation of his erime-—the retribution which
should have overtaken it in his own person—upon the guilt-
less, the toiling, the unfriended struggler up the mountainous
path of Fame. s not sympathy for the plagisrist, then,
about as sapacions and about as generous as would be the
sympathy for the murderer, whose exultent escape from the
noose of the hangman should be the cause of an innocent
man's being hung? And becanse I, for one, should wish to
throttle the guilly, with a view of letting the innocent go,
could it be considered proper on the part of any ‘acquaintence
of Mr. Longfellow’s’ who came to witness the execution—
could it be thought, I say, either chivalrous or decorous, on
the part of this ‘acquaintance,’ to get up against me a charge
of ‘carping littleness,’ while we stood emicably together at
the foot of the gallows?
“Tn all this I have faken it for granted that such a sin as
i oxistea 'We are informed by Outis, however, that
it does nof I shall not charge Mr. Poe with plagiarism,’
he saye, ‘for, as I have said, smch charges are perfectly
absurd.’ An assertion of this kind is eerta.inlyfmny(Iam
aware of no other epithet which precisely applies to it); and
I have much euriosity to know if Outis is prepared o swear
to its truth-—holding right aloft in his hnnd, of course, and
kissing the back of Disraeli’s ¢ Curicsities,’ or the 'l[éh.nges’
of Suard and André, But if the asserhon is funny (and it
is), it is by no means an original thing. Itmpnmdy,
faet,whatallthsplngxmshanda]lthe ‘acquaintances’ of
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plagiarists, sinca the flood, have maintained with o very
praiseworthy resolution.”

The poet continues, for several more paragraphs, in
8 similar sérain; and in the following number of the
Journal resumed what he styled “The Voluminous
History of the little Longfellow War,” by & further
reply to the * Letter of Outis” This continuation is
wiredrawn, and far from brilliant, and deferved till the
following week “interesting developments,” evidently
with the intention of prolonging and increasing any
exciternent the discussion may have aroused. A few
paragraphs may be cited, however:—

“Here is a gentleman,” says Poe, * who writes, in certain
respects, a5 & gentleman should, and who yot has the
effrontery to base a defence of a friend from the charge of
plagiarism, on the broad ground that no such thing aé
plagiarism ever existed. I confese that to an assertion of
this nature there is no little difficulty in getting up a reply,

« + . What could any judge, on any bench in the country, do
but laugh or swear at the atiorney who should begin his
defence of a petty-larceny client with an oration demonstrating,

& prior, that o such thing as petiy-lareeny ever had been,
or, in the nature of things, over could be, committedf . . .
¢What is plagiarism?’ demands Outis at the outeet, ave:
Patr d'un Bomain qui sauve sa pafrie—° what is plagiarism,
and what constitutes a good ground for the charge{’. . . He
answers the two questions by two others, . . . “Did no two
men ha says, ‘ever think alike without stealmg one from
the other? OFf, thinking slike, did no two men ever use the
game or similar words to convey the thoughts, and that
without any communication with each other3 To deny if is
gbsurd,’ Of course it is—very absurd ; end the only thing
mnahsu:dthatImmﬂtommd,atpment,mtha
supposition that any person ever enterfained sn idea of
denying i

« But Jot me aid Outis to & distinet conceplion of his own

irrelovance. I accuse his friend, epecifieally, of a plagisrism,
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This accusation OQutis rebuts by asking me with a grave
face—not whether the friend might not, in thia individusl
case, and in the compass of eight short lines, have happened
upon ten or twelve pecnliar identities of thought, and iden-
tities of expression, with the author from whom I charge him
with plagiarising—but simply whether I do not admit the
poesibilily that once, in the course of efernity, some two
individuals might not happen upon a single identity of
thought, and give it voice in a single identity of expression,
Now, frankly, I sdmit the poesibility in question, and would
roquest my friends to get ready for me a shwait-jacket if I
did not. . . .

“T put no faith in the nil admirar, and am apt to be
amazed at every second thing which I see. One of the
most smazing things I have yet seen is the complacency
with which Ountis throws {0 the right and left his anonymous
assertions, taking it for granted that because he (Nobody)
asserts them, I must believe them as a matter of course,
However, he is quite in the right. I am perfectly ready to
admit anything that he pleases, and am prepared to put as
implicit faith in his fpse dizii as the Bishop of Antun did
in the Bible—on the ground that he knew nothing about it
atall. ...

# He wishes to show, then, that Mr. Longfellow is innocent
of the imifation with which I have charged him, and that
M. Aldrich is innocent of the plagiarism with which I have
not charged him ; and thia duplicate inmocence is expocted to
be proved by showing the possibility that a certain, or that
any uncertain, saries of coincidences may be the result of pure
accident. Now, of course, I cannot be sure that Outis will
regerd my admission a8 & service or a disservice, but I admit
the possibility at once. . . . But, in admitting this, I admit
just nothing at all, so far as the advancement of Qutis’ proper
argument is concerned. The affair is one of probabilities
altogether, and ean be eatisfactorily settled only by reference
to their ealeulus.”

The following week & etill more voluminous budget
appeared from Poe's pen, in continuation of this inter-
minable discussion, but from it only these lines—of bio-
graphical import—require citation :—
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“If Outis hez his own privale reasons for being dis-
gusted with what he torms the ¢wholesale mangling of
victims without rhyme or reason,’ there is not & man living,
of common sense and common honesty, who has not better
reason (if poasible) to be disgusted with the insufferable cant
and shameless misrepresentations practised by just such
persons as Outis, with the view of decrying by sheer strength
of lungs—of trampling down—of rioting down—of mobbing
down any man with a soul thaf bids him come out from
among the general corruption of our public press, and fake
hig stand upon the open ground of rectitude and honour.

# The QOutises who practise this species of bullyism are, as
& matter of covrse, anonymous. . . . Their low ertifices are
inginuated calumnies, and indefatigable whispers of regret
from post to pillar, that * Mr. So-and-so, or Mr. This-and-that,
will persist in rendering himself so dreadfully unpopular’—
Do one, in the meantime, being more thoroughly and painfully
aware than these very Outises that the unpopularity of the
just critic who reasons his way, guiltless of dogmatism, is
confined altogether within the limits of the influencerof the
victims, without rhyme and reason, who have been mangled
by wholesale, Even the manifest injustics of a Gifford is,
I grieve to say, an exceedingly popular thing ; and thers is
no literary eloment of popularity more absolutely and more
universally effective than the pungent impartiality of & Wil-
son or & Macaulay., In regard fo my own course—without
daring to arrogate to myself a single other quality of either
of these eminent men than that pure contempt for mere pre-
judice and conventionality which actuated them all, T will
now anscrupulously call the attention of the Qutises to the
fact that it was during what they (the Outises) would in.
sinuate to be the unpopularity of my ¢ wholesale mangling
of the victims without rhgme and reason,’ that, in one year,
the circulation of the Soufthern Messsnger (a five-dollar
journal) extended itself from seven hundred o nearly five
thonsand—and that, in little more than twice the same time,
Graham’s Mogazine swelled its list from five to fifty-two
fhousand subscribers,

“T make no apology for these egotisms, and I' proceed
with them without hesitation—for, in mymself, I am but
defending 8 sot of principles which no honest man need be
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ashamed of defending, and for whose defence no honeet man
will consider an &pology required. . . . Not even an Outis
can accuse me, with even a decent show of verisimilituds,
of having ever descended, in the most condemnatory of my
reviews, to that pemsonal abuse which, upon ome or two
occagions, has indeed been levelled af myself, in the spas-
modie endeavours of aggrieved authors to rebut what I have
ventured to demonstrate. . . . What I have written remains,
and is readily accessible in any of our publie libraries, I
have had one or two impotent enemies and a multitude of
cherished friends—and both friends end enemies have been,
for the most party literary people ; yet no man can point to &
single critiqus, among the very numeroug ones which I have
written during the last ten yeams, which is either whelly
foult-finding or wholly in approbation; nor is there an
instance to be discovered, among all that I have published,
of my heving set forth, either in praisa or censure, a single
opinion upon any critical topic of moment, without attempt-
ing, at least, fo give it anthority by something that wore the
semblance of a reason. , . . Very many of the most eminent
men in Americs, whom I am proud o number among the
sincerest of my friends, have been rendered o solely by their
approbation of my comments upon their own wor{a-—com-
ments in great measure directed againet themselves as authors
—belonging altogether to that very class of eriticism which
if is the petty policy of the Outises o cry down.”

To this terribly lengthy discussion anent plagiarism
a postscript was subsequently indited by the poet, in
which he sought to prove that umconseious plagiarism
“in in the direct ratio of the poetic sentiment~—of the
susceptibility o the poetic impression; and, in fact”
he concluded, “all literary history demonstrates that,
for the most frequent and palpable plagiarisms, we
must search the worka of the most eminent poets.”

That the results of this “ Discussion” were far from
beneficial to the contemporary fame and fortune of Poe
few can doubt; that it added to the pumber of his
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enemies—~who were scarcely so few or 8o impotent
a8 he affected to believe—is equally certain; whilst
that it could in no way increase the presumed ®mul-
titude of cherished frisnds” whatever it may have
effected in the quantity of his readers, needs no de-
monstration,

It is plessant to turn from this bitter repast to the
more genial topic of the poet’s mors literary work,
although his gall was by no means all expended in
the above profitless warfare. In the Broadway Journal
for March, for instance, he contrived to deliver some
very gevere and, that they were true, ill-endured blows
&t certain national foibles, in a short article on “ Satiri-
cal Poems” In the following month he returned to
his more natural manner, contributing revised versions
of “The Valley Nis ” and “ The Doomed City,"-and a
new tale, “Some Words with a Mummy,” to the
American Review.

“Some Words with a Mummy” is written in that
humorous style which was so unnatural with Poe, and
which his sombre—his ulra«postic temperament—
would have prevented him from ever becoming pro-
ficient in. It is, perhaps, bis best effort in that diree-
tion, and conteins wany of those cutting satiric touches
which he bandied about so freely, if unwisely, at this
transition period of his life—the period when constant
collisions with journalistic sharpshooters and jealous
cliques caused a more decided deterioration of his
morale than did any preceding or succeeding calami-
ties, It was bis frequent misfortane to attempt to fight
men of the world with their own weapons, and with
the invariable consequances that happen to those who
touch pitch. A single paragraph from the last-named
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tale will show why it is that Poe’s writings are so un-
popular with some of his countrymen ; the Americans
being, as a general rule, too susceptible to relish a
joke st their own expense, The hero, Count Alla-
mistakeo [all-a-mistake-o), the resuscitated Egyptian
mummy, is informed of the benefits of the democratic
institutions enjoyed by the Yankees; their advantages
of having universal suffrage, and no king, “He listened
with marked interest, and, in fact, seemed not a little
smused. ‘When we had done,” continues the narrator,
“he said that a great while ago there had oceurred
something of & very similar sort. Thirteen Egyptian
provinces determined all at omce to be free, and so
set a magnificent example to the rest of mankind.
They assembled their wise men, and concocted the
most ingenious constitution it is possible to conceive.
For & while they managed remarkably well, only their
hebit of bragging was prodigions. The thing ended,
however, in the consolidation of the thirteen states,
with some fifteen or twenty others, in the most odious
and insupportable despotism that ever was heard of
upon the face of the earth, I asked what was the
name of the usurping tyrant. As well as the Count
could recollect, it was Afob.”

The April number of the Southern Literary Messenger
contained sn announcement to the effect that its old
conduetor and contributor was about to resume writing
for its pages. “It needs an Argus to guard and watch
the press,” says the editor, “and, to enable the Messenger
to discharge its part, we have engaged the services of
Mr. E. A. Poe, who will contribute a monthly eritigue
raisonnée of the most important forthcoming works in
this country end Europe.” The poet’s multifarions
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labours, however, prevented him carrving gut.this Lro-
jected scheme, althoygh he &= usequenﬂy recommenced
writing for the Me:s.,ger, and continued a contributor
during th- rest of his life,

During April and May Poe published several minor
articlezs and book notices in the Brondway Jouwrnal,
end as many of these are uncollected, and their pater-
nity unknown, the more interesting will be alluded to,
and quoted from, in these pages. It may, indeed, be
remarked here, that the poet’s own revised copy of
the Journal being in our possession, and his articles
therein which were published anonymously, or over
noms de plume, having his initials appended in pencil,
we are enabled to rescue much interesting matter from
oblivion. :

“Humsan Magnetism” was a subject Poe was now
deeply interested in, although he wes not to be de-
celved by many of the impostures prevalent. Noticing
& work on this subject, and pointing out certain views
in which be differed from its author, he took ocea-
sion to say—" Most especially do we disagree with
him iz his (implied) disparagement of the work of
Cheuncey Hare Townshend, which we regard as one
of the most fruly profound and philosophical works
of the day—-—a work to be valned properly only in &
day to come” * Anastatic Printing ” was also a sub-
ject that aitracted his attention, and upon which
he wrote a short article, replete with idiosyncratic
remarks. The invention was one that greatly excited
his imagination, and caused him to foresee & palmy
future for authors; to anticipate the time when writers
would be enabled to publish their works “ without the
expensive interferencs of the type-setter, and the often
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minous intervention of the publisher” This literary
millennivm was fo prodice, among other unfulfilled
blessings, “some attention to legibilify »f manuseript ”
by men of letters; and “the cultivation of souracy
in manuseript,” opined the poet, would ¢ tend, with an
inevitahle impetus, to every species of improvement
in style; more especially in the points of concision
and distinctness; and thiz again, in & degree even
more noticeabls, to precision of thought and luminous
arrangement of matter;” and his conclusion was, that
* at present the literary world is a species of anoma-
lous congress, in which the majority of the members
are constrained to listen in pilence, while all the elo-
quence proceeds from a privileged few, In the new
régime the humblest will speak a8 often and as freely
as the most exalted, and will be sure of receiving just
that amount of attention which the intrinsic merit of
their speeches may deserve.”

A revivel of the “ Antigone” of Sophocles having
been attempted in New York, in imitation of similar re-
vivals in Europe, Poe, in commenting very severely upon
the performance, said—“ Apart from all this, there is
about the ‘ Antigone,' as well as about all the ancient
plays,an insufferable daldness, or platitude, the inevitable
result of inexperience in art—but a beldvess, never-
theless, which pedentry would force us to believe the
result of & studied and supremely artistie simplicity
alone, Simplicity is, indeed, & very lofty and very
effective feature in all true ert—but not the sim-
plicity which we see in the Greek drams. The sim-
plicity of the Greek sculpture is everything that can
be desited, because here the art in itself is the sim-
plicity in iteelf, and in its elements. The Greek
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sculptor chiselled his forms from what be saw before
him every day, in a beauty far nearer to perfection
than any work of any Cleomenes in the world. But
in the drama, the direst—the straightforwerd, un-
German Greek had no Nature so directly presented,
from which to copy his comceptions, . . . To the
Greeks, beyond doubt, their drama semed perfection
—and this fact i8 absurdly urged as proof of their
drama’s perfection in itself. It need only be said, in
reply, that their ert and their sense of art must have
been necessarily on a level.”

Adverting to the absurdity of attempting to repro-
duce a Greek play before a modern audience, especially
with such & want of all the requisite appliances as this
little New York theatre displayed, Poe paused to bestow
his praise upon the successful manner in which Men-
delssohn has wedded his music to the Hellenic drama:
he must, he says, “ have been inspired when he con-
ceived the plan, , , . He had,” remarked Poe, “many
difficulties to contend with; his own natural style
must be abandoned, and the cramped and unmelodious
system of the Greek unigonous singing adopted. To
preserve that distinctive character, and still render the
music acceptable to modern ears, must have taxed the
utmosk ingenuity, of the composer, But he hss suc-
ceeded to & marvel”

Some of Poe’s strictures on the performanceand the
performers of “ Antigone” eroused the anger of the
manager, or director, or whatever he wag, of the theatre,
and he indited an amusingly pompous epistle to the
poet, addressed to * Edgar Poe, Hsq, &c, &, &e,
Author of THE RAVEN," in which, after stating
that he deemed his oritique “ characterised much more
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by di-nature and an clliberal spirit, than by fair and
candid, or even fust criticism,” and that, therefore, he,
the great Somebody, “in justice to myself, have with-
drawn your (Poe's) name from the free list.” On this
displsy of “Achilles’ wrath” Poe wrote an amusing
paper in the Broadway Journal, from which this para-
graph may be cited —

We are not wrong (are we?) in conceiving that Mr. —
ia in & passion. We are nob accustomed to compositions of
precisely this character—(that is to eay, notes written in large
capitals, with admiration notes for commas,—the whole varied
occasionally with lowercass) — bub still we think ourselves
justified in imagining that Mr, —— was in a passion when
he sent ua this note from his suite of doudoirs at the Astor
House, In fact, we fancy that we can trace the gradations
of his wrath in the number and impressiveness of his under-
scoring.  The BIRS 1| for example, are exceedingly bitter;
sad in THE RAVEN, which has five black lines beneath it,
each one blacker $han the preceding, we can only comsider
ourselves as devoted to the infernal gods”

Among more serious subjects which followed in the
Journal from Poe’s pen, may be mentioned, as amongst
his uncollected writings, an article on the science of
Street Paving; a review of Leigh Hunt, in which the
conclusion was arrived ab that tasie was his forte, but
that of critical analysis he was utterly deficient; a
sympathetic notice of “ Eothen,” then recently issued,
drew forth the remark that its author “brings the East
to us more vividly than any other Eastern traveller
bas done” A erifigue on Old English Poetry, replete
with Posque paseages, and noticeable for its glowing
enthusiagm for “The Ancient Mariner,” followed, and
from among old posms singled out for especial com-
mendation, was Marvell's exquisitely tender lines ¢n
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the “ Maiden's Lamentation for her Fawn.” A scari-
fieation of “ Poems” by a Mr. Lord, and a friendly
notics of “Philothea”—in which were some significant
allusions to “Zanoni "—concluded the week’s number,
In May the tale of “Thres Sundays in a Week ”
appeared in the Journal, in the insatiable pages of
which periodicel were republished, all more or less
revised, and frequently over noms de plume, neerly the
whole of Poe's stories, and a large portion of his poems.
As an extract from The New World, some stanzas in
parody of “The Raven” appeared in this month’s issus,
under the title of “ A Gentle Puff;” and were repub-
lished with the’ ediforial remark that this one only,
ouf of the many complimentary notices they received,
would be reprinted, and it becauss of its uniqueness. .
As the opinion of & contemporary journalist on Poe’s
non-respect of persons in his critical capacity, one
stanze may be worth citation :(—
* Neither rank nor station heeding, with his foes around him
© bleeding,
Bteruly, aingly, and alone, his course he kept upon that fioor;

While the countless foes attacking, neither strezgik nor valonr
lacki

On bis gt?fl} armonr hacking, wrought no change his visage o'er,
Az with high and honest aim be atill his falchion proudly bore,
Rexisting error evermore.”

Amid critical notices by the poet, other than those
adverted to already, are many interesting opinions apon
literature and kindred topics; and his indignation is
particularly aroused by some deprecatory comments
of certain reviewers of “the angust works of Tennyscn
and Miss Barrett.” “It is worse than sacrilege,” ex-
claims Poe, “to intrust to such hands poems which, if
wo are entitled to estimate the merit of anything by
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its effect on the greatest intellacta and the moblest
hearts, are divine, if there be any divinity within the
soul of man.”

“The Power of Words,” one of the best of Poes prose
poems, appeared in the Demoeratte Review for June,
The tale, if such it may be termed, for it is utterly de-
void of incident, is merely the conversation of two dis-
embodied spirits as they soar through the infinite vistas
of spacs. Their discourse or such syllogisms as that
only the acquiring, and not the possessing, kmow-
Yedge, produces happiness, passes by natural transitions
into & discussion——every line of which is pregnant
with poetic suggestion—on the physical power of words,
and concludes with a dénouement as startling as that
of suy of its author's works.

In the Broadway Journal for this month Poe pub-
lished a sketch of a very different description, on
Magazine-writing, entitled “Peter Snooks” It was
called forth as a commentary on a paper by Mr. Duy-
ckinck on Magazine Literature; is replete with
excellent remarks and, it might almost be said,
with prophecies that have already beer fulfilled.
Alluding to the relative value of European ard
American magazine articles, and to some of the dis-
advantages under which contributors of the latter then
Ieboured, Poe said :—

“Wo are so circumstanced as to be unable to pay for
elaborate compositions—and, after all, the true invention is
elaborate. 'There is no greater mistake than the supposition
that a true qpiginality is & mere matter of impulse or in-
spiration, To origivate, is carefuily, petiently, and under-
standingly, to combins, The faw American uwahs who
aver think of this elaboration at all, cannot afford to carry
it into practice for the paltry prices offered them by our
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blishers, For this, and other glaring reasons, we
are be]nn theagamawrymporhmt branch of literature, s
branch which, moreover, is daily growing in importance, and
which, in the end (not far distant), will ba the mo#¢ influential
of all the departments of lotters,

“We are lamentably deficient not only in invention proper,
but in that which is more strictly aré. "What American, for
instance, in penning & eriticiem, ever supposes himself called
upon to present his readers with more than the exact stipu-
lation of his title—to present them with a eriticism, and
something beyond # Who thinks of making his erifigue a
work of art in iteelf, independently of its eritical opinions {
s work of art,suchasmallthamoreehbomtea.ndmmt
effective reviews of Macaulay ! Yet these reviews we have
evinced no ineapasity toappreciate when presented. The best
Ameriean review ever penned is miserably ineffective when
compared with the notice of Montagu's ¢ Bacon,” and yet this
latter is, in general, & piece of tawdry sophistry, owing every--
thing to & consummats, to an exquicite arrangement—to a
thorough and just sufficiently comprehensive diffuseness, to
o masterly démacing of pointe—to a style which dazzles the
understanding with its brillianoy, but not more than it mis-
leads it by its perspienity, causing us so distinctly to compre-
bend that we fancy we coincide—in a word, fo the perfection
of srt—of all the art which & Macaulay can wield, or which
iz applicable to any criticiam that a Macaulay could write.”

Hereafter follows an analysis of “Peter Suooks,”
that tale being referred to as a specimen of the
artistic manner in which an experienced English
magaginist constfucts kis story, a most remarkable
deficiency in that branch of literaturs being ascribed
to Americans of the period. Poo declared, indeed,
that except Hawthorne and one or two others, there
“was mot even a respectable skilful tale-writer on
that side the Atlantic.”

In July, Messrs. Wiley & Putnam announced for
publication, in their Zdrary of American Books, a
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volume of “Tales by Edgar A, Poe” hiraself This
collection was made for the publishers by Mr. E. A,
Duyckinck, editor of the well-known Cydopedia of
American Liferature.  Besides many of the poets
previously published tales, the book contained the
new story of “Meameric Revelation,” a story issued
soon afterwards in the Columbian Magazine. Poe
was somewhat annoyed at the selection made, and
wrote to a correspondent :—

“It may be some years before I publish the rest
of my tales, essays, &c. The publishers cheat—and I
must wait till I can be my own publisher. The col-
lection of tales issued by Wiley & Putnam were selected
by a gentieman whose taste does not coincide with my
own, from geventy-two written by re at various times
—ond those chosen are nef my best, nor do they fairly
represent me in any respect.”

Subsequently the author seems to have somewhat
modified bis views as to the nature of this collection—
for the editor of which he always expressed a high
opinion, Small as was the volume, and limited its
coutents in quantity, the quality elicited a large
amount of admiration and respect, not only in the
United States but also in Europe, The “Tales” were
published simultaneously in New York and London,
and from the latter city Mr. Martin F. Tupper wrote
to the publisher, “8hall we make Edgar Poe famous
by & notice in the Laterary Gazette?” Mr. Putnam does
not state whether he accepted this generous offer; it
is, therefore, difficult to say how much of the poets
renown is due to the mediation of the “Proverbial
Philosopher.” Probably the most important of the
foreign reviews of theso “Tales” was the appreciative
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critigue by Monsieur E. D. Forgues that appeared in the
Revue des Deu Momdes. The reviewer, after an analysis
of the various stories, proceeds to comment upon their
shortness, and the greater probability of fame such
writings possess over the wire-drawn inanities of our
novelists, concluding with real prescience, that “4f sera
opportun de les comparer quand le temps aura consolidé
la reputation naissante du conteur dfranger et—qui sait ?
~—dbranle quelque peu celles de nos romanciers féeconds.”
This, and other highly flattering notices of the young
foreigner, gave an impetas to his reputation in Europe,
whish may be deemed to have culminated in the vrai-
semblant translations of Baudelaire, who, indeed, spent
many years of his life in an endeavour to thoroughly
identify his mind with that of his favourite littéra-
teur, Edgar Poe, and who has reproduced many of Poe’s
finest tales with but little, if any, loss of vigour and
originality. Indeed, it is chiefly due to the efforts of
Baudelaire—to the, in some respects, kindred genius of
him to whom Victor Hugo wrote :—* Vous avez doté le
ciel de Vart don ne sail quel rayon macubre—ous avez
créé un frisson nouveay"—that Poe's works have be-
come standard classics in France. Edgar Poe, it may
be pointed out, is the only American writer really well
known and popular in that country. In Spain his
« Historias Extraordinarias” speedily acquired fame,
*and have been thoroughly nationalised ; whilst in Ger-
many his poerms and tales both have been frequently
translated ; also in Ifaly three or four separate trans-
lations of the latter have been published.

Poe forwarded a copy of his “ Tales ” to Mrs. Brown-
ing, then Miss Barrett, who, writing to & correspondent
shortly afterwards, remarked—"There is a tale of his

B
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which I do not find in this volumg, but which is going
the rounds of the newspapers, about, mesmerism, throw-
ing us all into most admired disorder, or dreadful
doubts a8 to whether it can be tiue, as the children
eay of ghost-stories. The cerfain thing in the tale
in question is the power of the writer, and the faculty
he has of making horrible improbabilities seem near
and familisr.” The story to which M, Browning
referred was “ The Facts in the Case of M, Valdemar,”
not published until December of that year.

In July, the sole management of the Broadway
Journal devolved upon Poe, although the publication
did not become his own property for some months later.
The new volume opened with the usual flourish of
trampets from the publisher, who, after thanking his
numerous friends for their aid in “the very difficult
task of establishing a literary and critical weekly,”
informs them that “the success of the work, in
the brief period of its existence, has been, he truly
believes, beyond pracedent, and that from a brilliant
past he looks confidently to & trinmphant future.”

To the Journal for this month Poe contributed,
besides revisions of his earlier tales and poems, a
lengthy review of Mr. Himst’s poems, a sympathetie
one of Mr. Hoyt's quaint “ Chaunt of Life,” several
voluminous critiques on The Drama, and many shorter
notices and notes, of more or less interest. His
dramatic erifiques were chiefly occupied with the
acting of Mrs. Mowatt—of whose grace and beauty he
spoke in terms of enthusiastic admiration—and from the
firet of them these significant sentences may be cited :——

“We have no sympathies with the prejudices which woulil
have dissuaded Mrs. Mowatt from the stage, There 1o
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cant more confemptiblo than that which habitually decries
the theatrical profession—a profession which, in itself,
embraces all that can elevate and snnobls, and absolutel
nothing to degrade. If some, if many, or if even nearlynﬁ
of its members are dissolute, this is an evil arising not from
the profession ifself, but from the unheppy circumstances
which surround it. . , . In the mere name of actress she
can surely find nothing o dread—nothing, or she would be
unworthy of the profession, not the profession unworthy
ber, The theatre is ennobled by its high facilities for the
development of genius—facilities not afforded elsewhere in
equal degree. By the spirit of genius, we say, it is ennobled,
it is sanctified beyond the ameer of the fool or the cant of
the hypocrite The actor of talant is poor of heart, indeed,
if he do not ook with contempt upon the mediocrily even
of s king The writer of this articls is himself the son of an
actress, hag invariably made it his boast, and no earl was
ever prouder of his earldom than he of his descent from a
woman who, although well born, hesitated not to consecrate
tothadmmaharbnefmaerofgemusandofbaauty”

Poe’s contribution to the American Review for this
moenth was the poem of “Ealalie” and to Graham’s
Mogazine thet most suggestive story, “The Imp of
the Perverse.” Probably in no other tale of this author
will such originality of investigation, and such acu-
menical analysis of a monomania, be discoverable,
as in this one. The field of research would appear
to bave been quite unexplored in this direction, and
had, perchance, been left so, because hitherto no one
had at once combined in his own pemson the power
to analyse, and the morbid “ sixth sense” of perversity
snalysable. Many, most persons, have, undoubtedly,
to some extent, and ab certain times, felt promptings
to act in s manmer they know to be diametrically
opposed to their own interests, and that for no reason-
able reason; yet few, whose mental equilibrium is
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invariably unshaken come within the morbid circle of
those depicted by Poe, with whom “the assurance of
the wrong, or error, of any action is often the one un-
conquerable force which impels us, and alone impels
us, fo its prosecution.” Whether this “overwhelming
tendency to do wrong for the wrong’s seke” will not,
a8 the poet declares, “ admit of analysis, or resolution,
into ulterior elements” or whether it reaily “is a
radical, & primitive, impulse,” may safely be left to the
professed psychologist to discuss; but mo thoughtfnl
person will refuse to admit the truth of the illustrations
Poe offers in corroboration of his theory. The lovs,
inherent in human nature, to dally with danger, is
faithfolly rendered in these words :—

“We stand upon the brink of a precipice, We peer into
the abyss—we grow sick and dizy. Our first impulse is
to shrink from the danger. Unaccountably, we remain,
By slow degress our sickness, and dizzineds, and horror,
become merged in & cloud of unmamesble feeling By
gradations, still more imperceptible, this cloud assmmes
shape, as did the vapour from the bottle out of which arose
the genius in the Arabian Nights. But out of this, onr
cloud upon the precipice’s edge, there grows into palpability
a shape far more ferrible than any genius or any demon of
a talo, and yet it is but a thought, although a fearful ons,
and one which chills the very marrow of our bones with
the fierceness of the delight of its horror. It ie merely the
idea of what would be our sensations during the sweeping
precipitancy of a fall from such a height; and this fall—
this rashing aunihilation—for the very reason that it
involves that one most ghastly and loathsome of all the
most ghastly and loathsome images of death and suffering
which have ever presented themselves o our imagination—
for this very cawse do we now the most vividly desire it;
and becauss our reason violently deters us from the brink,
therefore do we the more impetuously approach it There
18 20 pasgion in nature %0 demoniacally impatient as that of
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aim who, shuddering wpon the edge of a precipice, thus
meditates a plunge. To indulge for a moment in any at-
tempt at fhought is to be inevitably lost; for reflection but
urges us to forbear, and therefors it is, I say, that we cannot.
If there be no friendly arm to check us, or if we fail in o
sudden effort to prostrate ourselves backward from the abyss,
we plunge and are destroyed.

“Examine thess and eimilar actions as we will, we shall
find them resulting solely from the spirit of the
We perpetrate them merely because wo feel that we shounld
rol. Beyond or behind this there is no intelligible prin-
ciple ; and we might indeed deem this perverseness s direct
instigation of the arch-fiend, were it not oocagionally known
to operate in furtherance of good.”

Thoughts and investigations like these are not the
stock of a conventional writer; even if they be not
original discovery, they are the result of personal
research, and are handled with a power, and clearness,
and fascination, that no attempt at depreciation can
dissever {rom true genius.

In August, Poe published in the American Review
& crucial examinstion of certain native dramatic works,
under the title of “The American Drama” The poet
advances some very strong arguments to prove the
fallacy of the offen made assertion that “the Drama
has declined ;" but if the specimens of contemporary
native art he proceeds thercupon to criticise might
be deemed a fair sample of the efforts of To-day, it
would have to be confessed that, in this instance, the
oo populs i8 in the right. The article affords occasion
for adducing some very pungent and forcible reasoning,
“The great opponent to Progress is Congervatism,”
says the poet, “in other words—the great adversary
of Invention is Imitation: the propositions are in
spirit identieal. Just as an art is imitative, it is
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stationary. The most imitative arts are the most
prone to repose—and the converse.”

In this end the following month, a series of
« Marginal Notes,” in continuation of the “ Marginalia”
of the Democratic Review, were issued in the Zady's
Book. They vary in valoe, but embody in a con-
densed and pithy manner many of Poe’s idicsyncratic
Meas. Some of the sayings, indeed, as in the following
sentences, are of real autobiographie application :—* So
vitally important is this last (s.e,, industry), that it may
well be doubted if anything to which we have been
accustomed to give the title of ‘a work of genius’
was over accomplished without it; and it is chiefly be-
cause this quality and genius ave nearly incompatible,
that ‘ works of genins’ are few, while mere men of
genius are, as I say, abundant.” But although, as Poe
points ouf, industry must combine with gemius fo
produce a chéf-d'zuore, he is very careful to warn his
readers against the ancient error that industry itself
18 genius,

The Broadway Journal during these two months
manifested numerous proofs of its editor's industry,
and no lack of his gemius, In a running commentary,
evidently written in great haste, on Thomas Hood's
works, he took occasion to express his admiration of
many of that poet’s exquisite lyrics, restraining, how-
ever, his enthusiasm until he came to “The Haunsed
House,” which struck kindred fire from him; calling
forth the remark, that bad Hood written nothing else,
“i# would have sufficed to render him immortal”
Many crifigues of books and authors-—native and foreign
—and all more or less marked by his distinguishing
traits of thought, appeared in the weekly columns of
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the Journal. On the 16th Augnst “ Lenore,” a most
musical chaunt, founded upon its author’s juvenile
poem of “ The Pxan,” was published, and in the follow-
ing number the weird story of “The Tell-Tele Heart.”
This tale well deserves to rank amid Poe's best works,
not only oo account of its able comstruction, and
mesterly delineation of a homicidal monomania, bub
because it embodies within its few short pages some
of those hitherto undescribed, but universally experi-
enced, “touches of nature” which mske the whole world
kin. How true—terribly true——is the description of
the old man's agony, while he is listening in the silent
night for the uplifting of the door-latch, and seeks,
but vainly, to persuade himself that his fears are
groundless ; whilst he says to himself, “ It is nothing .
but the wind in the chimmey;” “1t is only a mouse
croasing the floor;” or, “ It is merely a cricket which has
made a single chirp” There is more of real horror in
the hints of such a narration, than in all the imaginary
bloodshed with which tragedy has drenched the stage.
The same issue of the Journal contained ar editorial
note defending the editor against an allegation by a
conterporary, anent “The American Drama ” eritique,
that he, Poe, could never find anything to admire in
Longfellow’s writings. “Now this is doing us the
grossest injustice,” says Poe, for “fron Mr. Longfellow's
first appearance in the literary world until the present
moment, we have been, if not his warmest admirer
and most steadfast defender, at least one of his warmest
and most steadfast. We even so far committed our-
selves, in a Iate public lecture, as to place him at
the very head of American poets. Yet, because upon
several occasions we have thought proper to demon-
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strate the sing, while displaying the virtues, of Professor
Longfellow, is it just or proper, or even courteous, on
the part of The Gazelte, to accuse us, in round terms,
of uncompromising hostility to this poet?” Poe had
made too many enemies not to find these anonymous
insinuations and misrepresentations of daily ocourrence,
and it is a somewhat pitiable sight to see Lim stooping,
although often unavoidably, to defend himself against
such scwrrilities. One of these charges was somewhat
amusingly put, and noticed in the Broadwny in a not
unfriendly manner. The jeu desprit may be cited here,
by way of coutrast to the generally but too dark
shades in the story of the “Baven,” as bis friends liked
to style the poet:—

“The Rev. Arthur Coxe's *Saul, s Mystery, having been
condemned in no measured terms by Poe of the Broudway
Journal, and Green of the Emporium, a writer in the
Hariford Columbian retorts as follows :—

An entertaining history,
Eatitled ‘Satl!li,g a M, !
Has recently beca published by the Reverend Arthur Coxe.
The poem is dramatic,
And the wit of it is Attie,
And its tenchingn are smphatic of the doctrines orthodox,

But Mr Poe, the poet,
Thet the book Dec l;tdunnotgoit- of tha
t is vory stupid—or something t sort:
Anociy[}men, of The Empori-
I'm, tells a kindred story,
And swears like any Tory that it isn't worth a groat.

But maugre all the croaking
Of the ‘Raven,’ and the joking
Of the verdant little fellow of the nsed-to-be review,
Tar PropLE, in derision
Of their impudent decision,
Have doclared, without division, that the ‘Mystery will do.*

““Thoe druth, of course, rather injures an epigram than other-
wise; and nobody will think the wome of the one ahove
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when we say that we have expressed no opinion whatever of
‘BSaul’ ‘Give a dog & bad name,’ & Whenevar a book
is abused, it is taken for granted that it is we who have been
abusing it Mr. Coxe has wrilten some very besutiful
poems, and *Sauwl’ may be one of them for anything that we
know to the contrary.”

Other noteworthy things by Poe, which appeared in
the Journal during the two months referred to, were
8 Inudatory review of Mrs. Oskes Smith’s “ Poems;”
a tienchant eritique on “ Christopher North,” and an
analysis of his critical powers ; a defence of Machiavelli
~—spoken of a3 “ a man of profonnd thought, of great
sagacity, of indomitable will, and unrivalled during
his time, if not in knowledge of the human, at least in
knowledge of the Italian, heart;”—mnew remarks on
“Leigh Hunt,” “Festus,” and the effects of trayel on
literary wares. With respect to this last item, “if is
astonishing to see how a magazine article” eaid the
poet, “like a traveller, spruces up afier crossing the
sea. Wo ourselves have had the honour of being
pirated without mercy—but as we found our articles
improved by the process (st least in the opinion of
our countrymen), we said nothing, as & matter of
course, We have written paper after paper which
attracted no notice at all until it appeared as original
in Bentley's Misgellany or the Paris Charivari. The
Boston Notion * once abused us very lustily for having
written ¢ The House of Usher' Not long afterwards
Bentley published it anonymously, as original with
itself—whereupon the Notion, having forgotten that
we wrote it, not only lauded it ad nauseam, but copied
it ea loto.”

* Ldited by R. W. Griswold,
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Charles Lamb next comes under the poet’s critical
notice, on account of his “ Essays of Elia,” and he is,
opined Poe, the most original of all the British essay-
ista. “Of all original men, too, Lambh,” eaid his re-
viewer, “ has the fewest demerits. Of gross faulis he
bas none at all. His merest extravagences have about
them a symmetry which entitles them to critical re-
spect. And his innumerable good qualities who shall
attempt to depict ?”

But literary squabbles still occupied a large portion
of the poet's time and his journal—the liZerary world
was t00 much with him, either for his comfort or
reputation. A certain Mr. Jones now excited his
wrath by his [published] opinions on * American
Humouyr,” or rather his attacks on authors he deemed
deficient of that element, “The French,” said this
Mz, Jones, “ have no humour;” to which Poe retorted,
“Let him prey Heaven that in Hades he fall nof inte
the clutches of Molidre, of Rabelais, of Voltaire!”
and forthwith proceeded to administer a severe castiga-
tion to the offending journalist. The following week
the skirmishing was resumed, but nothing very des-
perate appears to have taken place in this case;
although a regular homnet's nest of pilferers were
stirred up by an exposurs, in the same nuraber, of their
plagiarisms, From these miserable petty matters it
is pleasant to pass to some truly noble thoughts on
Milton, aroused by the publication of his “Prose
Works,” the lenguage of which, said the American
poet, after due allowance has been made for the time
in which they were written, “no man has ever sur-
passed, if, indeed, any man has ever equalled, in purity,
in force, in copiousness, in majesty, or, in what
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may be termed, without the least exaggeration, & gor-
geous magnificence of sfyle.” In the course of this
article occasion was taken to defend Becon from the
accusation of being “the meanest of mankind.” “We
would undertake to show & priord,” said Poe, *that
no men, with Bacon’s thorough appreciation of the
frue and beautiful, could, by any possibility, be *the
meancet, although his very sensibility might make him
the weakest  of mankind.’”

Week after week this work of reviewing books,
guthors, dramea, and fine arts, and attacking or defend-
ing people and opinions, went on with more or less
skill, as if the poet were aided by some hundred-
handed demon. Much parade was made in editorial
notes of the literary help received from well-known
littérateurs, but, beyond a few verses, little wag' con-
tributed by any of the persons mamed. In the last
week of October Poe became proprietor as well as
editor of the Jowrnal, and inaugurated his assump-
tion of the sole control of the publication by the com-
mencement of an absurd disputation with some Bos-
ton newspepers. This-petty but lengthy journalistio
warfare arose thus: In comsequence of the furor
excited by the lecture the poet gave in New York, in
the early part of the year, he wes invited to Boston to
deliver a poem’in the Lyceum of that city, It is
stated that the lecture-course of this institution was
waning in popularity, and that Poe's fame being at its
senith, he was invited as a great attraction for the
opering of the winter session. Unfortunately the
poet accepted the invitation, having the intention, his
earliest biographer avers, of writing an original poem
for the occasion, upon a subject which had haunted
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his imagination for years, but his manifold cares and
anxieties prevented the accomplishment of the purpose
—if such he had-—and he contented himself with
the recitation of his juvenile poem of “ Al Aaraaf”

“I remember him well, a8 he came on the platform,”
says one who was present. “He was the best realisa-
tion of 8 poet in featurs, air, and manner, that I had
ever seen, and the unusual paleness of his face added
to its aspect of melancholy interest. He delivered a
poem thet no one understood, but at ite conclusion
gave the audience a treat which almost redeemed their
disappointment. This was the recitation of his own
¢ Raven, which he repeated with thrilling effect. It
was something well worth treasuring in memory. . . .
Pos,” adds this suthority, “after he returned to New
York, was much incensed at Boston criticism on his
poem.”

Probably the poet was not incensed to any very
great extent at what was said about him, but doubt-
less deemed it a favourable opportunity, for his journal’s
sake, to make what he termed “a bobbery” A just
view of the case was taken bya contemporary publica-
tion, the Charlestown Paériol, when it remarked that
for a man endowed with such a genius, and constituted
as wes Poe, “it was & blunder to accept the appoint-
ment which called him to deliver himself in poetry
before the Boston Lyceum. Highly imaginative men,”
a8 it says fruly, “can scarcely succeed in such exhibi-
tions. . . . In obeying this call to Boston,” it continues,
“Mr. Poe committed another mistake, He had been
mercilesely exercising himself as a critic at the expense
of some of their favourite writers. The swans of New
England, under his delineation, had been described as



Quiszing the Bostonians, 269

mere geess, and those, too, of none of the whitest, . . .
Poe had dealt with favourites of Boston unsparingly,
and they hankered after their revenge, In an evil
hour, then, did he consent to commit himself, in verse,
to their tender mercies, It is positively amusing to
see how eagerly all the little witlings of the press, in
the old purlieus of the Puritan, flourish the critical
tomehawk about the head of their critic. In their
eagerness for retribution, one of the papers before us
actually congratnlates itself and readers on the (asserted)
failare of the poet. . .. Mr. Poe committed an error in
congenting to address an audience in verse, who, for
three mortal hours, had been compelled to sit and hear
Mr. Caleb Cushing in prose. The attempt to speak,
after this, in postry, and fanciful poetry, too, was sheer.
madness. The most patient audience in the world
must have been utterly exliausted by the previous
infliction, But it is denied that Mr. Poe failed at all,
He had been summoned to recite poetry. It is asserted
that he did so. The Boston Cowurier, one of the most
thoughtful of the journals of that city, gives us a very
favourable opinion of the performance which has been
go harshly treated. ‘The poem, says that journal,
‘called “The Messenger Star” was an eloquent and
clasgic production, based on the right principles, con-
taining the essemce of frue poeiry, mingled with a
gorgeous imagination, exquisite painting, every charm
of metre, and a graceful delivery.'”

A week after the recitation of his poem Poe began
to comment, in a tone of badinage, upon the remarks
made by some of the Bostonian papers with respect to
his recent performance: “We have been quiszing the
Bostonians,” was his assertion, “and one or two of the
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more stupid of their editors and editresses have taken
it in high dudgeon.” In the next issue of the Broad-
way Journal, the poet, after quoting a vindicatory
paragraph from the Boston Sunday Times, proceeds :—

“Qur excellent friend Mgjor Noah has suffered himself to
be cajoled by that most beguiling of all little divinities, Miss
‘Walters of the Transcript,. 'We have been looking all over
her articla, with the aid of & taper, tosee if we could discover
o single gyllable of fruth in it, and really blush o acknow-
lodge that we cannok The adorahle creature has been
telling a parcel of fibs about us, by way of revenge for
something that we did fo Mr Longfellow (who admires her
very much), and for calling her ‘a pretty little witeh’ into
the bargai

rgain,

#The facts of the case seem to be these :—We ware invited
to ‘deliver’ (stand and deliver) a poem before the Boston
Lycenm, As & matter of course, we accepted the invitation.
The audience toas ‘large and distinguished’ Mr. Cushing
preceded us with a very capital discourse. He was much
applauded. On arising we were most coxdially received. We
occupied some fifteen minutes with an apology for not
¢delivering,” as is usual in such cases, & didactic poem—a
didactic poem, in our opinion, being precizely no poom afall
After some further words—still of apology—for the fin.
definitiveness’ and ‘general imbecility’ of what we had to
offer—all 20 unworthy a Bostonian andience—we com-
menced, and, with many interruptions of applause, concluded.
Upon the whole, the approbation waa comsiderably more
ghe more the pity foo) than that bestowed upon Mr.

“ When we had made an end, the audience of courss arose
to depart—and about onetenth of them, probably, had
really departed, when Mr, Coffin, one of the managing com-
mittee, arrestod those who remained by the announcement
that we had been requested fo deliver ‘The Raven’ We
delivered ‘The Raven’ forthwith— (without faking a
receipt)—were very cordially applauded again—and this
was the end of it, with the excaption of the sad tale in-
vented to suit her own purposes by that amiable little enemy
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of ours, Miss Walters, We ghall never call & woman ‘a
pretty little witch’ again, es long as we live,

“We like Boston. 'We were born there—and perhapa it
is just as well not to mention that wo are heartily ashamed
of the fact. The Bostoniana are very well in their way.
Their hofels ars bad. Their pumpkin-piea are delicions,
Their pootry is not so good, Their common is no common
thing—and the duck-pond might answer, if its answer could
be heard, for the frogs,

“But with all theza good qualities the Bostonians have
no soul. They bave always evinced fowards us the basest
ingratitude for the services we rendered them. . . . When we
accepted, therefore, an invitation to ‘deliver’ a poem in
Doston, we accepted it simply and solely becauss we had a
curiosity to kmow how it folt to be publicly hissed, and
because we wished to see what effect we could produce by a
neat little impromptu speech in reply. Perbaps, however,
we overrated our own importance, or the Bosfonian want of
common civility--which is not quite so manifest as one or
two of their editors would wish the public fo believe. -+ We
assure Major Noah that he is wrong. The Bostonians are
well-bred—as very dull persons very generully are,

%It eould scarcely be supposed that we would puf our-
selves to the tronble of composing for the Bostonians any-
thing in the ghape of an original poem. We did not. We
had & poem éﬂf about five hundred lines) lying by us—one
quite a8 good as new—one, ab all ovents, that we considered
would answer sufficiently well for an audience of Trans.
cendentalists,. 7That we gave them-—it was the best that
we had—for the price—and it did answer remarkably well,
Its name was nof ‘The Messenger Star’—who but Miss
Walters would ever think of so delicions a little bit of
invention ag that? We had #o name for it at all. The
poem i8 what is occasionally called 2 ‘juvenile poem '-~but
the fact is, it is anything but juvenile now, for wo wrots it,
printed it, and published it, in book form, before we had
fairly completed our tonth year, We read it verbatim, from
8 cOpy Dow in eur possession, and which we shall be happy
to show at any moment to any of our inquisitive friends. .

“AsregmdstheangeroftheBoatonTtmmdoneortwo
other absurdities—as regards, we say, the wrath of Achille
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we incurred it—or rather its manifestation—by letting some
of our cat out of the bag a few honrs sooner than we had
intended. Over a boitle of champagne that night, we con-
fessed to Messrs, Cushing, Whipple, Hudson, Field, and a
fow other natives who swear not altogether by the frog-pond
—we confessed, we say, the soft impeachment of the hoax.
Kt hanc illm iree.  'We should have waited a couple of days.”

This lengthy letter did not conclude Poe's comments
upon the matter; for three weeks he permitted the
affair to remain dormant, go far as his own journal was
concerned, but at the expiration of that period he
issued another long ediforial, beginning with the remark,
“ As we very confidently expected, our friends in the
southern and western country (frue friends and ¢ried)
are taking up arms in our cause—and more especially
in the ceuse of a national as distinguished from a
sectional literature. They cannot ses (it appears) any
further necessity for being ridden to death by New
England.” After quoting certain opinions of the press,
the poet goes on to say, that if asked “ What is the
most exquisitfe of sublunary pleasures?” the reply
would be “the meking a fuss, or, in the classical
words of a Western friend, the ‘kicking up a bobbery; "
adding, “never was a ‘ bobbery ' more delightful than
that which we have just succeeded in ‘kicking up’
all round about Boston Common, We never saw the
Frogpondians so lively in our lives. They seem abso-
lutely to be upon the point of waking up . . ., to certain
facts which have long been obvious to all the world
except themeelves—the facts that there exist other
cities than Boston . . . other vehicles of literary infor-
mation than the ‘ Down-East Review.'”

Other newspaper opinicns are then cited, and other
over-wrought banterings indulged in, and then what
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was really the gist of the article was given in these
words :-—

# We knew very well that, among a certain cligue of the
Frogpondians, there existed a predetermination to abuse us
under any circumstances. We knew that write what we
would they would swear it to be worthless. We knew that
weore we to compose for them a ¢ Paradise Lost ’ they would
pronounce it an indifferent poem. It would have been very
weak in us, then, to put ourselves fo the trouble of attempting
to please these poople. We preferred pleasing ocurselves.
Wo read before them a *juvenile,’ a very ‘juvenile’ poem
—and thus the Frogpondians were had—were delivered up
to the enamy bound hand and fool. Never were a set of
people more completely demolished. They have blustered
and flustered, but what have they done or said that has not
mede them more thoroughly ridiculous what, in the name
of Momus, is it pumbk for them to do or to aay'l

“We ¢delivered’ them the ‘juvemile poem,’ and they
received it with applausa  This is accounted for by the faet
that the eligue (contemptible in numbers ag in everything else)
were overruled by the rest of the assembly. These malignants
did not dare fo interrupt by their preconcerted hisses the
respectful and profound attention of the majority. . . . The

being thus well received, in spite of this ridienlons
ittle cabal-~the next thing to be done was to abuse it in the
Here, they imagined, they were sure of their gume,

Buat what have they accomphshad‘l The poem, they sny, is
bad. We admit it. We insisted upon this fact in our pre-
fatory remarks, and we insis} upon it now, over and over

again,

% Repellod at these points, the Frogpondian faction hire s
thing they call the * Washingtonian Reformer’ {or something
of that kind), to insinuate that we must have ! infoxi-
cafed’ fo have become possessed of sufficient andacity to
‘deliver’ such a poem to the Frogpondians In the first
place, why cannot these miserable hypoerites say ‘drunk’ at
once, and be done with it! In the second place, we are
perfectly willing to admit that we were draunk—in the face
of at least eleven or twelve hundred Frogpondians who will
be willing to take oath that we were nol.  We are willing to

8
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t either that we were drunk, or that we set fire to the
or that once upon & time we cut the throat of
onr grandmother. The fact ix, we are perfectly ready to
admit anything at all—but what has cutting the throat of
our gmndmother to do with our peem, or the Frogpondian
stupidity? We shall get drunk when we pleaza, As for the
editor of the *Jeffersonian Teetotaler’ (or whatever it is),
wa adviso her to get drunk too, as scon as possible—for when
sober she is a disgrace to the sex, on account of being o
awfully stupid,
4 N.B. The ‘ Washingtonian Toeetotaler’ is edited by a little
old lady in & mobeap and spectacles—at least we presume eo,
for every second paper in Boston is.”

Here it should be explained, for those who, know-
ing Poe’s invariable courtesy towards women, fail to
recognise the subject of his satire, that the publica-
tion alluded to was edited by Mr. Edmund Burke,
who, said the poet, “assured us, with tears in ker eyes,
that sie was not a little old lady in a mobeap and
spectacles.”

From the postseréptum to this editorial may be
cited these few more sentences:—“ Miss Walters (the
Siren ) has seen cause, we find, fo recant all the ill-
astured little insinuations she has been making againat
us (ere white lies—she need not take them so much
to heart), and is now overwhelming us with apologies
-~things which we have never yet heen able to with-
stand. Bhe defends our poem on the ground of its
being juvenile! end we think the more of her
defence because she herself has been juvenile so long
& to be & judge of juvenility.”

During the following weeks Poe delivered a fow
more Parthian darts at these Bostonian editors, but,
% far gs the Broaduway Journal was concerned, this
wae the end of the far-famed attack on Frogpondium.
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The whole squabble was petty, and little worthy of the
strenuons exertions it aroused ageinst the poet. Those
hurried jocular, elthough overstrained, newspaper jot-
tings,~—thrown off in the midst of cares and anxieties of
all kinds, and whilst their unfortunate writer, suffering
under almost chronic itmpecuniosity, and unzble to
pay for literary aid, was obliged to supply “ecopy ” for
nearly the whole of the Journal,—have been referred
1o, and adduced from, a8 evidence of Poe's irretrievably
bad nature. Work of 2 more pleasing nature, how-
ever, was now ocoupying his attention and time. In
October he published in his journal the poetically
worded sketeh of “The Island of the Fay,” in which
some of his most salient {raifs of thoughts are ex-
pressed. In this composition he pointed out how
human figures disfigure a landscape ; reiterated his oft-
told love of solitude ; and affected to believe, with the
old geographer Pomponious Mela, that the earth is &
living sentient being. In this same prose poem Poe,
in drawing attention to the palpable fact that space
is an object in our universe, laid down & proposition
that really contained the germ of his subsequent great
work “ Eureka.”

In the following month of November, the tale of
“ Spectacles ” eppeared in the Broadway Journal, which
also contained fhe announcement that Poe was now
its “sole proprietor and editor;” Giaham’s Hagazine
contained “The System of Dr. Tarr and Professor
Fether,” and “Mesmeric Revelations” was published
in the Columbian Magarine. This last story, end it
sequel of “ The Facts in the Case of M, Valdemar”—
published next month in the American Review—
creuted s more profound and wider-spread excitement
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then any other of his previons works. He was over-
whelmed with inquiries as to their being fact or fiction,
and carefully avoided giving the public & definite
augwer. Commenting upon The Triume’s remarks
ghout the latter tale—that terrible tele of mesmer-
ising & man $n arfienlo mortis—Pos said, “ For our
part, we find it difficult to understand how any dispes-
sionate frunscendentalist can doubt the facts as we
state them; they are by no means so incredible as
the marvels which are hourly narrated, and believed, on
the topic of mesmerism. Why cannot & man's death
be postponed indefinitely by mesmerism ? why cannot
e man telk after he is dead ? why F—why ?—that is
the question ; and as soon as the Trtbuns Lies answered
it to our satisfaction we will talk to it further”
And in reprinting “The Facts” in his journal, le
notes thet the article “has given rise to some discys-
sion—especially in regard to the truth or falsity of
the statement mede. It does not become wus, of
courss,” he adds, “to offer one word on the point at
issue. We have been requested to reprint the article,
and do so with pleasure. We leave it to speak for
itself,. 'We may observe, however, that there are a
certain class of people who pride themselves upon
Doubt as a profession.”

The wordy warfare as to the facts of “The Facts ™
being a record of real circumstauce or not, waxed
warmer, and even people who should heve known
better took the side of the believers. Dr. Collyer,
2 well-known mesmerist, was amoug the many who
expressed their belief as to the *case of Monsieur
Valdemar " being a true oue, aud le wrote this letter
to Toe on the subject :—
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* Boston, Decomber 16, 1845.

“Dear S—Your account of M, Valdemar's case has been
universally copied in this city, and has ereated a very great
sensation. I requires from me no zpology, in staling, that
I have not the least doubt of the possibdity of such a phe-
nomenon ; for I did actually restore to active animation a

who died from excesaive drinking of ardent spirits.
He was placed in his coffin ready for interment.

“You aro aware that death very often follows excessive
excitemont of the nervous system ; this arising from the
extreme prostration which follows ; so that the vital powers
have not sufficient energy to react.

“ will give you the detailed account on your reply to
this, which I require for publication, m order to put at rest
the growing impression that your account is mersly & splendsd
ereation of your own brain, not having any truth in fact, My
dear sir, I have battled the storm of public derision too long
on the subject of Meamerism, o be now found in fhe rear
ranks—though I have not publicly lectured for more than
two years, I have steadily made it a subject of deep inves-
tigation.

%] sent the account to my friend Dr. Elliotson of London;
slsoc to The Zoist—to which journal I have regularly
contributed.

“Your eatly reply will oblige, which I will publish, with
your consent, in connection with the case I have referred to.
Belisve me yours, most respectfully,

“Rozmrr H. CotLyen”

In public allusion to this communication, Poe
humorously said, “ We have no doubt that Dr. Collyer
is perfectly correct in all that he says, and all that
he desires us to say; but the truth is, there is a very
small modicum of truth in the case of M, Valdemar,
which, in consequence, may be called a hard case—
very hard for M. Valdemar, for Dr. Cellyer, and our-
selvea, If the story was not true, however, it should
have been, and perhaps Ths Zoist may discover that
it t3 true, after all”
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In England “Valdemar's Case ” also stertled the
public, and actually found cerfain pseudo scientific
writers ready to accept it as & narration of facts. The
Popular Record of Modern Stience, s London weekly
paper sub-styling itself *A Journal of Philosophy
and General Information,” reprinted the tale with the
comment, “ It bears internal evidence of authenticity !”
and in criticising the remarks of the Morning Post—
which also reprinted the narration—took occasion
to say :

“ Credence is understood to be given to it at New York,
within s few miles of which city the affair took place, and
whers, consequently, the most ready means must be found for
its nuthentication or disproval.  The initials of the medical
men, and of the young medical student, must be sufficient in
the immediate locality to establish their identity, especially

a8 M. Valdemar wag well known, and had been so long ill as
to render it oub of the question that there should be any
difficulty in ascertaining the names of the physicians by whom
he had been attended. In the same way the nurses and
servants, under whose cognisance the case must bave come
during the seven months which it occupied, are of course
accossible to all sorts of inquiries, It will therefore appeat
that there thust have been foo many parfies concerned to
render prolonged deception practicable, The angry excite-
ment and various rumows, which have at length rendered a
public statement necessary, ave also sufficient to show that
something exiraordinary must have taken place. No steamer
will lesve Enyland for America till the 3rd of February,
but within & few weeks of that time, we doubt not, it will
be possible to lay before the readers of T%e Record information
which will enable them to coms to a pretty accurate con-
clusion.”

It i3 easy to imagine the delight with which Poe
chuckled over the absurd sophistry of these pseudo
scientista, and over the success, in an English selt-
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titled philosophical paper, of hiz “* Valdemar Case’
hoax,” 63 he called it in a lotier to & friend. He would
find more true gratification, however, in these allusions
to the work in a letter of Mrs. Browning's:~—* Then
there is a tale of his which I do not find in this
volume,* but which is going the rounds of the news-
papers, about mesmerism, throwing us ell into most
admired disorder, or dreadful doubts as fo whether it
can be true, as the children say of ghost stories. The
certain thing in the tele in question is the power of
the writer, and the faculty he has of making horrible
improbabilities seem near and familiar.”

To Mrs, Browning Poe now dedicated, in most
enthusiastic terms, a new collection of his poems,
published in November by Messrs. Wiley and Patnam,
as “The Raven and other Poems” In the Preface to
the volume the poet pathetically remarks, ©Events
not to be controlled have prevented me from making,
gt any fime, any serious effort in what, under happier
cipcnmatances, would have been the field of my choice.
‘With me postry has been not a purpose, but a passion ;
end the passions should be held in reverence; thay
must not—they cannot at will be excited with sn eys
to the paltry compensations, or the more paltry com-
mendations, of mankind.” And,in a note to the Poems
wridtlen tn Youth, he says—chiefly with reference to
the remark of Charles Dickens in the Forsign Quarferly
Review, that Poe “hed all Tennysor’s spirituality, and
might be considered as the best of his imitators "—
“Privato reasons—some of which have reference to
the sin of plagiarism, and others to the date of Tenny-
son’s first poems—have induced me, after some hesits-

* L., the 1845 edition of * Tales”
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tion, to republish these, the crude compositions of my
carliest boyhood.” The volume of poetry did not
appear to make such a deep impression upom the
public as did the volume of “Tales,” partly, perchance,
on account of the contents being already well known
through reprints, and partly beceuse it contained little
beyond “The Raven ” likely to earn the approbation
of the multitude.

On torning to the less literary, althongh scarcely
leas public, Life of Poe at this period, he ia seen mixing
in the best society New York cowld boast of, and
charming every one by the fascination of his manners
and the brilliancy of his conversational powers. Ms,
Qakes Smith informs us, that “ It was in the brilliant
circles that assembled in the winter of 1845-46 at the
houses of Dr. Dewey, Miss Anna C. Lynch, Mr. Lawson,
and others, that we first met Edgar Poe. His manners
were, at these rennions, refined and pleasing, and his
style and scope of conversation that of a gentleman
and a scholar, Whatever may have been his previous
career, there was nothing in his appearance or manner
to indicate his excesses. He delighted in the society
of superior women, and had ai exquisite perception
of all the graces of manner and sbades of expression.
He was an admiring listener, and an unobtrusive
observer. We all recollect the interest felt at the time
in everything emanating from his pen—the relief it
wag from the dulness of ondinary writers, the cer-
tainty of something fresh and suggestive, His critiques
were reed with avidity; not that be convinced the
judgment, but that people felt their ability and
courage. Right or wrong he wag terribly in earnest.”
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®Like De Quincey,” as Mrs, Whitman remsrks, “he
never supposed anything, he always knew.”

This last named lady, in her beautiful monograph
on “Poe and his Critics,” instances, as evidence of the
habitual kindliness and courtesy of the poet’s nature,
an incident that occurred at one of the soirdes above
allnded to:~“A lady, noted for her great lingual
atteinments, wishing to apply a wholesome check to
the vanity of a yonng auther, proposed inviting him
to translete for the company a difficult passage in
Greek, of which language she knew him to be pro-
foundly ignorant, although given to a rather pretentious
display of Greek quotations in his published writings,
Poe’s earnest and persistent remonstrance against this
piece of méchanceté alone averted the embarrassing
test.” Trifling as this anecdote may appear, it is good
proof of that generous and charitable disposition
which they who knew him only from the scandalous
calumnies of his detractors have so unwarrantably
denied him the possession of,

Those who have thus far followed Poe’s story
through these pages, will know what a passionate
edoration he bore towards the beautiful sharer of his
luckless lot.  “ Sometimes,” says Mrs. Whitman, “his
fair young wife was seen with him at the weekly
assemblages in Waverley Place. She seldom took
part in the conversation, but the memory of her sweet
and girlish face, always animated and vivacious, repels
the assertion, afterwards so cruelly and recklessly
mede, that she died a vietim to the neglect and
unkindness of her husband, ‘who, as it has been
said, ‘deliberately sought her death that he might
embalm her memory in immortal dirges’ ... We
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might cite the testimony alike of friends and enemies,”
continues Mrs, Whitman, “to Poe's unvaryiog kind-
ness towards his young wife and cousin, if other
testimony were needed than that of the tender love
still cherished for his memory, by one whose life
was made dounbly desolate by his death—the sister
of his father, and the mother of his Virginia. It ie
well known to those acquainted with the parties,”
Mrs, Whitman proceeds to narrate, “that all who have
had opportunities for observation in the matter have
noticed her busband’s tender devotion fo her during
her prolonged illness, Even Dr. Griswold speaks of
having visited him during a period of illness cansed
by protracted anxiety and watching by the side of his
siek wife. It is true that, notwithstanding her vivacity
and cheerfulness at the time we have alluded to, her
health was, even then, rapidly sinking; and it was
for her dear sake, and the recovery of that peace which
had been so fatally perilled amid the irritations and
anxiefies of his New York life, that Poe left the city
ang removed to the little Dutch cottage in Fordham,
where he passed the remaining three years of his life,”

Returning to the poet’s labours on the Broadwwy
Journal, we find some noteworthy critiques in the last
November number, on various worka of contemporary
and permanent interest. Professor Raumer’s ook on
America is moticed, chiefly as an instance of the diffi-
culties experienced by foreigners to obtain correct
information about American literature, and the faet
that the author professedly derived his knowledge of
their poets from Griswold’s compilation is commented
upon in stinging terms. Victor Hugo is next alluded
to, his fictions being referred o as unequalled, whilst
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bis “Notre Dame” calls forth Poe's enthusiastic
sympathy, a8 “a work of high genius controlled by
consummate art” Tennyson’s “Poems” then come
under review, and their creator is spoken of as “a
poet who (in our own humble, but sincere opinion) is the
greatest thet ever lived. We are perfectly willing to
undergo all the censure,” subjoins Poe, “which so
heretical ar opinion may draw down upon uws,” This
month’s literary labours were concluded by the publi-
cation, in @raham’s Magazine, of the “System of Dr.
Tarr and Professor Fether,” a tale of no particular
value.

In the December numbers of his Journal Poe gave
& lengthy review of the Poems of Mre. Osgood, of
whom more will be heard later on, some appropriate
remarks on Mrs, Norton’s “ Child of the Isles,” sympa-
thetic allusions to Prescott, reference to “Love and
Mesmerism ” by Horace Smith, as the work of “an
author who never did anything ill” and manifold
winor reviews and notices, including one on the works
of Shelley, opined to be “ & poet whom all poets, and
whom poets only, appreciate,”

The days of his periodical were numbered, but before
resigning the control of its columus, the poet contrived
0 enliven the “REditorial Miscellany” with another
small skirmish.. “The Brook-Farm” folk, now best
remembered by their embalmment in Hawthorne's
“ Blithedale Romance,” went out of their way fo find
fault with Poe, whose fame, their chief journal alleged,
was degenerating into “notoriety, through a certain
blackguard warfare which he had been waging against
the poets and newspaper critics of New England, and
which it would be most charitable to impute to in-
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panity.” After this last insinuation—a somewhat
awkward one for a people so situated as were the
“ Farmers "—its propounders, reviewing Poe's recent
volume of poems, concluded their animadversions by
declaring that the author “ does not write for Humanity;
be has more of the art than the soul of poetry. He
affects to despise the world while he writesfor it. He
certainly has struck out a remsrkable course: the
style and imagery of his earliest poems mark a very
singular culture, a judgment most severe for a young
writer, and a familiarity with the less hackneyed por-
tions of classic lore and nomenclature. He seems to
have had en idea of working out his forms from pure
white marble. But the poet's humanity is wanting;
a morbid egotism repels you. He can affect yon with
wonder, but rarely with the thrill of any passion, except,
perhaps, of pride, which might be dignity, and which
therefore always is inferesting. We fear this writer
even courts the state described by Tennyson :—

6t A glorious devil, Jarge in heart and brain,
That did love beauty only.’”

Of these final not altogether unflattering, and in
some respects not quite unfaithful, remarks, Poe took
no note ; but the innuendoes as to his insanity, insulting
a Boston audience, ill motives, plagiarism of Tennyson,
and so forth, he accompanied by a running commen-
tary as caustic as it was pertinent, introducing the
subject in this faghion :(—

“ The Harbinger—edifed by ‘The Brook-Farm Phalanx’
—is, beyond donb, the most reputabls organ of the Crazyites.
We sincerely respect it—odd as this assertion may appear,
It is conducted by an assemblage of well read persons who
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mean no harm, and who, perhaps, can do Jess, Tleir
objects are honourabls, and so forth—all that anybody can
understand of them—and we really believe that Mr. Albert
Brisbene, and one or two other ladies and gentlemen, under
stand all about them that is netessary to be understood.
But what we, individually, have done to The Herbinger,
or what we have done to ‘The Brook-Farm Phalanx,’ that
¢The Brook-Farm Phalanx’ should stop the ordinary opers-
tions s Brook Farm, for the purpose of abusing us, is a point
we are unable to comprehend. If we have done apything to
affront ! The Brook-Farm Phalanx’ we will make an apology
forthwith—provided ‘ The Brook-Farm I'halanx’ (which we
have a great curiosity fo see) will just step into our oﬂice,
which is 304 Broadway.”

With this farewell volley Poe’s connection with the
periodical may be said to have ceased, for although it
did not expire until the following month, and the
latest number contained some notsworthy remarks by
the poet on Cromwell and on Faher's Speaking Autom-
aton, the editorial management had then passed into
the hands of & certain “Thomas Dunu English” of
whom more will be heard presently. In his Paledie-
tory, the ex-editorial proprietor stated, * Unexpected
engagements demanding my whole attention, and the
objects being fulfilled, so far as regards myself person-
ally, for which the Broadway Journal was established,
I now, as its editor, bid farewell as cordially to foea
o8 to friends”
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CHAPTER XVL
THE LITERATI OF NEW YORK.

It is time that a lady who exercised no slight influ-
ente over Edgar Pos, during one portion of his short
career, should now be introduced to the reader.
Frances Sargent Locke, afterwards Osgood, was one of
e literary family, both her sisters and her brother
having attained some celebrity, in their days, as authors,
She was the daughter of a prosperous American mer-
chant, who took & pride in encouraging the poetie
efforts of his children, Whilst Frances was still a
girl in years, but already noted for her beauty, Mr. 8.
Osgood, an artist of reputation, undertook to paint her
portrait, and during the sittings is stated to have
charmed the fair maiden—as Othello did Desdemona
—by a recital of his advenfures at home and abroad,
As might be imagined, the result of these sittings was
the formation of an attachment between the youthful
pootess and her portrait painter, and, eventually, their
marriage.

In 1834 the Osgoods visited Eavope, and took wup
their residence in London, of the Royal Academy of
which city the artist hed formerly been a pupil. The
talents of the husband, and the grace and beauty of
the wife, appear to have interested the good people of
the British mefropolis in their favour, Portraits of the
Hon. Mrs, Norton, the poet Rogers, and other persons of
celebrity, were painted by Mr, Osgood, whilst his young
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bride earned her mofety of reputation by a graceful
volume of verse, published as “A Wreath of Wild
Flowers from Now England.” A drama written by the
fair authoress at the iustigation of Sheridan Knowles,
was accepted for representation at Drury Lane, but in-
definitely postponed performance in consequence of the
recall of the Osgoods to America, on account of the
illness and death of the authoress’ father.

The gifted pair returned to their native land in
1840, and speedily took 2 foremost station in literary
and artistic society, Mr. Osgood, however, occesionally
going away on lengthy tours in search of that Beauti-
ful which he might have found at home. Meanwhile,
the poetess became a frequent contributor of graceful
vers de socidld, and literary sketches, to the leading
American magazines and annuals, and in this capatity
attracted the notice of Edgar Poe. He reviewed her
poems with that chivalrous rather than critical enthu-
giasm he reserved for female authors, and deemed for
her “Not to write poetry, not to act it, think it
dream it, and be it, is entirely out of her power”
Upon the poet’s removel to New York he found the
Osgoods already resident there. It was impossible for
the two families to mix in the same circles, as they
did, without meeting, and Poe’s first interview with the
fair authoress has been thus described in Mrs, Osgood’s
own words (—

« My first meeting with the poet was at the Astor House,
iuf‘a:; bf‘;{;s ﬂp;:evious, Mr, ‘:i?ﬂ.lis had handed me, at the
! b strange and thrilling entitled Z%s
Raven, saying that, the author wanted mylﬁpl:}onofit. Tis
effect upon me was so singular, so like that of ‘weird,
unearthly music,’ that it was with a feeling almost of dread
I heard ho desired an introduction. Vet I could not refuse
without seeming ungrateful, becanse I had just heard of his
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enthusiastic and partial eulogy of my writings, in his lecture
on American Literature I shall never forget the moratng
when I was summoned to the drawing-room by Mr. Willis to
receive him. 'With his proud and beautiful head erect, his
dark eyes flashing with the electric light of feeling and
thought, & peculiar, an inimiteble blending of sweetness and
hauteur in his expression and manner, he grested me calmly,
gravely, almost coldly ; yet with so marked an earnestness
that I could not help being deoply impressed by it. From
that moment until his death we were friends.”

The friendship thus inaugurated between the ftwo
poets exercised an undoubied influenice upon both of
them., In the sympathetic society of Frances Osgood
the unfortunate and harassed editor found some
nepenthé for his troubles, whilst under his skilful
guidance the poetess learned how to produce “a
bolder note” and a more impassioned song. If she
now composed with less rapidity then of heretofore, &
deeper tone and a more profound pathos is beheld in
her later writings, as if the “few edditional years,
with their inevitable sorrow,” which Poe considered “ to
have stirred the depths of her heert,” were, indeed, no
poetic fiction. But to the dominating influence of
Edgar Poe himself, more than to anything else, must
be ascribed the change in Frances Osgood’s feelings.
In whei light she now regarded her poetic Mentor may
be best comprehended from these lines to him, pub-
lished in his own periodical, the Broadway Journal :—

*In Heaven o spirit doth dwsll
*Whose heart-stringe are & lute.’"—Epsar Por

“1 cannot tell #i¢ world how thrills my heart
To every touch that flies thy lyre along ;
How the wild Nature and the wondrous Art,
Blend into Beauty in thy passionate song—
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& But this J inow—in thine enchanted slumburs,
Heaven's post, Israfel —with minstrel fire—
Taught the music of his own sweet numbers,

And tuned—to chord with his—thy glorions lyre!”

Well known as is Poe's exquisite respunse to these
lines, it will still bear repetition here:—

To F—s 8. 0-

“ Thou wouldst be luved +—then let thy heart
From its present pathway part not!
Being everything which now thou arf,
Be nothing which thou at not.
8o with the world thy gentle ways,
Thy grace—thy more than beauty—
Shall be an endless theme of praise,
And love—a simple duty.”— Engan Por

Shortly after this reciprocation of sentiments, and
the exchange of certain other poems and letters’of a
similar character, Pbe wa: engaged to write a series of
eritiques on the “Literati of New York,” for Mr.
Godey’s magazine, The Lady's Book, and how Frances
Osgood was interested in them will be best gathered
from her own pleasant account :—

It was in his own simple yet poetical home, that to me
the character of Edgar Poe appeared 1 its most beautiful light.
Playiul, affectionate, witty, alternately docile and wayward
as a petted child—for his young, gentle, and idolised wife,
and for all who caxfe, he had, even in the midst of his most
harassing literary duties, a kind word, 8 pleasant emils, a
graceful and courteous attention. At his desk, beneath the
romantic pieture of his loved and lost Lenore, he wonld sit,
hour after hour, patient, assiduous, and uncomplaining,
tracing in an exquisitaly clear chirography, and with almost
superhuman swiftuess, the lghitning thoughts—the * rare and
radiant’ fancicd—as they flashed through Lis wonderful and
ever-wakoful brain, I recolleet one morning towards the

T
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close of his residence in this oity, when he seemed unusually
gay and light-hearted.  Virginia, his swoet wife, had wrilten
me & pressing invitation to come to them ; and I, who never
could resist Ler affectionate summons, and who enjoyed his
socisty far more in his own home than elsewhers, hastened to
Awity Stroet. I found him just compleling his series of
papers entitled The Lilerati of New York * See,' said he,
displaying, in laughing triumph, several little rolls of narrow

paper, ‘I am going to show you, by the difference in length
of these, the different degrees of eathmation in which I hold
all you literary people. Im each of these, one of you is
rolled up and fully discussed. Come, Virginia, help me 1’
And one by one they nnfolded them, Af last they came to
one which seemed interminable.  Virginia langhingly ran to
one ¢orner of the room with one end, and her hushand to the
opposite with the other, *And whose Jengthened sweetness
long drown out is thot?’ eaid L ¢ Yiearher!’ he cried, *just
a8 if her little vain heart didn’t tell her it's homself 1’

Subsequently, when requested to furnish her reminis-
cences of the unfortunate poet, Mrs. Osgood replied :—

“For you, who knew and understood my affectionate
interest In him, and my frenk acknowledgment of that
interest fo all who had & claim upon my confidence, for you,
I will willingly do 80, I think no one ¢ould know him—no
one kas known him personally—certainly no women—with-
out feeling the same interest. I can sincerely say, that
slthough I have frequently Aeard of aberrations on his part
from ‘the straight and narrow path,” T have never seen him
otherwise fhan gentle, generous, well-bred, and fastidiously
refined. To a sensitive and delicately nurtured woman,
there waa & poculiar and irresistible charm in the chivalrie,
graceful, and almost tender reverence with which he invari-
ably approached all women who won his respect, It was this
which first commanded and always retained my regard for him,

“I have besn fold that when his sorrows and pecuniary
embarrassments had- driven him to the use of stimulants,
which a less dalicate organisation might have borne without
injnry, he was in the habit of speakmg disrespectfully of tho
Indies of his scquaintance, [ fs diffieult for ma to beliens tho ;
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for to me, to whom he came during the year of our aequaint-
ance for counsel and kindness in all his many anxieties and
griefs, he never spoke irreverently of any woman save one,
and then only in my defence; and though I rebuked him for
his momentary forgetiulness of the respect due to himself
and to me, I could not but forgive the oftence for the sake of
the generous impulse which prompted it. Yet, even were
ithese sad rumours true of him, the wise and well informed
knew how to regard, as they would the impetuous anger of a
spoiled infant, beulked of its capricious will, the equaily
larmless and unmeaning phrengy of that strey child of Poetry
and Passion. For the few unwomanly and slander-loving
gossips who have injured him and themselves only by 1opest-
ing his ravings, when in such moods they have accepted his
pociety, I have only to voucheafe my wonder and my pity.
They cannot surely harm the true and pure, who, reverencing
his genius and pitying his misforbunes and his errors,
endeavoured, by their timely kindness and sympathy, to
soothe his sad carcer.”

Such were the impressions left wpon Mrs. Osgood
by Edgar Poe, and how she, in her turn, appeared to
him is told in these words of the poet. “Iln character
she i3 ardent, sensitive, impulsive, . , the very soul
of truth and honour; & worshipper of the beautiful,
with & beart so radically artless as to seemn abundant
in art; universally admired, respected, and beloved.
I person she is about the medium height, slender
even to fragility, graceful whether in action or repose;
complexion usually pale, bair black and glossy, eyes
& clear, luminous grey, large, and with singular capacity
for expression.”

Although the personal acquaintance of the two
poets lasted only for one year, Mrs. (sgood having to
travel for her lealth’s sake, “I maintained & corres-
yondence with Mr, Poe,” says the lady, “in accordance
with the earnest entreaties of his wife, who imagined
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that my influence over him had a restraining and
beneficial effect. It kad, as far as this—that having
golemnly promised me to give up the use of stimu-
lauts, he so firmly respected his promise and me,
as never once, duriny our whole acquaintance, to
appear in my presence when in the slightest degree
affected by them.” ¢“The charming love and con-
filence that existed between his” wife and himself,”
Mis, Osgood’s testimony has already been cited in
corroboration of. It was, she declares, “always delight-
fully apparent to me, in spite of the many little poetical
episodes in which the impassioned romance of his
temperament impelled him to indulge; of this I cannot
speak too earnestly, too warmly.”

But ah uncharitable and censorious public, fed by
the jealous whisperings of envious men. and, sadder
atill, of jerlous women, chose to regard these “ poetical
episodes ” in another light. Oue of the victims of the
scandals end calumnies eccumulated upon the poet’s
devoted head, was his warm friend and defender,
Frances Osgood. Alluding to his epistolary and con-
versational powers, she had remarked to a correspondent,
“His letters were divinely beantiful, and for hours 1
have listened to him, entranced by strains of pure and
almost celestial eloquence such as I have never read
or heerd elsewhere,” By means of this correspondence
it was sought to crush, or, at all events, inflict & cruel
vengeance upon Poe, for slighted advances aud critical
contempt, One implacable woman, whose name death
aud her sex forbid us o mention, chanced to see at Poe’s
Lwuse an open note or letter from Mrs. Osgood, which
she assuwed to consider called for interference. This
suue woman, whose own advauces to the poet were
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anything but pleasant, so busied herself that a committes
of ladies wes actuslly appointed to call upon Mrs,
Osgood, and remonstrate with her upon the imprudence
of such a correspondence. In consequence of their
representations, the postess consented that they should
act on her behalf and request the return of her letters.
The late Margaret-Fuller, afterwards Countess D’'Ossoli,
was, it is understood, one of the ladies who acted upon
this occasion, and a well-known literary lady of New
York another, but the acknowledged instigator and
“wire puller” of the movement was Mrs. E——, the
woman above referred to. The story has been told us
thus :—

+  The ladies repaired to Fordham, presented their ereden-
tials and made their demand. The poor Raven, driven to
desperation, ruffled his plumage, celled the fair amhassa-
drerses ¢ busy-bodies,” and added injury to insult by saying
that *Mre. E—— had better come and look after her own
letters’ Now this was very indiscreet of him, and very
reprehensible, and no one knew this better than himself,
But you shall hear what he himself eays about it in a letter:
—*In the heat of passion, stung to madness by her incon-
coivable perfidy, and by the grossmess of the injury which
her jealousy prompted her to infliet upon all of us—upon
both families—I permitted myself to say what I should not
have said. I had no soomer uttered the words than I folt
their dichonour. I feli, too, that although &hs must be
damningly eonscions of her own baseness, she would still
have a right to reproach me for having betrayed, under any
circumatances, her confidence,

¢ Full of these thoughts, and terrified almost fo death lest
1 should again, in a moment of madness, be similarly tempted,
I went immediately to my secrotary—{when those two ladies
wont away),—made a package of her letters, addressed thentto
her, and with my own hands left them at her door. Now
you cannot be prepared for the diabolical malignity which
followed. Insead of fenling that I had done all I could te
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repair an unpremeditated wrong; instead of feeling that
almost any other person would have retained the lefters to
make good (if occasion required), the assertion that I possessed
them ; instead of this, she urged her brothers and brother-in-
law to demand of ma the letlers, Tho position in which ehe
thue placed me you may imagine. Is it any wonder that I
was driven mad by the intolerable semse of wrong?...
You will now comprehend what I mean in saying that the
only thing which I found it impossible to forgive Mre,
Osgood, was her recoption of Mrs, E—-s'"

Such is the account furnished by Poe himself of
one of the most deplorable incidents in his life, and
one which has been misrepresented, exaggerated, and
distorted in a hundred different ways by foes and
thoughtless retailers of scandal. The guileless nature
of Mrs. Osgood, and the passionate, proud spirit of Pos,
rendered both easy prey to eraft and calculating cold
duplicity. It is satisfactory to learn that, despite the
intervention of “busybodies,” the two poets remained
friendly to the close of their contemporaneously ended
careers, and whilst Poe frequently ellades in his
correspondence with affectionate interest to Mrs,
Osgood, the final poem of that lady's last volums,
published just as she died—a few months after Pos—
was inscribed to him, and was of him, as “ Israfel,”*

The poet’s literary labours during the early balf of
1846, after his relinquishment of the Broadway Journal,
do not eppear to have been either voluminous or valu-
able. To Graham's Magazine, and the Democratic Review,
he contributed a certain quantum of * Marginalia,”
but his own and his wife’s ill health rendered him
little able to wield his pen with any of the readiness
he had so lately displayed. The settlement of variony

* Vide Appendix D.
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matters connected with his defunet periodical oceupied
& considerable portion of his time, and as an examyple
of the honourable manner in which he strove to per-
form the pecuniary engegements—despite tle diffi-
culties under which he laboured—that arose out of his
recent publishership, this little note may be cited :—

*New Yorg, dpril 16, 46,

%My Desn BIr,—You seem to take matters very easily, and
I really wonder at your patience under the circumsatances,
But the truth iz, I am in no degree to blame. Your letters,
one and all, reached me in due courss of mail, and I attended
to them as far a¢ I could. The business, in fact, was none
of mine, but of the person to whom I transferred the Journal,
end in whose hands it perished,

% 0Of course, I feel no less in honour hound to refund you
your money, and now do so, with many thanks for your
promptness and courtesy.— Very condially yours,

“¥pear A, Por”

During the menths of February, March, and April,
the poet contributed notices of leading American
authors to the pages of Godey’s Zady's Book, and in
May commenced in the same magazine a series of
critical studies on “ The Literati of New York,” These
essays, which were continued from month to month
until October, were immensely successful, so far as
creating a sensation was concerned, but in some respects
they greatly injured Poe’s prospeets, both by enlarg-
ing still forther the number of his foes, and even by
causing the intimidation of the less courageous of his
friends, who foresaw and dreaded the decrease of his
popularity in many influential places. The causticity
of these critiques, indeed, produced & terrible commotion
in the ranks of mediccrity, and no effort was left
untried to put & stop to their publication. Poe him-



296  1he Authors and their Critucs.

self was alternately threatened and cajoled, but of
conrse o no purpose ; similar efforts were made with
Mr, Godey, but with what little success this letter from
the Philadelphian publisher will show:—

 The Awthors and Mr. Poe.
® June 1846,

“We have received several letlers from New York,
anonymous and from personal friends, requesting ns to he
careful what we allow Mr. Poe to say of the New York
authors, many of whom are our personal friends. Wae reply
to one and all, that we have nothing to do but publish Mr,
Poe’s opinions, not our own, Whether we agree with Mr
Poe or not, is another matser. We are not fo be infimidaled
by a threat of the Joss of friends, or turned from our purpose
by honeyed words, . . . Many attempts have been made,
and are making, by various parsons to forestall public opinion.
We have the name of nne persom,—others are busy with
reports of Mr. Poe’s illncss.  Mr. Poe has been ill, but we
havo letiers from him of very recent dates, also & new hatch
of The Literatt, which show anything but feebleness either
of body or mind. Almost every paper that we exchange
with has praised our new enterprise, and spoken in high
terms of Mr. Poe’s opinion.”

Highly successful as Poe’s “opinions ” may have
been for the publisher’s pocket—and some of the
Ladys Book issues ran through three editions—the
unfortunates of whom they were expressed were
searcely so contented. One of them, duplicately named
“Thomas Dunn English ” and “Thomas Dunn Brown,”
dissatisfied with the manner in which his literary
shortcomings had heen dissected by the eritic, or, as
Poe suggests, hankering after wider notoriety, obtained
the nse of the Bvening Mirror from its new proprietors,
Fuller and Company, and inserted therein & grossly
personal attack upon the poet, who thereupon instituted
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& libel suit egainst the newspaper, and recovered heavy
damages for defamation of character. From the so-
called “Reply of Mr, English” some of the more
relevant paragraphs may be cited, but the “card ” is
too lengthy and too indecent to be quoted tn exteno.
It was editorially introduced with the plea that “ As
Mr. Godey, ‘ for a consideration,’ lends the use of his
battery for an attack on the one side, it is but fair
that we allow our friends an opporbunity to exercise
a little ‘ self-defenca’ on the other.” As Poe’s critique
wag purely directed against the literary weaknesses
of “English” tha personalities of the “Reply” were
utterly uncealled for; it began thus:—

% As T have not, of late, replied to attacks made upon me
through the public press, I can easily afford to make an
excoption, and atill keep my rule a general ome. A”Mr.
Ldgar A. Poo has beon engaged for some time past in giving
to the public, through the modium of the Lady’s Book,
sketchos of what he facetiously calls the ‘ Liferati of New
York’ These he names, by way of distinetion, I presume,
frotn his ordinary writings, ‘homest opinions’ He honours
me by including me in the very numerous and remarkably
sugust body he affects fo deseribe. , . . As he seems to covet
a notice from me, he shall be gratified.

“Mr. Poe states in his article, ‘I do not personally kmow
Mr. English.’. . . I know Mr. Poe by & succession of hir
acte—one of which is rather costly, I hold Mr Poe’s
acknowledgment for a sum of money which he obtairied of
me under false pretences. As I stend in need of it at this
time, I am content he should forget to know me, provided he
acquits himself of the money he owes me. I ask no inferest,
in lieu of which I am willing to credit him with the sound
cuffing I gave him when I lnst sew him.

“ Another ack of his gave me soms knowledgo of him. A
merchant of this cify had accused him of committing forgery.
He consulted me on the mode of punishing his accuser, and
a5 he was afraid fo challenge him fo the field, or chastise him
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nally, I suggested a legal prosecution as his sole remedy.
mis requeat I obtained a counsellor who was willing, as &
compliment to me, to conduet his suit without the customary
retaining fee, But, though so eager at firsh to commence
proceedings, he dropped the maiter alfogether when the time
came for him to act—thus virtually admitting the truth of
the charge. '

“Rome time before this, if I mistake not, Mr. Poe accepted
an invitation to deliver & poem before & society of the New
York Uriversity. Ahout a week before the time when this
poem was to be pronounced, he called on me, appearing to be
much troubled—said he eould not write the poem, and begged
me 10 help him out with some idea of the course o pursue,
I suggested that he hed better write a note fo the society,
and frankly state his inability to compose a poem on a stated
subject. He did not do this, but—as ks always does when
droubled—drank until intoxicated ; and remained in & state
of intoxication during the week. When the night of exhibi-
tion came, it was gravely announced that Mr. Poe could not
deliver his poem, on account of severe indisposition !

“His next affair of a similar kind, was still more dis.
credifable, Unmindfal of his former act, he accepted an
invitation to deliver a poem befors & Boston institution—the
Lyceum, I think, When I remonstrated with him on unden

ing a task he could not perform, he alleged that he was
in want of the money they would pay him, and would
contrive fo *cook up something” Want of ability prevented
him from performing his intention, and he ingulted his
audience, and rendered himeelf a laughing-stock, by reciting
amass of ridienious stuff, written by 2ome one, and printed
under his name when he was about eightcen years of age,
It had & poculiar effect upon his sudience, who dispersed
under its infliction ; and when he was rebuked for his fraud,’
he asserted that he had intended a hoax. . . , His lamenta-
tion over my lack of & common English education is heart-
rending to hear, T will acknowledge my deficiencies with
pleasure. It is a great pity that he is not equally candid.

“He really does not poesess one tithe of that greatnese
which he seems to regard as an uncomfortable burden, He
mistakes coarse abuse for polished invective, and vulgar in-
sinuation for sly sative. He is not alone thoroughly unprin-
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cipled, base, and depraved, but silly, vain, and ignorant,—
not slons an assassin in morals, but & quack in literature,
His frequent quotations from langnages of which he is entirely
ignorant, and his consequent blunders, expose him to ridi-
enle; while his cool plagiarisms, from known or forgotten
writers, oxcite the public emazement. He is a complete
evidenca of his own assertion, that ‘no spectacle can be more
pitiable than that of a man without the commonest schoel
eduncation, busying himself in attempts to instruct mankind
on topics of polite literature.’”

Mr, English next proceeds to furnish his version of
the Mrs, E——'s letters case—=alleges a chestisement
he had inflidted on Poe was so violent that it had
caused the poet’s confinement to his bed for a day oz
two, and winds up his diatribe by declaring his re-
viewer “overrates his own powers.”

That any newspaper could be found to insert suth
a communication in its columns, appears extraordinary,
even although the proprietors made no concealment
of their hatred for the person attacked, but what was
atill more Jamentable was the fact that Poe, not
content to leave to public justice the exoneration
of his cheracter from all charges not self-evidently
false, foolishly increased the importance of the attack
by publishing a refutation of it. The slanders signed
with the name of “ English,” but generally believed to
have been the joint composition of various persons,
appeared in the Evening Mirror of the 230 of June,
and on the 28th inst. Poe’'s answer appeared in the
Philadelphin Saturday Gazits. The editor of the
latter paper, remarking that, at the « particular request
of some of Mr. Poe's friends in this city,” he publishes
that gentleman's reply to the attack made upon him
in the Mirror, adding justly, “ Mr. English’s letter was
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very seven: upon the private character of Mr. Poe, and
the latter retaliates in the same spirit. All this is, to
our notion, in bad taste, yet we cannot well refuse the
aseiled an opportunity to exculpate himself.”

Of the poet’s voluminous Reply to Mr. English and
Others, only e small portion can possibly be quoted, ag
the letter, which would fill & small volume, deals not
only with “English” but with the “Others.” It is
dated New York, June 27th, and begins in this
wise :—

“ T'o the Public.—A long and serious illness of such char-
acter a8 to render quiet and perfect seclusion in the country
of vital importancs, has hitherto prevented me from seeingan
article headed ‘ The War of the Literati) siyned ¢Thomns
Dunn English.’ . . . This article I might, and should, indeed,
never have seen, but for the kindness of Mr. Godey, who
enclosed it to me with a suggestion that certain porfions of.it
might be thonght on my part to demand 2 reply.

“I had some difficulty in comprehending what that was,
gaid or writter by Mr English, that could be deemed
answerable by any human being; but I had not taken inte
consideration that I had been, for meny months, absent and

v ill—that T had no longer a journal in which to
defend myself—that thess facts wers well known to Mr.
English—that he is & blackguard of the lowest order—that
it would be a silly truism, if not unpardonable flattery, fo
term him either a coward or a liar—and, lastly, that the
magmitude of a slander is usually in the direct ratio of the
littlenees of the slanderer, but, above all things, of the
impunity with which he fancies it may be uttered.

“Of the series of papers which have called down upon me,
while suppored defenceless, the animadversions of the pensive
Fuller, the cultivated Clark, the ‘indignant Driggs’¥* and
the animaleunla with moustaches for antennsm, that is in the
capital habit of signing itself in full ‘ Thomas Dunn English’

ppmm?mﬂdl.m Now York Eveming Mirror, in which the libs!
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—of this series of- papers all have been long since written,
and #hres have been already given to the public The cin
culation of the Magazine in which they appear cannot be
much less than go,000, and, admitting but four readers
to each copy, I may congratulate myself on a monthly
sudience of af least 200,000 from amongst the wost
refined and intellectusl classes of American society. Of
courss, it will be difficult on the part of The Murror (I am
not sure whether five hundred or six hundred be the preciss
number of copies it now circulates)—difficult, I say, to con-
vince the 200,000 readers in question that, individually and
collectively, they are blockheads—that they do mot rightly
comprehend the unpretending words which I have addressed
to them in this series—and that, as for myself, I have no
other design in the world than misrepresentation, scurrility,
aud the indulgence of personal spleen. What has been
printed is before my readers; what I have written besides is
in the hands of Mr. Godey, and shall remain unaltered. . . .
In sketching individuals, every candid reader will admit that,
while my general aim has been sccuracy, I have yieldsd to
delicacy even a little $oo much of verisimilitude. Indeed, on
this score, should I not have credit for running my pen
through certain semiences referring, for example, to fhe
brandy nose of Mr. Briggs (sinee Mr. Driggs is only one-
third deseribed when this nose is omitted), and to the family
resemblance befween the wholo visage of Mr. English and
that of $he best looking bub most umprincipled of Mr. Bar-
num’s baboons §

#T14% will not be supposed, from anything here said, that I
wyself attach any importence to this series of papers. The
public, however, is the best judge of its own taste ; and that
the spasms of one or two enemies have given the articles &
notoriety far surpaamng their merit or my expectation, is
possibly no fault of mine. In a preface their very narrow
scope 18 defived, They are loosely and incomsiderstely
written—aiming at nothing beyond the gossip of criticism—
unless, indeed, at the relief “of those *mecessities’ which I
have never blushed to admit, and which the editor of The
Mirror—the quondam. associste of gentlemen—has, in the
same manner, never blushed publicly to insult and to recond.

“But let me return to Mr. English’s attack—and, in 80
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returning, leb me not permit any profundity of disgust to
induce, oven for an instant, a violation of the dignity of
truth. What is not fales amid the scurrility of this man's
staternents, it is not in my nature to brand as falss, . . . The
errors aud frailties which 1 deplore, it cannot ab least be
asserted that I have been the coward to deny, Never, even,
have I made sttempt at ex'enuating & weakness which is (or,
by the biessing of God, was) & calamity, aithough those who
did not know me intimately had little resson to regard it
otherwise than as a crime. For, indeed, had my pride, or
that of my family, permitted, thare was :nuch—very much—
there was everything—to be offered in extenuation. Per-
haps, even, there was an epoch of which it might not have
been wrong in me to hint—what by the testimony of Dr,
Francis and other medical men, I might have demonstrated,
had the publie, indeed, cared for the demonstration—that the
irregularities so profoundly lamented were the effect of &
tarrible evil rather than ite causa, . . .

4 Tt is not, then, my purpose to deny any part of the con-
vursation represented to have been held privafely between
this person and myself. . . . The defals of the ¢ conversation,’
a8 asserted, I ehall not busy myself in attempting to nnder-
stand. . . .

#7 shall not think it necessary to maintain that I am o
‘coward.’ On a point such as this a man ghould speak aonly
through the acts, moral and physical, of his whole publie
career.  But it is & matter of common observation that your
real coward mever fails fo make it & primary point to accuse
all his enemics of cowardice. . . . Now, the origin of the
nickname, ‘Thomes Ione Brown,’ is, in Philadelphia,
quite a8 thoroughly understood as Mr. Xnglish could desira,
'With even the inconceivable amount of brass in his posses-
sion, I doubt if he could, in that city, pronounce aloud that
simple word ¢ coward,’ if his moat saintly soul depended upon
ths'sﬂa. ‘e

“His primary thrashing, of any note, was bestowed u
him, I believa, by Mr. John 8, Du Solle, the editorofpt?llt:
Spirit of the T¥mes, who could nof very well get over acting
with this indecorum, on account of Mr. E.'s amiasble weak-
ness—, propensity for viclating the privacy of a publisher’s
MS8S. 1 have not heard that there was any resontment
ou ihe part of Mr, English.”
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A record of several other chastisements inflicted by
various known and named individuals on Mr. English's
person follows, and then the poet proceeds to deal
sersatim with the charges sgainst himself :—

“ About the one or two other waimportant points in thix
gentleman’s attack upon myself, there ig, I believs, very little
to be said. Ho asserts that T have complimented his literary
performances. . . . I solemnly say that in no paper of mine
did there ever appear one word about this gentleman—ynless
of the broadest and most unmistakable irony—that was not
printed from the MS. of the gentleman himself. Tho last
number of the Broadway Journal {the work having boen
turned over by me to another pnblisher) was edited by Mr.
Enplish. The editorial portion was wholly his, and was one
interminable pean of his own praises. The truth of all
this—-if any one is weak enough to care a penny about who
praises or who damns Mr. English—will no doubt be cor-
roborated by Mr. Jennings, the printer.

“1 am charged, too, unspecifically, with being & p]a.glmst
on a very extensive scale. He who accuses another of what
ull the world knows to be especially false, is merely rendering
the accused a service by calling affention to the converss of
the fact, and should never be helped out of his ridieulous
position by any denial on the part of the accused. 'We want
s magazine paper on ‘The Philosophy of Billingsgate’ But
I am really ashamed of indulging even in & sneer at this
poor miserable fool, on any mere topic of literature alone.

*As & matter of course I should have been satisfied to
follow the good example of Mr. Wise,® when insulted by
Mr. English. {if this be, indeed, the person’s name), had there
been nothing more serious in the blatherskite's attack than
the particulars to which I have hitherto alluded. The two
passugss which follow, however, are to be found in the
article referred t0:—

‘Y hold Mr, Poe’s acknowledgment for & sum of monsy

which he obtained from me under false pretences’

* The 1on. Menry A Wise, thon United States Minister to
Frence, who entirely ignored his libeller.—J. H. L




304 Criminal Charpes.

And again ;—
¢ A merchant of this city,’ &c. (vide paragraph ending, *thos

virtually admitting the truth of the charge,’ page 75).

“Tt will be admitfed by the most patient that these
acensations are of such a character es to justify me in
rebutting them in the most public manner possible, evan
when they are found to be urged by a Thomas Dunn English.
The charges are criminal, and, with the aid of the Afrvor,
I can have them investigated before & criminal fribunal. In
the meantime, I must not lie under these imputations a
moment longer than necessary. To the first charge I reply,
then, simply that Mr. English is indebted fo me in what (to
me) is a considerable sum—that I owe him nothing—that in
the aesertion that he holds my acknowledgment for a sum of
money under any pretence obtained, he lies—and that I defy
him to produce such acknowledgment.

“In regard to the second charge, I must neceasarily be 8
little more explicit. ¢The merchant of New York’ alluded
to, is a gentleman of high respuctability—Mr. Edweard J.
Thomas, of Broad Street. I Lave now the honour of his
acquaintanca, but some time previous to this acquaintance.
he had remarked to a common friend that he had heard
whispered against me an accusation of forgery. The friend,
a8 in duty bound, reported this matter to me. I called at
onco on Mr. Thomss, who gave me no very thorough
explanation, but promised to make inquiry, and confer with
me hereafter. Nob hearing from him in what I thought due
time, however, I eent him (unforfunately by Mr. English,
who was always in my office for the purpose of doing
himgelf honour in running my errands) & note, of which
the following is a copy i—

‘Orrion 07 vEE Broadway Josrnal, ko,

Eowaznp J. THoMas, Esq,

¢ 81,—As I have not had the pleasure of hearing from you
since our interview at_your office, may Iaakofyouto
state to me distinetly, whether I am to consider the charge
of forgery uxged by you against myself, in the presenco
of s common friend, as originating with yowrself or Xis
Benjamin }—Your obedient servant,

(ngned) Epeanr A. Poz.'
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“The reply brought me wes verbal and somewhat vague,
As usmal my messenger had played the bully, and, as
very usual, had been treated with conterpt The idea of
challenging s man for s charge of forgery could only have
entered the head of an owl or an English: of course I had
1o resource but in a suit which one of Mr. E’s friends
offered to condmet for me. I left town to procure evidencs,
and on my return found at my houss a letter from Mr
Thomas. If ran thus:—

*Nzw Yonx, July §, 1845,

‘E. A, Pog, Esq., New YoRrk,

‘Dear Str,—1I had hoped ere this {0 have seen you, but as
you have not called, and as I may scon be out of the city, I
desire to say fo you thaf, sfter ropeated efforts, I saw the
person, on Friday evening last, from whom the report origi-
nated to which you referred in your call at my office. He
denies it i1 fofo—says he does no? know i and never said so
—and it undonbtedly azose from the misanderstanding of
some word used. It gives me pleasure thus to trace if, end
gtill more to find it destltute of foundation in truth, as'I
thought would be the case, I bave fold Mr. Benjamin the
regelt of my inquiries, and zhall do so fo *bya
very early opportunity—the only two persons who know any-
thing of the matter, as far 28 I know.—I am, 8ir, very truly
your friend and obedlent gervant,

¢(Signed) Epwanp J. Taomas.’

“Now, a3 this nole was most satisfactory and most kind
—as I neither wished nor could have accepted Mr. Thomas’
money—=as the motives which had actuated him did not
seem 0 me malevolent—as I had heard him spoken of in
the most flattering manner by one whom, above all others, I
most profoundly respect and esteem—it does really appear to
me hard to comprehend how even so malignant a villain as
this English eould have wished me to proceed with the suif.

“In the presence of witnesses I ha.nded him the letter,
snd requested his opinion. In lieu of it he gave me his
advice: if was that I should deny having received such a
letter and urge the prosecution fo exiremity. 1 prompily

® Thepemnnﬁmdtohmmlm&good.—-l.%!.
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ordered him to quit ths housa In his capacity of hound,
he obeyed.

“These are the faets which, in a court of justice, I
propose to demonstrate; and, having demonstrated them,
ghall I not have a right to demand of a generons public that
it brand with eternal infamy that wretch, who, with a full
knowledgs of my exculpation from so heinous o charge, has
not been ashamed to take advantage of my supposed inability
to defend myself, for the purpose of stigmatising me ag &
felon?

“And of the gentleman who {also with a thorough know-
ledge of the facts, a8 I can and will show) prostituted his
sheets to the circulation of this calumny—of Afm what is it
necessary to say? At present—mnothing. . . . Not even in
taking vengeance on a Fuller can I stoop to become a Fuller
myzelf, . . . Epear A Pog.”

This rejoinder appears to have been the most foolish
act of Poe's life; for it was as difficult for him, as for
any one else, to descend into the arcna and combet
blackguards with any other than their own weapons.
To & friend who remonstrated with him, however, on
the manner of the above communication, he wrote :—

“I do not well see how I could have otherwise replied to
English. You must know him (English) before you can
well estimate my reply. He is so thorough a ‘blatherskite’
that to have replied to him with digrity would have been
the extreme of the ludicrons. The only true plan—not to
have answered him af all—was precluded on account of the
nature of some of his accusations—forgery, for instence, To
guch charges, even from the Autocrat of all the Asses, & man
is compalled to answer. There he had me, Answer him I
must. Bub how? DBeliove me, there exists no such dilemma
o8 that in which a gentleman is placed when he is forced to
reply to a blackguard. If he have any gemius, then is the
{ime for ite display. I confess to you that I rather liks that
reply of mine, in a literary sense ; and so do & great many of
my friends. It fully answered its purposs, beyond a doubt.
Would to Heaven every work of Art did as much! You
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err in supposing me to have been ‘peemh’wheanrote
the reply. The peovishness was all ‘pnt on’as a part of
my srgument—of my plan; so was the *indignation’ with
which 1 wound up. How could I be either peovish or
iudignant sbout a matiér so well adapted to further my
purposes’ Wera I able to afford so expensive s luxury as
personal—especially, as refufable—abuse, I would willingly
pay any man $z000 per annum to hammer away at me all
the year rouml”

And, in another letter to the same correspondent,
Poe, referring to the action for lihel he had success-
fully carried out against the New York publisher of
the slanders, says of English :—

% The vagabond, at the peried of $he suit’s coming on, ran
off o Washington, for fear of being criminally prosscuted.
The *acknowledgment’ referred to was not forthcoming, and
the Mirror could not get o single witness to testify one word
aguinst my character. . . . My suit against the Mirvor was
terminated by & verdiet of $225 in my favour. The eosts and
all will make them & bill of $492. Pretby well—considering
that there was a0 actual “damage’ done to me.”*

Ewly in the summer of 1846 Toe removed from
Amity Street, New York, fo Fordham, Westchester
County, &t that time quite out in the country, but
now become almost a suburb of the city. His darling
wife's health was rapidly failing, and it was, Mis.
Whitman remarks, “for her dear sake, and for the
recovery of thet peace whick had been so fatally
perilled-amid the irrifations and anxieties of his New
York lifs, that Poe left the city and removed to the
little Dutch cottage in Fordham, where he passed the
three remaining years of his life. It was to this quiet
haven in the beautiful spring or early summer of 1846,
when the fruit-trees were all in bloom and the grass
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in its freshest verdure, that he brought his Virginia
to die”

Hig literary engagements occasionally called the
poet to New York, but in such cases it was usual for
his mother-in-law, Mrs. Clemm, to sccompany hin.
Once, soon after the removal to Fordham, being detained
all night in town, he sent the following tender lines
to his wife, to reassmre her. As the note—written
on a rough page of his pocket-book-~is the only one
known to bave been addressed by Poe to his wife, it
is deserving citation : —

“ Tune 12, 1846,

“ My Dear HEarr—My Dear ViReiwia—Onr mother
will explain to yom why I stay away from you this night.
I trust the interview I am promised will result in some
substantial good for me—for your dear aake and hers—keep
up your heart in all hopefulness, and trust yet a little longer.
On my last great disappointment I should have lost my
courage bué for you—my little derling wife. You are my
greatost and only stimulus now, to battle with this wncon-
genial, unsatisfactory, and ungrateful life.

“I ghall he with you to-morrow (illegible) .., and be
assured until I see you I will keap in loving remembrancs
your last words, and your {ervent prayer!

“Bleap well, and may God grant you a peaceful summer
with your devotad Epear.”

What was the promised good, and whether the
promise was fulfilled, are unknown. During the sad
summer months the poet alternately oceupied his time,
when anxiety about his wife permitted him to work,
in writing out his pithy “Marginalia” for Grakam’s
Maguzine end the Democratic Review, and the “ Literati”
for the Lady's Book, and in beautifying the green sward
about his little cottage—*the sweetest little cottace
imaginable,” says Mrs. Clemm; adding:——
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“Uh, how supremely happy we were in our dear cottage
home! We three lived unly for each other. Eddie rarely
leit his beauliful home. I attended to his literary business,
for he, poor fellow, knew nothing about money transactions,
How should he, brought up in loxury and extravagsnce ¥

“ He paased the greater part of the morning in his study,
and, after he had finished his task for the day, he worked in
our beautiful flower garden, or read and recited poetry to ua.
Every one who knew him infimately loved him, J
pronounced him the best conversationalist living,. We had
very little soclety except smong the liferasi, but this was
exceedingly pleasant.”*

Among the literary friends who visited the Poes at
their pleasaut country home was Mrs, Gove-Nichols.
Of her first excursion to Fordham, she records :—

“1 found the poet, and his wife, and his wife’s mother—
who was his aunt—living in a little cottage at the fop of a
hill. There was an acre or two of green sward, fenced in
about the house, as smooth as velvet and a5 clean as the best
kept carpet.t There were some grand old cherry-trees in the
yard, that threw a massive shade around them, The house
had three rooms—a kitchen, a sitting-room, and a bed-
ehamber ovor the sitting-room.{ Thore was a piazza in front
of the house that was a lovely place fo sit in in summer, with
the shade of cherry-trees before it. There was ro eultivation,
no flowers—nothing but the smooth green sward and the
majestic trees,

“(Qn the occasion of this, my first, visit to the poet, I was
a good deal plagued—Poe had somehow caught & full-grown
bob-o"link. He had put him in a cage, which he had hung
on & nail driven into the trunk of a cherry-trea. The poor
bird was as unfit to live in & cage as his capbor was to live
in the world, He wos as restiess as his jailer, and sprang

* To Judge Neilson Poe. August igth, 1860.

+ Cof:}mm with description of grass in * Domain of Arnheim” and
“Landor's Cottage.”—J. H. 1L

1 This is & mistake ; thers were, and atill are, two rooms on each
foor.—J. H. L.
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continually, in a fiere, frightened way, from one side of the
cage to the other. I pitied him, but Poe was bent on fam-
ing him. There he stood with his arms crossed before the
imprisoned bird, his sublime trust in attaining the impossible
apparent in his whole self. So handsome, 8o impassive in his
wonderful infellectnal beanty, so proud and so reserved, and
yet 8o confidentially communicative, so entirely a gentleman
upon all occasions that I ever saw him-—so tasteful, so good
a talker was Poe, that he impressed himself and his wishes,
even without words, upon thoss with whom he spoke
However, I remonstrated against the imprisonment of
*Robert of Lineoln Green.’

“%You are wrong,’ said he quietly, ‘in withing me to free
the bird. He is a splendid songster, and as soon as he is
tamed he will delight our home with his musical gifts. You
should hear him ring out like a chime of joy-bells his won-
derful gong.’

“Poe's voice was melody itself. He always spoke low,
when in a violent discussion, compelling his hearers o Iizten
if they wonld know his opinion, his facts, fancies, or philo-
sophy, or his weird imaginings. These last usually flowed
from hig pen, seldom from his tongue,

“On this occasion I was introduced to the young wife of
the poet, and to the mother, then more than sixty years of
age. She was a fall, dignified old lody, with s most lady-
like manner, and her black dresa, though old and much worn,
looked really elegant on her. She wore a widow’s eap, of the
genuine pattern, and it suited excellently with her snow-white
hair. Her features were large, and comesponded with her
stature, and it seemed strange how such a stalwart and
queenly woman could be the mother of her pafie daughter,
Mrs. Poe looked very young; she had large black eyes, and
a pearly whiteness of complexion, which was a perfect pallor.
Her pale face, her brilliant eyes, and her raven hair, gave her
an unoarthly look, One falf that she was almost & dissolved
spirit, and when she coughed it was made certain that she
was rapidly passing away.

#The mother seemed hale and strong, and appeared to be
& sort of universal Providence for her strange children.,

“The cottage had an air of taste and gentility that must
have been lent to it by the presence of its inmates, 8o neat,
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g0 poor, 60 unfurnished, and yet so charming, s dwalling I
never saw. The floor of the kitchen was white as wheaten
flour. A table, a chair, and & little stove that it contained,
seetned to furnish it completely. The sitting-room floor was
laid with check mafting; four chairs, a light stand, and a
hanging book-shelf, composed ite furniture. There were
preity presentation copies of books on the little shelves, and
the Brownings had posts of honour on the stand. With
quiet exuliation Poe drew from his side-pooket a lotter he
had recently received from Elizabeth Barrett (Browning).
He read it to us. It was very flattering. She told Poe
that his ‘ poem of the Reven had awakened a fit of horror
in England.’* This was what be loved fo do. To make
the flesh cresp, to make one shudder and freeze with horror,
was more {0 his relish (I cannot say more to his mind or
heart) than to touch the temderest chords of sympathy or

“On the book-shelf there lay a volume of Poe's poerms.
He took it down, wrote my name in it, and gave it fo me
I think he did this from a feeling of sympathy, for I could
not be of advantage to him, as my two companions could.t
I had sent him an article when he edited the Broadway
Journal, which had pleased him. It was o sort of wonder
article, and he published it without knowing the authorship,
aud he was pleased to find his anonymous contribufor in
ma,  He was at this time greatly depressed. Their exireme
poverty, the sickmess of his wife, and his own inabilify to
write, sufficiently accounted for this, 'We spent half an hour
in the house, when some more company came, which included
Indies, and then we all went out for a walk,

“'We strolled away into the woods, and had a very cheer-
ful time, till some one proposed a game af leaping. I think
it must have been Poe, 88 he was experti in the exercise. Two
or threa gentlomen agreed to leap with him, and although
ons of them was tall, and had been a hunter in fimes past,
Poe still distanced them all. But, alaa ! his gaiters (1.e,, gaiter-
shoea), long worn and carefully kept, were both bumst in the

* & fit horror,” vide p. 221,
4 A reviewar one ; ' the other, & n who wrote laudatory noticea
ofbooks,tndbomw;dmomyor vours from their suthors
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grand leap that made bim victor. I had pitied the poor bob-o™
link in his hard and hopeless imprisonment, but I pitied poor
Poe more now. I was certain he had no other shoes, boots,
or gaiters. 'Who among us could offer him money to buy
snother pair? If any one had money, who had the effrontary
to offer it to the poet? When we reached the cottage, I
think all felt that we must not go in, to see the shoeless
vafortunate sitting or standing in our midst, I had en
errand, however; I had left the volume of Poe’s poems,
and I entered the house to get it. The poor old mother
looked at his feef, with & dismay that I shall never for-
got.

“¢0 Eddie!’ ssid she, ‘how did you burst your
gaitera ¥’

“Poo seemed to have fallen into a semi-torpid state ss
s0on a8 he saw his mother. . . .

“T related the cause of the mishap, and she drew me into
the kitchen.

“¢'Will you speak to Mr. ——"’ {the reviewer), she said,
* about Eddie’s last poem ¢’

“iIf he will only teke the poem, Eddie can have a pait
of shoes. He has 1t—1I carried it last week, and Eddie says
it is hig best, You will speak to him about it, won't you 7’

“We had already read the poem in eonclave, and, Heaven
forgive us, we could not make head or fail of it It might
88 well have been in any of the lost languages, for any
meaning we could extract from its melodious numbers. I
remember saying that I believed it was only a hoax that
Poo was passing off for poetry, to see how far his nams
would go in imposing upon people, But here was a sitna-
tion. The reviewer had been actively ivstrumental in the
demolition of the guiters,

“$0f course they will publish the poem,’ eaid I, ‘and I
will ask C—— to be quick about it

“The poem was paid for at once, and published soon after,
I presume it is regarded 8s genuine poetry in the collected
poems of its suthor, but then it brought the poet a pair of
gtiters and fwelve shillings over.”

Upon Mrs. Gove-Nichols’ next visit to Fordham, the
poet became very confidential with her .—
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“#¢] write," he said, ‘from & mental necessity— to satisfy
my taste and my love of art. Fame forms no motive power
with me,. What can I care for the judgment of & multitnde,
es o1y individual of which I despise 1

“‘But, Mr. Poe,’ said L, ‘there are individuals whose
jw!yment you respect.’

“¢ Certainly, and I would choose to have their esteem
unmixed with the mean adulation of the mob.’

%¢But the multitude may be homestly and legitimately
pleased,’ said L

“tThat may he poesible,’ said Poe, musingly, ©because
they may have an honest and legitimate leader, and not a
poor man who hes been paid & hundred dollars to manu-
facture opinions for them and fame for an author.’

%¢Do reviewers sell their liferary conscience thus uncon-
stionably ¥’ said L.

%+ A literary critic must be loth to violate his taste, his
sense of the fit and the beantifel. To sin against these snd
praise an unworlhy suthor, is to him an unpardonable sin.
But if he were placed on the rack, or if one he loved better
than his own life were writhing there, T can coneeive of his
forging & note againet the Bank of Fame, in favour of soms
would-he poet, who is able and willing to buy his poems and
his opinions.’

% He turned almost fiercely upon me, his fine eyes piercing
me. ‘Would you blame a man for not allowing his sick
wife to starve?’ said he,

“T changed the subject, and he became quiet, and we
walked along, noting beauties of flowers and foliage, of hill
and dale, ‘till we reached the cotiage.’

“At my next visit,” resumes Mrs. Gove-Nichols, * Poe
said, as we walked along the brow of the hill, ‘I ean't look
out on this loveliness till I have made a confession to you.
1 said to you, when you were last here, that I despised Fame.'

#+] remember,’ said L

#eTt was false, said he; ¢Ilove Fame. I dote on it; I
idolise it;-I would drink to the very dregs the glorious
intoxication. I would have incense ascand in my honour
from every hill and hamlet, from every town and city on
this earth. Fame ! glory! they are life-giving breath and
living blood. No man lives unless he iz famous! How
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hitterly I belied my nature, and my aspirations, when I said
I did not desire fame, and that I despised it.’

%] suggested that the utterance on both occasions might
be true to the mood that suggested them. But he declared
that there was no truth in his first assertion. I was nob as
severe with him as he was with himself”

The summer months flew by, taking with them the
strength of his beloved young wife, and unnerving
and unfitfing the poet for all literary exertion. He
was unable to work, and, even if he had been able, the
but too successful career of his “Literati” sketches had
caused many magazines, edited by the reviewed or
their allies, to close their pages to him, The danger-
ous censorship he had assumed in this series, says
Mrs, Whitman “exposed him to frequent indignant
criticiam, while, by his personal errors and indiscre-
tions, he drew upon himself much social censure and
espionage, end became the victim of dishonouring
accusations from which honour itself bed forbidden
him to exculpate himself” The worse his wife be-
came, the less able became the poet to labour with his
pen, so that the situation of the family grew more
deplorable daily. The dreary months dragged along,
and no help appeared. “The autumn came, and Mrs,
Poe sank rapidly in consumption,” resumes the nar-
rative of Mrs. Gove-Nichols.

41 saw her in her bed-chamber,” she relates. ' Every-

ing here was 80 neat, so purely clean, so scant and poverty-
stricken, that I saw the sufferer with such a heart-ache
. - . There was no clothing on the bed, which was only
sraw, but a enow- white counterpane and sheets, The
weather was cold, and the sick lady had the dresdful chills
that accompany the hectic fever of consumption. She lay
on the straw bed, wrapped in ber husband’s greatcoat, with
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8 large tortoiseshell cat in her bosom. The wonderful eat
seemed conseious of her great usefulnees, The ecat and the
cat were the sufferer’s only means of warmth, except as her
husband held her hands, and her mother har feet,

“Mrs, Clomm waa passionstely fond of her daughter, and
her distrest on secount of her illness and poverty and misery
was dreadful to see.

“As soon 88 I was made aware of these painful facts,
I came to New York and enlisted the sympathies and
services of 8 lady, whose heart and hand were ever open to
the poor and miserable, A feather bed and sbundance of
bed clothing and other comforts were the first-fruits of my
labour of love, The lady headed & private subscription, and
carried them sixty dollars the next week. From the day
this kind lady first saw the suffering family of the poet, she
watched over them as 8 mother watehes over her babe, She
saw them often, and ministered to the comfort of the dying
and the living."

Mrs. Shew (afterwards Houghfon), the lady whose
unostentations sympathy Mrs. Nichols had so happily
invoked, knew nothing of the poet or his femily, save
that they were helpless and needed sid; bub that was
all that was necessary to call forth her friendly
services.
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CHAPTER XVI1
MARIE LOUISE SHEW.

Tux facts of Poe’s poverty, illness, and inability to
write soon became public property. One consequence
of these circumstances being published was the out-
break in the papers of an epidemic of literary and
perscnal abuse of the unprotected poet. In another
instance, an implacable woman, still smarting under a
hastily-uttered and bitterly-repented remark of Poe's,*
actually tortured his dying wife by sending her some
of the scurrilous attacks on her unfortunste husband,
and by so doing, so the poet firmly believed, shortenod
ber life. But there was a bright side to this too
gloomy picture, Commenting upon & paragraph in
the columne of a daily contemporary that, without
Poe’s knowledge or connivance, had brought the poor
proud poet’s unhappy circumstences before the world,
N. P. Willis made an appeal to the public on his
friend’s behalf, In this article, which appeared in the
Home Journal, he took the opportunity of suggesting
that the poet's case was a strong argument in favour
of founding an hospital for well-educated persons in
redueced circumstances. Some of Willis's remarks are
worth repefition, although it iz to be believed that,
at the time, they had little other effect than making
Poe's misery still more notorious. He said :—

“The feeling we have long entertained on this subject has
been freshened by & recent paragraph in the Hrpress, an-

* Vide, p 292,
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nouncing that Mr. Edgar Allan Poe and his wife were both
dangerously ill, and euffering for want of the commen
neceasaries of lifs, Here is one of the finest scholars, one of
the most original men of genius, and one of the most indue-
trious of the literary profession of our country, whose tem-
porary suspension of labour, from bodily illness, drops him
immediately to a level with the common objects of publie
charity. There i5 mo intermediate stopping-place — no
respectful shelter where, with the delicacy due to genins and
culture, he might secure eid, unadvertised, till, with retum-
ing health, he could resume his labours and his unmortified
sense of independence. He must either apply to individual
friends—(a resource to which death ie sometimes almost pre-
ferable)}-—or suffer doon to the level where Charity receives
claimante, but where Rags and Humiliation are the only recog-
nised Ushers to her presence. I this right? Should there
not be, in all highly-civilired communities, an institution
designed expressly for educated and refined objects of charity
—ua hospital, & retreat, & home of seclusion and comfort, the
sufficient elaims to which would be such susceptibilities s are
violated by the above-mentioned appeal in & daily paper?”

This suggestive article of Willis speedily reached
Poe’s bands. He was intensely horrified at having his
private matters thus thrust before the public, and im-
mediately sent the following letter to the editor of the
Home Journal, in which publication it appeared, within
2 weak after the article that had called it forth :—

# My pEAR WiLLis,—The paragraph which has been put in
circulation respecting my wife’s illness, my own, my poverty,
&e., ia now lying before me ; together with the beautiful
lines by Mrs. Locke and those by Mrs. ——, to which the
paragraph has given rise, as well as your kind and manly
comments in the Home Journal,

“The motive of the paragraph I leave o the conscience of
him or her who wrote it or supgested it, Since the thing is
donse, however, and since the concerns of my family are thus
pitilessly thrust befors the public, I perceive no mode of
escape from a public statement of what is true and what is
erroneous in the report alluded to.
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“That my wife is ill, then, is true ; and you may imagine
with what feelings I add that this illness, hopeless from the
first, has beer heightened and precipitated by the reception,
at two different periods, of anonymous letters—one enclosing
the paragraph now in question ; the other, those published
calumnies of Messra, —-—, for which I yet hope fo find
redress in a court of justice ¥

“Qf the facts, that I myself have been long and danger-
ously ill, and thet my illness has beer a well understood
thing among 1my brethren of the press, the best evidence ia
afforded by the innumerable peragraphs of personal and of
Literary abuse with which I have been latterly assailed. This
matter, however, will remedy itself. At the very first blush
of my new prosperity, the gentlemen who toadied me in the
old will recollect themselves and toady me again. You, who
know me, will comprehend that I epeak of these things only
88 having served, in a measure, to lighten the gloom of
unhappiness, by a gentle and not unpleasant sentiment of
mingled pity, merrimzent, and contempt.

That, as the inevitable consequence of so long an illness,
I have besn in wani of monsy, it would be folly in me to
deny—but that I have ever materially suffered from privation,
beyond the extent of my capacity for snffering, is not slto-
gother true. That I am ‘ without friends’ is a gross calumny,
which I am sure you never could have believed, and which a
thougand noble-hearfed men would have good right never
to forgive me for permitting fo pass unnoticed snd undenied,
Even in the city of New York I could have no difficulty
in naming & hundred persons, to each of whom—when the
hour for speaking had arrived—I could and would have
applied for aid and with unbounded confidence, and with
abaolutely 7o senge of humiliation.

1 do not think, my dear Willis, that thers is any need of
my saying mors. I am geiting better, and may add—if it be
any comiort to my enemies—that I have little fear of getting
worse, The truthis, I have a great desl to do; and I have
made up my mind not to die till it is done,—Bincerely yours,

“Fnear A Fog,
“* Desember soth, 18467

* The libel wuit againat the ing Mirror had not .
meed.—J.H.I.m Evening Mirvor not yet com
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Whilst the paregraph which invoked this protest
from the proud, unfortunate poet, was running the
usual newspaper rounds—during all those dreadful
days whilst his wife's life was ebbing so rapidiy—Poe
himself was ill, and ntterly unable to write anything
but the most urgent and imperative letters, such as
the above. The few papers of his which were pub-
lished during this sed interval, as, for instance, the
“Marginalia,” had been completed and sold several
months before publication to the respective magazines,
as, indeed, appears to have been the fafte pretty
generally of all his later articles. The last of the
“Literati ” wae issued in the October number of the
Lady's Book, and “ The Cask of Amontilledo,” a tale of
deep-studied, implacable revenge, was the poet’s con-
tribution for November to that magezine.

It was Poe's intention—an intention he never lived
to carry out—-to republish the critical sketches from the
Lady's Book, but greatly revised, in book form, as:—

THE LITERATI:
Some bonest opinions about
Avroriar MERriTs AND DEMERITS,

with
OccastoNAL 'WORDS OF PRRSONALITY.
Together with
Magamsaria, Sucemstions, aNp Essars
by
. Encan A, Por

“Tf I have in any point receded from what is commonly
received, it hath been for the purpose of proceeding malius
and not in alind.” —Lord Bacon.

¢ Tyuth, peradventure, by forcs, may for & time be trodden
dmn, but never, by any means, whateoever, can ll'fmh; men
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In an extremely interesting letter which Poe wrote
on the 15th of December, to & rare and valued corre
spondent, he thus, amongst other matters, alludes to
gome of these literary projects:—

MY DBAR ———-,—By way of beginning thia latter, let me
asy & word or two of apology for not having sooner replied to
your lstters of June gth and October 13th. For more than
six months I heve bean ill—for the greater part of that times,
dangerously so, and quite unable to write even an ordinary
lotter. My magazine papers appearing in this interval were
all in the publisher’s hends before I was taken sick. Since
getting better, I have been, as a matter of courss, over
whelmed with the business accumulating during my illness.

“Tt slways gives mo true plessure to hear from you, and I
wish_you could spare time to write me more frequently, I
am gratified by your good opinion of my writings, because
what you say evinees the keenest discrimination, Ten times
the praise you bestow on me would not pleass me half zo
much, were it not for the intermingled scraps of eensurs, or
of objeetion, which show me that you well know what you
aro tatking about. . . .

“Let me now advert to the points of your two last
letters : —

“The criticism on Rogers is not mine—slthough, when it
appeared, I observed a similarity to my ordinary manner.

% The notice of Lowell’s ¢ Brittany ’ 72 mine, You will ses
that it was merely a preparatory notice—I had designed
repeating it in full, but something prevented me,

“The criticism on Shelley is nof mine ; is the work of
Parke Godwin. I never saw it.

“The critic alluded to by Willis as connceted with the
Mirror, and 88 having found a parallel between Hood and
Aldrich, 4s myself. Ses my reply to ¢ Outis,” in the early
numbers of the Broadway Journal, .

“My rofersnce to L. G. Clark, in spirit but not in lettor,
is what you suppose. He abused me in his criticism—but
80 feebly—with such a parade of intention and effort, but
with so little effect or power, that I-—forgave him :—that is
to say, T had liitle difficulty in pardoning him. His strong
point was that I ought to write well, becanse I had asserted
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that others wrote ill ; and that I didn’t write well, bacause,
although there had been a great deal of fuss made about me,
T had written so Lttle—only a amall volume of & hundred
pages. Why, he had written more himself !

“You will see that I have discontinued the ¢ Literati’ in
Godey’s Mag.* I was forced to do so, becanse I found that
people insisted on considering them elaborate criticisms,
when I bad no other design than eritical gossip,. The unex-
pected circulation of the series, also, suggested to me that
I might make a hit and some profit, as well as proper fame,
by extending the plan into that of ¢ beok on American Letteors
generally, and keeping the publicetion in my own hands
Tam now a¢ this—body and soul.t Lintend to be thorough-—
aa far a8 I can—to examine analytically, without reference to
previous opinions by anybody-—all the salient points of
Literature in general—a.g., Postry, The Drama, Criticism, His-
torical Writing, Versification, &c. &e. You may get an idea
of the manner in which I propose o write the whele book,
by reading the notice of Hawthorne which will appear in the
January ‘ Godey,’'} as well es the article on ‘The Rationale
of Verse,” which will be out in the March or April No.
of Colton’s American Magasine or Review.§ |

“ Do not trust, in making up your library, to the ‘ opinions’
in the Godey series. I meant ‘honest’—but my meaning is
not 8o fully made out as I could wish. I thought foo little
of the series myself to guard sufficiently against haste, inec-
curacy, or prejudice, The book will be true—according to
the best of my abilities.

“ Ag regards Dana, it 42 more than possible that I may be
doing him wrong, I have not read him since I was a hoy,
and must read him carefully again. The Frogpondians have

me 80 much that I fear I am apt fo fall into preju-
dices about them. I have used some of their Pundits up,
at all events, in “The Rationale of Vemse' I will mail you
the numbe? as soon es it appears—for I really wish you to
tell 10e what you think of it.

© ® The Book. + Fide title-
I I}ndf:‘;?‘ until June 1847, and then asm %’n
Hawthorna.“—-gyw

§ A in the Southers Literary Messenger, October and
Novamber 1845.—J. B. 1,
X



322 The Grand Purpose of Poés Life.

% As vogards ‘The Stylus '—that is the grand purposs of
my life, from which I have never swerved for & moment.
But I cannot afford to risk anything by precipitancy—and I
can afford to weit—at least, until I finish Zhe book.* When
that is out, I will start the Mag.—and then I will pay yon a
visit. . . . In the mesntime, let me thank you heartily for

your nams 88 a subseriber. . . . Truly,ﬁcﬁririeni,l’ .
DGAR 08

The over sanguine ideas of the poet, as to the speedy
publication of his accepted articles, were rarely realised
when he had not the editorial charge of & magazine;
and many of his trombles arose from having, often
unavoidably, to rely upon such fragile expectations,
All literary and pecuniary difficulties, however, were
now, for the fime, disregarded in the imminent near-
ness of his lifg's crowning sorrow. The long-dreaded,
oft-postponed, final parting with his weary heart's
treagurs was nigh af hand. The sympathy of many,
the more than sisterly affection of one, soothed and
sustained Virginia's last days, but her approaching
digsolution could not be deferred by any amount of
skill or tenderness. Mms. Shew was the guardian angel
who wafched over the hapless household, end the deep
gratitude with which she inspired Pos, and his dear
ones, may be gleaned best from this little note:—

% KinperT—DearksT Friewp,—My poor Virginia still lives,
althongh failing fast and now suffaring much pain. May
God grant her life until she secs you and thanks you once
again| Her bosom is full to overflowing—like my own—
with a boundless—inexpressible gratifude to you. Lest she
may never see you more—sehe bids me say that she sends you

* Ths M8, of this work disy after Poe's death ; all his

that had heem left in charge Clemm, passed into the possession
M)Ir.(iriswold.—lin.ﬂ.l. o
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her sweslest kiss of love and will die blessing you. But
come—oh come to-morrow! Yes, I will be calm—every-
thing you so nobly wish to see me. My mother sends you,
also, her ¢ warmest, love and thanks’ Bhe begs me to ask
you, if possible, to make arrangements at homs so that you
may stay with us to-morrow night, I emclose the order to
the Postmaster.

“Heaven bless you and farewell
“Epaar A, Por

1 ForDEAM, Jon. 29. 47"

The very day these lines were written Mrs. Shew
called at the cottage, but soon afterwards left it, in
order to see efter certain comforts for the sick wife.
When bidding Mrs. Shew good-bye, the invalid took
from her pillow & portrait of her husband and pre-
scnted it to her kind friend,* together with a little
jewel-case that had belonged o the poet’s mother, and
which he had preserved religiously through ‘all' his
troubles, She also asked Mra. Shew to'read an old
worn letter, and the fragment of amother, from the
second wife of Poe’s adoptive father, Mr. Allan, which
ghe, Virginia, had carefully preserved, as the means
of exonerating her husband from the responsibility of
having caused dissension in his godfather’s home,

Another day, and the poet was wifeless. . . .

For the dear sake of her who was no more—for the
gake of “the one Ae loved so dearly "—the poor heart-
broken man kept his promise, and bore up bravely
until after his youthful bride had been borne to her
sepulchre,

The last days of the poet’s wife had been soothed
by Mrs. Shew, and the fival care of the dead lady’s
remaing was undertaken by thet seme friend.

* Subsequently stolen from Mre, Shew.~-J. H. L
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“ Mra. Shew was 0 good to her,” said Mre, Clemm,
“She tended her while ghe lived, a8 if she had been
her dear sister, snd when she was dead she dressed
ber for the grave in beautiful linen. If it had not
been for her, my darling Virginia would have bean Jaid
in her grave in cotton. I can mever tell my grati-
tade that my derling was entombed in lovely linen.”

“It seemed to soothe the mother’s sorrow in a
wonderful way,” remarks Mrs. Gove-Nichols, “that
her daughter bad been buried in fine liven. How
this delicate raiment could add so much to her happi-
ness, I was not able to see, but so it was”

It is recorded that the day of the funeral was a
desolate, dreary day—" the skies they were ashen and
pober”—and the bereaved husband was forced to
assume his old military cloak, which Mrs, Shew hed
been at pains to hide out of sight, fearing the memories
it must arouse, it having, erstwhile, and in the deys of
their greatest tribulation, served as a covering for Vir-
ginia's bed The deceased lady was entombed in the
old family vault of the Valentines,* in the Reformed
church at Fordham, by permission of the owner.

Everyone who knew the poet’s wife describes her
a8 charming in both manners and features. A portrait
of her is in the possession of her balf-sister, Mra,
Neilson Pos, and is said to be a good likencss,
“ From it it is clear that she was very beautiful” {

After all was over, and the hapless poet left to face
the world once more, exhangted nature gave way, and
he fell ill again; in fact, for some days he sank into

* Probably e hranch of the Vir Valen: of which
the first HrEAIImmlmmberg—’—mJn tass, fly
t Letter from John P. Poe, Esq.—J. H.I
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an spathetic stupor, unconscious of all around him,
Ir faithful pursuance of her promise to his dying wife,
Mrs. Shew still continued to befriend Poe. The fol-
lowing letter to her from Mrs, Clemm—who continued
her watchful care of her unfortunate nephew—showed
how much her aid was atill depended upon :—

“May mw‘

“Myx prar swemr Friswn,—1I write to say that the medi-
cines arrived the next train after you left to-day, and a kind
friend brought them up to us that same hour. The cooling
application was very grateful to my poor Eddie’s hesd,
and the flowers were lovaly—mnot frozen,’ as you feared
they would be, I very much fear this illness 15 to be a
serious one. The fover came on at tho same fime to-day (ss
you said‘it would), and I am giving the sedative mixture,
He did not rouse up to talk to Mr C——, as he would
naturally do to eo kind a friend, . . . Eddie made me
promise to write you & note about the wine {which I
neglected to tell you about this morning). He desires me to
return the last box of wine you sent my sweet Virginia (there
being some left of the first package, which I will put away
for any emergency). The wine was a great blessing to us
while sha needed it, and by its cheering and tonic influence
we were enabled to keep her a few days longer with us,
The little darling always took it smiling, even when difficul}
to get it down. But for your timely aid, my desr Mms, 8.,
wo ghould have bad no last words—no loving messages—
no swest farewells, for she ceased to apeak (from weakness)
but with her beautiful eyes! . . . Eddie has quite set his
heart upon the wine going back to you, thinking and hoping
you may find it useful for the sck ardis¥ yon mentioned
‘gs convalescent and in need of delicaciss’ God bless
you, my sweet child, and come soon to your sorrowing and
desolate friend,

“Mania CrEmu,

#P.8,—We look for you in an early frain to-morrow, and
bope you will stay as long as possible. What we should
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do without you now is fearful to think of. Eddie eays you
promised Virginia to come every other day for a long time,
or until he was able to go to work again I hope and
believe you will not fail him; and I pray that every blessing
may be yours, and may follow you in life, as your angelic
tenderness and compassion dessrve,

%Mr, C—— will tell you of our condition, as he is-going
to call for this note in an hour’s time; and, until we see you,
farewell.”

For & few days, Edgar Poe, under the careful nurs-
ing which he received, eppeared to recover, and dnring
this short period of temporary convalescence indited
the lines “To M L 8 * (Marie Louise
Shew). Inm this overflowing of an intense gratitude to
her to whom he owed

% The resurrection of desp-buried faith
In Treth--in Virtne--in Humanity,”

the poet poured forth his thanks with all the vehemence
of his impassioned nature, and all untrammelled by the
ordinery conventionelities of that everyday life which
he so hated and so despised.

The poet’s convalescence was of short duration,
and was terminated by a vain attempt to grapple
with the difficulties of his position, He endeavoured to
resume his correspondence, which involved him in all
kinds of worries and distressing themes. On the 16th
of February he replied to a correspondent who had
informed him of a gross charge of plagiarism, which
had been set afloat during his disabled condition.®
On the 17th of the same month, his suit against the
Mirror for the publication of the Dunn-English libel
terminated in the poet's favour, the jury awarding

* Vide pp. 135, 136, coucerning the Conchology story.—J. H. L
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Poe $225 for defamation of his character, and this,
notwithstanding the intemperate reply he had pub-
lished. Of the awerd it appears probable that he
never received a single dollar, the amount, if ever peid,
apparently finding its way into the pockets of those
who carried on the case for him.

Meanwhile, Pos suffered a relapse, and for some
time his life wes in danger. Mus, Shew, however, did
not forget her promise to his dead wife, and still con-
tinued her friendly exertions on the poet’s hehalf.
Naturally, this kind lady could not provide for ell the
poet’s requirements, she wrote, therefore, fo a friend
in the New York Unicn Club on the subject, and be
bronght the matter under the notice of some of the
memmnbers, many of whom were personally acquainted
with Poe. General Seott, who was present at the time,
gave his five dollars, saying, “I wish I could make
it five hundred,” adding, that he believed “Poe to be
much belied ; that he had noble and generous frasfs,
which belonged to the old and better school,” conelud-
ing what was quite a speech for the old hero, that
“true-hearted Americans ought to take care of her
poets as well as her soldiers.” General Scott, it should
be pointed out, was wncle to the second wife of Mr.
Allan, Poe’s adoptive father; had known the poet from
hig childhood, and had obtained him his nomination
to the West Point Military Academy. A private
collection of ebout one hundred dollars was made, and
with this, and certain amounts sent by “ Stella” (Mrs.
Lewis), and other literary friends, old debts were paid
off, and all urgent necessities provided for.

During the height of this last attack Mrs. Shew,
who was & doctor’s only daughter, and had received
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s medical eduncation, nursed the invalid herself, alter-
nating her nights et the bedside with Mrs. Clemm.
The diary which she kept at that time she gene-
rously placed at our disposal, so far as it related to Poe,
and from it the following interesting particulars are
extracted :—1 made my diagnosis, and went to the
great Dr. Mott with it; I told him that at best, when
Mr. Poe was well, his pulse beat only ten regular
beats, after which it suspended, or intermitted (as
doctors say). I decided that in his best health he had
legion of one side of the brain, and as he could not
bear stimulants or tonics, without producing insanity,
1 did not feel much hope that he could be raised up
from brain fever brought on by extreme suffering of
mind and body—actual want, and hunger, and cold
having been borne by this heroic husband in order to
supply food, medicine, and comforts to his dying wife
—until exhaustion and lifelegsness were so near at
every reaction of the fever, that even sedatives had to
be administered with extreme eaution. . . . From the
time the fever came on until I could reduce his pulse
to eighty beats, he talked to me incessantly of the past,
which was &ll new to me, and often begged me to
write his faneies for him, for he said he had promised
so many greedy publishers his next efforfs, that they
would not only say that he did not keep his word, but
would also revenge themselves by saying all sorts of
evil of him if he should die.”

The jottings taken down by Mrs, Shew at that fime
refer chiefly to Poe's early life, and have already been
made use of in a former portion of this narrative.

As soon as the post was enabled to get about again—
for pature gradually reasserted her influence—he began
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to resume his wonted avocations, As yet, he was
still unable to execute any continuous literary work,
but, as a beginning, he attempted to pay off his
epistolary debts. Upon the roth of March he wrote
to Mrs. Locke, of Lowell, Massachusetts, who, upon
the publication of the newspaper paragraphs refer-
ring to his illness and poverty, had sent him some
verses,® and a sympathetic letter proffering to assist
him :—

“In answering your kind letter permit me in the very first
place to absolve myself from a suspicion which, under the
eirqumstances, you could scareely have failed to entertain—
a suspicion of discourtesy towards yourself, in not having more
promptly replied to you. . . . Icould nof help fearing that
should you zee my letter to Mr. Willis—in which a natural
pride, which I feel you could not blame, impelled me to
shrink from public charity, even ab the eost of truth, in
denying those necessities which were buf too real—I conld
not help fearing that, should you ses this letter, you would
yourself feel pa.med at having caused me pain—at baving
been the means of giving further publicity to an unfounded
report—at all events to the report of & wreichedness which I
had thought it prudent (gines the world regards wretchedness
a5 g crime) so publicly to disavow. In & word, venturing to
judge your noble nature by my own, I felt grieved lest my
published denial might cause you to regret what you had
done; and my first impulse was to write you, and assure you,
even at the risk of doing so too warmly, of the sweet emotion,
made up of respect and gratitude alome, with which my
heart was filled to overflowing. While I was hesitating,
however,mregardtothepropnetyof this step, I was over-
whelmed ¥y a sorrow o poignant as to deprive me for
seversl weeks of all power of thought or action.” Your
letta:,nowlpng‘beforeme,taﬂsme that I had not been
mistaken in your nature, and that I shonld mot have hesi-
tated to have addressed you; but beliove me, my dear Mra,

* Now in my possession.—J, H. L
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Locke, that I am already ceasing to regard thoee difficulties
ormsfortuneswhmhhavalsdmetoevonthm pertial corre-
spondence with yoursel,”

The New England lady was only too delighted to
have elicited & respomse from the famous poet, and
such a confidentiel one too — for Poe, like Byron,
Burns, and other brother bards, was ready to bare the
secrets of his heart of hearts to the veriest stranger—
and at once drew him into & correspondence that grew
into personal acquaintance, and, eventually, entangled
him in one of the most troublesome smbroglios of his life,

On the day following that on which the letter cited
from sbove was written, the poet sent this little note to
the representatives of the “Philosophical Society” of
Wittenberg College, Springfield, Ohio, in acknowledg-
ment of their letter informing him of his election, on
the preceding gth of February, to the honorary
membership of that institution :—

 New Yorg, Merch 11, 1847,

¥ (JENTLEMEN,— Very serlous illness has hitherto prevented
me from replying to your most flattering letter of the 24th
ult.

“ May I now beg you to express to your Society my grate-
ful acceptance and appreciation of the honour they have con-
ferred on me#—With respect & esteem, I am, gentlomen,
Yo, mo. ob. 8, Epcar A, Pon”

This fair specimen of sutograph hunters’ success
in “ drawing out ” a distingnished contemporary having
been disposed of, the poet, is also found writing on the
same dafe to an esteemed correspondent, on various
topics already referred to, such ss the Philadelphia
Saturday Kvening Post's charge of plagiarising Captain
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Brown's book on Conchology; the result of the suit
against the Mirror; the projected Siylus magazine;
the “ Valdemar Case,” and other watters, He remarks,
“Iam still quite sick, and overwhelmed with business-—
but snaich a few moments to reply to yours of the
218t ult. . . . I cannot tell why the review of Haw-
thorne does not appear—bnt I presume we shall have
it by and by. He (Mr. Godey) paid me for it, when
I sent it—so I have no business to ask about it.”

Doring the remainder of - 1847 the post led a
secluded life with his mother-in-law, Mrs. Clemm,
receiving occasional visits from his friends and admirers,
but rarely forsaking the precincts of his sorrow-
hallowed cottage. Mrs. Shew continued to visit Ford-
bam at snch intervals as her active life allowed, and
on certain yet unfrequent occasions her patient went
to New York. In her diary of this year Mrs Shew
has the following interesting remipiscence s—

% Mr, Poo came to town fo go to a midnight service with
s Indy friend and myself He went with us and followed
the service like a churchman, looking directly towards the
chancal, and holdirg one side of my prayer-book ; sang the
pealms with us, and to my astonishment struek up 8 tenor to
our soprano ; and got along wicely during the first pari of the
gervice, which was on the sulject of the sympathies of our
soul with our wants, The passage being often repeated, * He
waa a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief,’ he begged
me to remain quiet, and saying he would wait for us outsids,
he rushed ‘ouf, foo ezcited o stay. 1 knew he would not
leave us to return home slone (althuugh my friend thought
it doubtful), and so, afier the sermon, as I began to feel
anxious—as we were in a strange church—T looked back
and eaw his pale face. fftsthesoul’wngmgahe Mtgmg?:
h ¢ Jesus, Saviour of my soul,’ he a ot my si
aI{:lnn’mgthehymnwithontlookingntthsbook,inaﬁne,
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clear tenor.  Ho looked inspired . . I did not dare to ask
him why he laft, but he mentioned aftar we got home that
the sebject ¢ was marvellously handlsd.’”

Poe rarely forsook Fordbam, however, during fne
year following his lost Lenore's death, but spent his
time in mourning over her memory, and in thinking
out the plan of the great and crowning work of his
life—his great philosophical  prose-poem ” “ Eureks.”
Whilst engaged upon this work, records Mrs. Shew,
he was quite certain of success. She endeavoured to
curb hig over sanguine expectations, for, she remarks,
“T did not expect him to live long ; I knew that organie
disease had been gaining upon his physical freme
through the many trials and privations of his eventful
life, I told him in all candour that nothing could or
would save him from sudden death but a prudent life
of calm, with a woman fond enough and strong envugh
to manage his affairs for him. I wes often subjected
to his irony for my lectures, coming, a8 they did, from
a woman go little skilled in worldly troubles or cares
a8 I was then. . .. He said I had never troubled
myself to read his works, or poems; which was true,
for my heart found so much sorrow to sympathise with
in the griefs of those 1 came in contact with, that
there was no need of regorting to ideal woe; . . . but
¢ T was a rest for his spirit,’ for this very reason.”

The quiet and studious life Poe lived at Fordham,
meanwhile, was very different to that ascribed to him
by the paragraph-mongers of the press, and the scari-
fied vietims of his pen. Many interesting recollections
have been given hy his visitors of the calm and soli-
tary way in which he spent his fime, during his resi-
dence ab the quaint littls Dutch cottage, but nome
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more valusble fhan these autobiographic glimpses
afforded by one of his unpublished letters :—

“The edifor of the Weekly Universs speaks kindly,
and I find no fault with his representing my habits a8
*ghockingly irregular.” He could not have had the ¢ personal
acquaintance’ with me, of which he writes, but has fallen
into & very natural error, The fact is thus :—My Aabits are
rigorously abetemions, and I omif nothing of the natural
regimen requisite for health—+.¢., Irise early, eaf moderately,
drink nothing but water, and teke abundant and regulsr
exercise in the open air Bub this is my private life—my
studious and literary life—and of course escapes the eye of
the world, The desire for society comes upon me only when
I have becoms excited by drink. Then only I go—that is, at
these times only I Aave been in the practice of going among my
friends ; who seldom, or in fact never, having seen me unless
embed, take it for granted that I am slways so. Those who
really know me, know better. In the meantime I shall tum
the general error to account. But enough of this—the
canses which maddened me fo the drinking point afe no
more, and I am done with drinking for ever, I do not know
the editors and contributors of the Universe, and was not
aware of the existence of such a paper. 'Who are they? or
1s it & secret}”

This self-revelation, even if to be accepted eum
grand salts, must be regarded as & most important
contribution towards a thorough comprehension of the
gpparently complex and dual neture of Poe's existence.
Further side-lights are flung upon his story, so far as
this period of it is concerned, by the reminiscences
of his varidus visitots at Fordbam. Ap author who
visited the poet’s cottage during the summer of 1847,
described it as “half buried in froit-trees, and es
having & thick grove of pimes in ite immediate
neighbourhood ; but the proximity of the railroad,
end the increasing population of the little village,
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have since wrought great changes in the place
Round an old cherry-tree, near the door, was a broad
bank of greenest turf, The neighbouring beds of
mignonette and heliotrope, and the pleasant shade
above, made this a favourite seat. Rising at four
o'clock in the morning, for a walk to the magnificent
aqueduct bridge over Harlem river, our informant
found the poet, with his mother (Mrs. Clemm), stand-
ing on the turf beneath the cherry-iree, eagerly watch-
ing the movements of two beautiful birds that seemed
contemplating a settlement in its branches. He had
soms rare tropicel birds in cages, which he cherished
and petted with assiduous care.”

An English lady, as Mrs. Whitman further records,
“ passed several weeks at the little cottage in Fordham,
in the early antumn of 1847, and described to us, with
a truly English appreciativeness, its unrivalled neat-
ness, and the quaint simplicity of its interior and
surroundings. It was at the fime bordered by a
flower-garden, whose clumps of rare dahlias and
brillisnt beds of autumnal flowers showed, in the
careful culture bestowed upon them, the fine floral
taste of the inmates.” *Our English friend described
the poet,” resumes Mrs. Whitman, “as giving to his
birds and his flowers a delighted attention that seemed
guite inconsistent with the gloomy and grotesque
character of his writings. A favourite cat, too, enjoyed
his friendly patronage, and often when he was engaged
in composition it seated itself on his shoulder, purring
a8 if in complacent approval of the work proceeding
under its sapervision.”

“During Poe’s residence at Fordham a walk to
High Bridge,” continues our authority, “was one of
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his favourite end habitusl recrestions, The water of
the aqueduct is conveyed across the river on a range
of lofty granite arches, which rise to the height of
8 hundred and forty-five feet above high-water level
On the top & turfed and grassy road, used only by
foot-passengars, and flanked on either side by a low
parapet of granite, makes one of the finest promenades
imaginable.

“The winding river and the high rocky shores at
the western extremity of the bridge are seen to great
advantage from this lofty avenwe. In the last
melencholy years of his life—the lonesome latter
years -—Poa was accustomed to walk there af all
times of the day and night; often pacing the then
solitary pathway for hours without meeting a human
being. A little to the east of the cottege rises a
ledge of rocky ground, partly covered with pines and
cedars, commanding a fine view of the surrounding
country and of the picturesque College 6f St. John's,
which had at that time in its neighbourhood an
avenue of venerable old trees. This rocky ledge was
also one of the poet’s favourite resorts. Here, through
long summer deys, and through solitary, star-lit nights,
he loved to sit, dreaming his gorgeous waking dreams,
or pondering the desp problems of the Universe,—
that grand ¢ prose-poem’ to which he devoted the last
and maturest energies of his wonderful intellect.”

In this way the poet lived—"in a world of things
ideal "—spending his time in musing over the unfor-
gotten past, and in deviging schemes for a famous
foture. At times his solitude was broken in upon
not only by his ever-welcome friends, but, also, by
those most malignant pests of literary eocisty, female
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bores, who wanted to make the renowned poet's
acquainfance and engage his pen on their behalf in
Jriendly criticism. Mrs. Shew records that she often
found such persons “sitting in Mrs. Clemm’s little
room, waifing to see the man of genius who had
rushed out, to escape to the fields or forest, or to the
grounds of the Catholic sehool in the vicinity. I
remember,” she relates, “ Mrs, Clemm one day sending
me after him in grest secrecy, and I found him sitting
on & favonrite rock muttering his desire to die, and
get rid of literary bores, He liked me for my ignor-
ance and indifference, no doubt, to worldly honours, and
lamented, in sincere sorrow, when I grew like the rest
of the world by my duties and position.”

During this period of mental incubation the poet
published litfle, and that little had besn chiefly
written previous to 1847. “Eureka” greatly engaged
his mind, but, so he frequently alleged, its publication
was only to be regarded as the stepping-stone to the
furtherance of starting & magazine of his own, ons
safe and certain basis. This life-long dream graduelly
began to assume a more definite shape than it had
hitherto worn ; the name of the Stylus was permanently
adopted for the projected publication, and & well-
arranged plan devised for setiing it efloat. Besides
bis “prose-poem,” few literary compositions were
sttempted, and of thess, the weird monody of
“ Ulalume ” was the only one important. It was to-
wards the close of this “most immemorial year”-—
this year in which he had lost his cousin-bride,—that
this “most musical, most melancholy” dirge was
written. Like so much of his poetry, it was autobio-
graphical, and, on his own authority we bave if, was
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in its baais, although not in the precise correepondence
of time, simply historical. “Such was the poot's lenely
midnight walk,” says Mrs, Whitman ; “such, amid the
desolate memories and sceneries of the hour, was the
new-born hope enkindled within his heart at sight
of the morning star—

¢ Astarte’s bediamonded creseent "—

coming up as the besuliful harbinger of love and
happiness yet awaiting him in the untried future, and
such the sudden transition of feeling, the boding
dread, that supervened on discovering that which had
at first been unnoted, that it shone, as if in mockery
or in warning, directly over the sepulchre of the lost
* Ulgléme ”

This mervellously melodious poem first appeared
aponymously, in Colton's American Review for
December 1847, as “Ulalume: & Ballad,” and, being
reprinted in the Home Journal, was, by an absurd
mistake, on & subsequent republication, sscribed to
the then editor, N. P. Willis. The poem originally
possessed an addifional stanza which, at the sugges-
tion of Mrs. Whitman, Poe eventually cmitted, and,
thereby, greatly strengthened the effect. In after
years, however, the lady regretted the suppression of
these final lines, desming them essential to the com-
prehension of the entire poem. Few persons will be
likely to share this regret on reading the excluded
verses, which read thus:—

% Baid we then—the two, then—¢ Ah, can it
Have been that the woodlandish ghouls—
The pitiful, the merciful ghouls—

To bar up our path and te ban it
From the secret that lies in these woldg—
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Had drawn up the ofa
From tho liI.'mbo m aop{uhlf :
This sinfully scintillant planet
From the Hell of the planetary souls?’
Another poetical eseay belonging to this year was
the fanciful little piece entitled “ An Enigms,” written
for «Stella” (Mrs. Estelle Anna Lewis), a lady already
alluded to as having among others assisted Poe in the
hour of his extreme need. This little effusion of grati-
fude did not appear in public until its issue in March
1848, in the Union Mugazine, although it had been
sent off several months before, 88 the following
notelet shows :~—
% Nooember 27, 184).
#Duag Mes, Lewis—A thousand thanks for your repeated

kinduess, and, above all, for the comforting and cheering
words of your note. Your advice I foel as a command which
neither my heart nor my reason would venture $o disobey.
May Heaven for ever bless you and yours!

#A day or two ago I sent fo one of the Magazines the
sonnet enclosed. Its tome is somewhat too light; but it
embodies & riddle which I wish to put you to the troubls of

ding. 'Will yon try?

“My best regards, with those of Mrs. Clemm, to Mr.
Lewie, and believe me, with all the affection of a brother.——
Yours always, Epaar A, Por”
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CHAPTER XVIIL
EUREKA!

WitH the new year (1848) Edgar Poe's literary
activity recommenced. In the first instance, he ciren-
lated as widely as possible the prospectus of his pro-
jected magnzine, the Slylus, sending copies to all his
friends and acqoainfences in various parts of the
States, and, generally, with an explanatory letter.
This prospectus, which slightly varied, from time to
time, at every reprint, is extremely interesting, as
showing what were the poet's real views with respect
to his life-long project, and what ideas he had formed
88 to the beau ideal of a journel The prospectus
reads — ‘
“THE STYLUS.
A Monthly Journal of Literature Proper, the Fins Arts, and
the Drama.

To be Edited by
Epcar A Por

“To the Public—Since resigning the conduct of the
Southern Literary Messenger ot the beginning of its third
year, and more especially since retiring from the Editorship
of Graham’s Mazagine soon ofter the commencement of its
second, I have had always in view the establishment of
a monthly journal which should retain one or two of the
chief featuree of the work first mentioned, abandening or
greatly modifying its gemeral character;—but mot until
now have I felt at liberty to atiempt the execution of this
design,
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“T ehall be pardoned for speaking move directly of the two
o8 in question. Having in neither of them any
proprietary right ; the objects of their worthy ownexs, too,
bemgntvamncemth my own; I found it not only impos-
gible fo effect anything, onthasao:aot‘taste,fortheu
mechanical appesrance, but difficnlt to stamp wpon them
internally thet individualéty which I believed essential to
their succeas. In regard to the permanent influence of such
publications, it appears to ms that continuity and a marked
certainty of purpose are requisites of vital importance ; but
attainable only whers one mind slone Lias af least the general
control. Experiance, to be brief, has shown me thet in found-
ing a journal of my own, lies my sole chance of carrying
out to completion whatever peculiar intentions I may have
entertained.

¢ These intentions are now as herefofore. It shall be the
chief of the magazine proposed, to become known as
one wherein may he found at all fimes, on all topics within
ite leglhmate reach, a sincere and a fearlege opinion, It shall
be a leading object to assert in precept and to maintain in
practics the rights, whils in effect it demonstrates the advan-
tages, of an absolutely independent crificism :—a criticism
self-sustained ; guiding itself only by intelligible laws of
art; analysing these laws as it applies thom ; holding itself
aloof from all personal biss, and acknowledging no fear save
that of the Right.

#In the fist number of the Stylus the Editor will
commence the publication of & work on which he has besn
employed unremittingly for the last two years, It will be
called ‘Literary America,’ and will endeavour to present,
mueh in detsil, that great desideratum, a faithful account of
the literary productions, liferary people, and literary affairs
of the United States,

“There is no design, however, fo make the journal a
critical cme golely, or even very especially, It will aim at
something more than the vsual magazine variety, and at
affording a fair field for the ¢rue talent of the land, without
referencs to the mere prestige of name or the advantages of
worldly position, But sines the efficiency of the work must in
great measure depend upon ite definitivencss, the Srrrus will
limit iteelf to Literature Proper, the Fine Arts, and the Drama.
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“ In regard to what is going on, within the limits assi

out the civilived world, it will be a principal oE‘set

of the magazine to keep ifa readers really au cowrant. For

thig end, acenrats arrangerents have been made at London,

Paris, Rome and Vierma, The most distinguished of

American scholars has agreed to superintend the depart-

ment of classical Jetters,* At all points the most effective
aid is secured.”

The remainder of the prospectus is devoted to the
more technical portion of the project, being chiefly
concerned with the matters of the journal's mechanical
execution—which was promised to be far supetior to
the ordinary megazine style—with the quality of the
paper, the rate of subseription, and so forth. Engrev-
ings, it may be noted, were promised not only to be
of the highest art, but to be “ only in obvious illustra-
tion of the text,” which was in contradiction of the
custom then pretty prevalent in America, of “cooking
up” some kind of text, or the other, to illustrate the
illugtration.  Altogether, if this prospectus—deted
“New York City, January 1848,” and signed by the
poet—promised much, it only propounded a feasible
scheme that, in more prectical and more worldly-wise
hands, should have and must have succesded, when
backed by so renowned and fascinating & reputstion
as was Poe's,

At this period the poet was so sanguine of the
success of his project, that his conversation and cor-
respondence both were filled with the subject. He
wrote to all his friends to assist him, forwarding them
the prospectus and endeavouring to galvamise them
inte enthusiasm. From a letter to an old and long-

* Profeasor Charles Anthon, wide p. 350—J. H. I,
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neglected correspondent he wrote on the 4th of January
in these terms :—

* Goon Friewn :—Your last, dated July 26th, ends with—
' Write, will you not?’ I have been living ever since in a
constant state of intention to write, and finally coneluded
not to write at all, until I could eay something definite
about the Stylus and other matters, You perceive that I now
send you & Prospectus. But befors I speak farther on this
topic, let me succinctly reply to various pointa in your letter.

“1. ‘Hawthorne’ i3 ont. How do you like it}

#2. *The Rationale of Verse’ was found to come down
too heavily (as I forewarned you it did) wpon some of poor
Colton's friends in Frogpondium—the ¢ pundits,’ you know ;
so I gave him ‘a song’ for it and took it back, The song
was ¢ Ulslume—a Ballad,' published in the December number
of the American Reviste. T encloge it, as copied by the
Home Journal (Willis's paper), with the edifor's remarks.
Please let me know how you like ‘Ulalume’ As for the
¢ Rat. of Verse,’ I so0ld it to ‘Graham’ at & round advance on
Colton's price, and in Graham’s hands it is still-—but not
to remain even there; for I mean to gef it back, revise or
rewrite it (since * Evangeline’ has been published), and
deliver it a8 s lecture when I go South and West on my
Magazine expedition,

% 3. I have been “so still ' on account of preparation for
the Magazine campaign; salso, have been working at my
book —nevertheless I have written some trifles not yet
published-—gome which have been.

%4, My health is better—best, I have never been so well

“6. The ¢ common friend’ alluded to is Mrs. Frances 8
Osgood, the poetess,

“y. I agree with you only in pert, as rogards Miss
Fuller.* She has some general, but no particular, critiesl
powers. She belongs to & sehool of criticism—the Géthean,
methetic, eulogistic. The creed of this school is that, in
eriticising an suthor, you must imitate him, ape him, out
Herod - Herod. . . . For example, she abuses Lowell (the

* Margaret Foller, afterwards Countess D'Osoli—J. L L
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best of our , perhape) on account of a personal quawel
with him. She has omitted all mention of me, for the same
reason—althongh, a short time before the issee of her hook,
the praised me highly in the Pribune. I enclose you her
criticism, that you may judge for yourself She praised
¢ Witcheraft, because Mathews . . . wrote it In a word,
she is en ill-tempered and very inconsistent Old Musd—
avoid her, , ., .

“ And now, having replied to all your queries, let me refer
to the Stylus, I am resolved to be my own publisher. To
be controlled is {0 be ruined. My ambition is great If I
suceeed, I put myself (within two years) in possession of a
fortune and infinitely more. My plan is to go through the
South and West, and endeavor to interest my friends so a8
to commence with a list of af least five hundred subscribers.
With this list, I can {ake the matter into my own hands.
There are some of my friende who have sufficient confidence
in me {o advance fbeir subscription — but, at all events,
succeed I will, Can you or will you help me? I have
room to say no more, Truly yours, E. A, Por”

If the poet expected his many acquaintances, and
still more numerous admirers, to send him their
dollars in advance, he speedily discovered his mistake,
and saw that some other meanms must be adopted
towards reising the amount requisite to defray his
preliminary expenses. In order, therefore, to obtain
gufficient capital to start him upon his tour in search
of subscribers, he determined to deliver a series of
lectures, and, in the subjoined letter to Mr. H. D.
Chapin, thus expresses his idess on the sulject, and
the helplessness of his position :—

% FORDEAM—Jan. 17T—48,
“My oman Sir,~-Mrs. Shew intimated fo me, not long
, that you would, perhaps, lend me your aid in my
g‘:leawurto ro-establish myself in the literary world; and
1 now venture to ask your aseistance. When I last epoke
with you, T mentioned my design of going to see Mr. Neal
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at Portland, and thers, with his influence, deliver & Lecture
«—the proceeds of which might enable ma to take the first
steps towards my proposed Magazine :—that is to say, put,
perhaps, $100 in my pocket; which would give me the
necassary outfit and efert me on my tour. Baut, since our
conversation, I have been thinking that a betier course
would he fo make interest among my friends here—in N. Y.
city—and deliver a Lecture, in the first instance, ab the
Society Library. With this object in view, may I beg of
you go far to aswist me as to procure for me the use of the
Lecture Room? The difficulty with me is that payment for
the Boom is demanded i» udvance and I have no money, 1
believe the price is $15. I think that, without being too
eanguine, I may count upon an audience of some 3 or 4
hundreds—eand if even 300 are present, I shall be enabled
to proceed with my

#Bhould you be 50 kind as to grant me the aid I request,
I should like to engage the Room for the first Thursday sn
Februury.—Gmtefully yours, Epaan A, Pox,

“] am deeply obliged to you for your note of introduction
to Col. Webh, As yot I have not found an opportunity of
presenting it—thinking it best fo do so when I speak to him
ahout the Lecture,”

Mr. Chapin, or some other friend, apparenily
smoothed down all difficulties, for Poe made his
definite arrangement for delivering the initial lecturs
of his campaign. Matters being thus far arranged, it
became necessary to mske the affair as public as pos-
sible, and in pursnance of this plan the aid of friendly
aditors had to be enlisted. N.P. Willis was, of courss,
applied to, and in these terms :—

¢ FornaAM, Januory 22, 1848.

“ My prar Mr. WiLs,—1 am abont to make an offorf ab
re-establishing myself in the literary world, and feel that I
may depend upon your aid.

“My general aim i8 to start a Magazine, to be called tho
Stylus; but it would be useleas to me, sven when established,
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if not enfirely out of the conirol of a publisher. I mean,
therefore, {0 get up & Journal which shall be my own, st all
pointa, 'With this end in view, I must get & st of, at least,
five hundred subscribers to begin with :—neazly two hundred
I have already. I propose, however, to go South and West,
among my personal and literary friende—old College and
West Point acquaintances—and see what I can do. In
order to get the means of taking the first step, I propose o
lecture ot the Society Library, on Thursdey, the 3rd of
Feobruary—and, that there may he no cause of squabbling, my
subject shall not be iferary ab all, I have chosen a broad
text—¢ The Universe,’

“Having thus given you the facts of the case, I leave all
the rest to the suggestions of your own tect and generosity,
—Gratofully, most gratefully, your friend always,—

“Epear A, Pop.”

Upon receipt of this communication, or rather upon
a reminder that he had not alluded to Poe's intimation,
Willis announced in the Home Journal that he had
“by accident omitted to mention—in our last weok’s
paper—that our friend and former editorial associate,
Mz, Pos, was to deliver a lecture, on Thursday even-
ing, February 3rd, at the Society Library. The subject
is rather & broad ome, ‘The Universe;’ but, from a
mind so criginal, no text could furnish any eclue to
what would probably be the sermon. There is but
one thing certain about if, that it will be compact of
thought most: fresh, startling, and suggestive, Delivered
under the warrent of our friend’s purely intellsetual
features and expression, such & lecture as he must
write would doubtless be, to the listeners, & mental
treat of a very unnsual relish and point.

“We understand that the purpose of Mr. Poe's
lecture is to raise the necessery capital for the esieb-
lishment of a magazine, which he proposes to call
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the Styfus. They who like literature without trammels,
and criticism withont gloves, should send in their
names forthwith as subscribers. . . . The severe afflic-
tions with which Mr. Pos has been visited within
the last years have left him in a position to devote
himself, seli-sacrificingly, to his new task; and, with
energies that need the exercise, he will, doubtless,
give that most complete attention which alone can
make such an enterprise successful.”

Although Poa had given Willis “the facts of the
case,” he neither wished nor expected that his
quondam mssocigte should make them afl public:
he wished the lecture to be announced, but not the
sause of the lecture being given. However, he had
now to make the best of it, and exert himself to the
utmost to face the public. Whatever curiosity there
may have been to see the poet after his lengthy seclu-
gion, and the distressing causes of it, certain it is that
far too few persons attended the lecture to have
rendered it a success, at least from & pecuniary point
of view. The address was delivered in the Librazy of
the New York Historical Society, and was on the
Cosmogony of the Universe, being, with sume variation,
& préeis of his subsequently published “ Eureka.”

But few journals had drawn attention to the forth-
coming lecture, and its delivery, it i3 récorded, took
place on a stormy night: these reasons may, perhaps,
account for the smallness of the audience. “There
were not more than sixty persons in the room,” says
Mr. M. B. Field, who was present. “The lecture was
a thapsedy of the most intense brilliancy. Poe appeared
ingpired, and his inspiration affected the scant audience
almost painfully. His eyes seemed to glow like these
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of his own ¢ Raven,’ and he kept us entranced for two
hours and & half”

Such scant eudiences, despite the enthusiasm of
the lecturer, or the lectured, could not give much
material aid toward the furtherance of the poet's pro-
ject. But, slthough poor and, for & time, baffled, he
never for an instant gave up his hope, indeed, his cer-
tatnty, of succeeding ultimately in sterting his proposed
periodical. For a time he had to return to his lonely
Fordbam home, to contemplate anew the complex
problems of creation; or to discuss with stray, and
often heedless, visitors, with an intensity of feeling
and steadfastness of belief never surpassed, his un-
riddling of the secret of the Universe.

Writing to & correspondent on the 29th of February,
he thus hopefully lays down his future plen of pro-
ceeding :—

“Y mesn to start for Richmond on the 1oth March,
Everything has gone as I wished it, and my final success is
certain, or I sbandon all claims to the title of Vates. The
only contretemps of any moment, lately, has besn Willis'e
somewhat premature announcement of my project :-—but this
will only foree me into action a Little sooner than I had pro-

Lot me now answer the points of your last letter,

% C— acted pretty much as all mere men of the world
act. I think very litfle the worse of him for his endeavor
to encceed with you ab my expense. I always liked him, and
I beliove he liked me, His ‘I understand the matter per-
fectly ’ smuses me. Cerfainly, then, it was the only matter
he did understand. His intellect was 0.

“¢The Rationale of Verse’ will appear in @rakam, affer
all* I will stop in Philadelphin to see the proofs.

“As for Godey, he is & good little man, and means as
wall 88 he knowa how. . . .

* It did not though, wide p. 321.—J. H. L
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. ¥Tha *most distinguished of American scholare ' * ja Pro-
foasor Charles Anthon, author of the * Clasgical Dietionary.’

] presume you have seen some nmrper notices of my
Inte lacture on the Universs, You could have gleaned, how-
ever, no idea of what the lectare was, from what the papers
said it was. All praised it—es far as I have yef seen—and
all abeurdly misrepresented it. The only report of it which
approaches the truth is the one I enclose—from the Zwpress
—witten by E, A, Hopking, a gentleman of much scientific
sequirement, son of Bishop Hopkins, of Vermont; but he
conveys only my general ides, and his digest is full of
inscouracies. I enclose also & slip from the Courier and
Engquiver, Please return them. To eke out & chanes of your
understanding what I really did say, T add a loose summary
of my propositions and results :—

“The General Proposition ia this—Becanse Nothing was,
therefore All Things ave,

1, An inspection of the universality of Gravitation—ie,,
of the fect that each particle tends, nof to any one common
point, but to every other perticle—suggests perfect totality,
or absolute unity, as the source of the phenomenon.

# 2, Gravity is but the mode in which is manifested the
tendency of &ll things fo return into their original unity—is
but the reaction of the first Divine Act.

“ 2. The latw regulating the return—t.e., the late of Giravi-
tation—is but a necessary result of the necessary and sole
possible mode of equable srradiation of matter through
space : this equable irrediation iz necessary as a basia for the
Nebular Theory of Laplace,

4. The Univemse of Stars (contradistinguished from the
Universe of Space) is limited. )

“5, Mind is cognisant of Matter only through its two
properties, atiraction and repulsion : therefore Matter ¢5 only
gtizaction and repulsion: & finally consolidated globe-of-
globes, being but one particle, would be without attraction—
t.¢., gravitation : the existence of such o globe presupposes
the expulsion of the separative ether which we kmow to exiat
between the particles as at present diffused: thus the final
globe would be matter without attraction and repulsion : but

* Vide prospecius of the Sgins, p. 343 =J. . I,
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these are matter : then thefinal globe would be matter with-
out matter—i.e., no matter atall : it must disappear. Thus
Unity is Nothingnass.

“6. Matter, springing from Unity, sprang from Nothing-
hosi-—.¢., was created,

“9. All will return to Nothingness, in reburning to
Unity.
“Read these items after the Report. As to the Lecture,
I am very quiet about it—but, if you have ever dealt with
such topics, you will recognise the novelly and moment of my
views. What I have propounded will {in good time) revolu-
tionise the world of Physical and Metaphysical Science, I
say this calmly—but I eay it.

¢ T ghall not go till X hear from you—Cordially—

“X. A, Pog,

“By the by, lest you infer that my views, in detail, are
the same with those advanced in the Nebular Hypothesis, *
I venture to offer a fow addenda, the substance of which was
penned, though never prinfed, several years ago, under the
head of—* A Prediction,’”

These addenda would occupy a dozen br so pages
and are, therefore, clearly unsuitable for our citation;
besides, Poe’s theory is much better explained in
“ Eureka "—=a work available for all. Hia nnconscion-
ably lengthy epistle concludes with the joculer remark,
« How will thaé do for e postacript ?”

During the early patt of 1848 the poet continued
to exchange visits with & few of his friends, incltding
Mrs. Shew, who still occesionally befriended him, and
his “more than mother,” M, Clemm. It wes at
this time’ thet his gratitnde fo the noble-hearted
woman for her kindness to him, and to her who had
been “ dearer to his soul than ita own soul-life,” again,
for the second time, vented itself in melodions verse,
He indited some fresh lines “To Marie Louise,” n

* Of Laplace.—J. K.
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portion only of which were ever published, and then
without a title The following letter to the same
lady refers to the project alluded to in the last-cited
epistle, that is to say, his intention of delivering a
series of lectures in the various chief cities of the
Btates, beginning with Richmond, Virginia :—

“ Thursday, March 30,

# DEaREsT Lovmse,—You see that T am not yet off to Rich-
mond as I proposed. I have been detained by some very
unexpected and very important matters which I will explain
to you when I see yon. What 16 the reason that you have
not been out? I believe the enly reason in that you suspect
I am really anxious o see you.

“When you ses Mr. H.—— I wish you would say o him
that I wonld take it as an especial favor if he would pay me
8 visit at Fordham next Sunday. I have something to com-
rnnicate to him of #he Aighest tmportance, and abount which
I need his advice. Won't you get him to come—and come
with him to show him the way i—Sincerely yours,

“Kpear A Pon”

As desired, the Mr. H——, referred to above,
called upon the poet and found that his advice was
wanted with respect to the proposed publication of
“Kureka” in book form. “I had heard his brilliant
lecture on the occasion of its first delivery, and was
muchsinterested in it,” says this gentleman, “I did
all T could to persuade him {o omit the bold declara-
tion of Pantheism at the close, which was not neces-
sary to the completeness or besuty of the lecture. But
I soon found that that was the dearest part of the
whole to him ; and we got into quite & discussion on
the subject of Pantheism, For some time his tone
and manner were very quiet, though elowly changing
a8 we went on, until at last a look of scornful pride,
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worthy of Milton’s Satan, flashed over hia pale delicate
face and broad brow, and a strange thrill nerved and
dilated for an instent his slight figure, as he exclaimed,
* My whole nature utterly revolfs at the idea that
there is any Being in the Universe superior to myself!’
I knew then that there was no use in further argu-
ment. The subject was dropped, and there was
nothing further in the interview that I can now recall.
But that sentence, and the mode of its utterance, made
an indelible impression. . . . There is one other in-
cident that I recall concerning that visit. . . . He was
speaking of his near neighbours, the Jesuit Fathers at
Fordham College, and praised them warmly: ¢They
were highly-cultivated gentlemen and scholars, he
gaid, ‘smoked, drank, and played cards like gentle-
men, and never said a word about religion.’”

Having made his final revigions of the “Eureks,”
and, probably, hoping to derive sufficient for the copy-
right of a first edition to stert him upon his lecturing
tour, the poet went to town and saw Mr. George
Putnam, the publisher, with a view of arranging for
the publication of his work. Mr. Pufnam’s own ac-
count of the interview and its result is, doubtless, a
somewhat imaginative one, but is interesting as afford-
ing renewed evidence of the intense belief which Poe
hed in the truth of his own theory. The publisher’s
account runs that a gentleman one day entered the
office, and in a nervous and excited manner, requested
his sttention to & matter of the greatest import-
anee i

“Soated at my desk, and looking ai me a full minute
with his *glittering eye,’ he at length said, ‘I am Mr. Poe/
I was *all ear of course, and sincerely inferested. It was

4
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the author of ‘The Raven’ and of ‘The Gold Bug!™* *I
bardly know,’ said the poet, affer & panse, ‘how to begin
what I have to say. It is a mabler of profound imporiance.
After another pause, the post sseming to be in a tremor of
excitement, he af length went on to say that the publication
he had to propose was of momentous interest, Newton's
discovery of gravitation was & mere incident compared with
the discoveries revealed in this book, It would at once
command such unusual and intense interest thet the
publisher might give up all other enterprises, and make this
one book the business of his lifetime. An edition of fifty
thousand cdpies might be sufficient to begin with, but it
would be buf a small beginning. No other scientific event
in the hisfory of the world approached in importance the
original developments of the book. All this and more, not
in irony or jest, but in énfense earnest—for he held me with
his eye, like the Aucient Mariner, I was really im

but not overcome. Promising a decision on Monday (it was
late Baturday), the post had to rest so long in uncertainty,
upon the extent of the edition, partly reconciled by a small
loan meanwhile. ‘We did venture, not upon fifty thousand,
but five handred."+

Accordingly, in the course of a few weeks, the work
upon which Poe had spent g0 many months, and, indeed,
in some respects, years of thought, was published in a
handsomely-printed volume of 144 pages, as “Eureka:
& Prose Poem ; by Edgar A. Poe” The work was dedi-
cabed, “ with very profound respect,” to Alexauder von
Humboldt, and was heralded by this Prefuce :—

“To the few who love me and whom I love—to those
who foel rather than to thoss who think—ito the dreamers
and those who put faith in dreams as in the only realitics—
offer this Book of Truthe, not in its character of Truth-
cller, but for the Beauty that abounds in its Truth;

* It appears singular that Mr. Painam did not know the roat a4
onee, seaing that hs had already, as representative of the firm of Wilsy
Putnam, published two books by Poe~J. H. L

't Puinam's Magarine, second series, vol. iv. p. 471
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tonstituting it trus.  To these I present the somposition ss
wAermductalone:—letusmyasaRomaneo;p:fiﬂbe
not urging too lofty a claim, as a Poem.

“What I here propownd is true —therefore it cannot
die :—or if by any means it be now trodden down #o that
it die, it will ‘rise again to the Life Everlasting’

* Novertheless, it is aa & Poem only that I wish this work
to be judged after I am dead. E A P”

It was in o style perfectly in accordance with the
magnitude and magnificence of the theme he had
undertaken to dilate upon, that the poet commenced
the opus magnum of his life: he begins thus—

%It is with humility really unassumed—it is with a senti-
mont even of awe—ihat I pen the opening sentence of this
work ; for of all conceivablo subjects I approach the reader
with the most solemn—the most comprehensive—the most
diffienlt—the most angust.

“What terms shall I find eufficiently simple in their
sublimity—sufficiently sublime in their simplicity—for the
mere enunciation of my theme?

1 design to spesk of the Physival, Metaphysical and
Mathematicul—of the Material and Spiritual Universe.—
of its Essence, its Origin, €s Creation, ¥s Present Condition
and s Destiny. 1 shall be 80 rash, moreover, as to challenge
the conelusions, and thus, in effect, to question the sagacity,
of many of the greatest and most justly reverenced of men.

“In the begmning, let me as distinctly ae possible an-
nounce—not the theorem which I hope to demomstrate—
for, whatever the mathematicians may assert, there is, in
this world at least, no such thing as demonstration—but the
ruling ides which, throughout this volume, I shall be con-
tinually endeavouring to suggest,

% My feneral proposition, then, is this:—In the Original
Unsty of the Furst Thing lies the Secondary Cause of All
Things, with the Germ of their Inevitable Anndhdlation.”

No comprchending reader can deny the 'grandeur
and fascination of this work, elthough if-—after the
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mind has bad time to recover from the spell which
hes hurried it along through the all-absorbing theme
to the last startling climex—we begin fo question and
to doubt, Poe's analysis of creation will, probebly, be
found to be no more convincing than its thousand-and-
one predecessors, Yet & spell there is about it due
to something more then mere witchery of words; dus
to the fact that startling theories bearing all the
semblance of truths—truths hitherto untold, or dimly
guessed at—are frequently enunciated and demon-
strated as nearly as verbal demonstration is capable of.
The only eritical examination of the technical merits
of this work, with which we are acquainted, is contained
in & very remarkable article by Dr. William Hand
Browne, in the New ZEeledtic Magazine, on *Poe’s
‘Eureka’ and Recent Scientific Speculations,” wherein
is shown how the various theories advanced by the
poet have been singularly paralleled by those of the
most recent and distinguished scientists and corrobo-
rated by their discoveries.

A great hindrance fo the acceptance of this work
by scientific inquirers is the absurd, and utterly-out-
of-plece attempt at humour, displayed in the tirade
against the Aristotelian and Baconian schools of phile-
sophy, at the commencement of the essny. This, and
the fuet that the author is well known sa a writer of
fiction and poefry, have comhined to impede the in-
fluence of “Fureka” in the sphere where its value
could best be gauged.

Poe himself was a staunch heliever in the truth of
his theory of creation, and was wont to discuss the
knotty pointa in “Eureka” with an eloguence that
temporarily persuaded, even if it did not permanently
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convinoe, his hesrers,. He could not submit to hear
the merits of his work discussed by unsympathetic
end incompetent critics, and after it was published
in book form, end thus hecome public property,
addressed this thoroughly characteristic letter to Mr.
Charles Fenno Hoffmann, then editing the New York
Literary World, respecting a flippant critique of the
book which had appeared in the columns of that perio-
dical :—

#Dpar S, —In your paper of July 29, I find some
comments on ‘ Eureka,’ 8 late book of my own; and I know
you too well to suppose, for & moment, that you will refuse
me the privilege of & few words in reply. I feel, even,
that T might safely claim, from Mr. Hoffman, the right,
which every author has, of replying to his critic fone for
tone — that is fo say, of amswering your correspondent,
flippancy by flippancy and sneer by sneer—buf, in the
firet place, I do mot wish to disgrace the ‘World’; and, in
the second, I feel that I should never be done sneering, in
the present instance, were I onee to begin, Lamartine
blames Voltaire for the mse which he made of (rwse)
misrepresentations, in his sttacks on the priesthood ; but our
young students of Theology do not seem to be aware that in
defence, or what they faney to ba defence, of Christianity,
there is anything wrong in such gentlemanly paccadillos as
the deliberate perversion of an author's text—to say nothing
of the minor indecora of reviewing a book without reading it
and without having the fainfest suspicion of what it is about,

“Youn will understand that it is mercly the mirrepre.
aentations of the critique in question to which I claim the
privilege pf reply :—ihe mere opinions of the writer can be
of no consequencs to me—and I should imagine of very
little to himself—that is to say if he knows himself,
personally, so well as { have the honour of knowing him.
The first misrepresentation is contained in this sentence :—
¢This letter is & keem burlesque on the Aristotelian or
Baconian methods of ascertaining Truth, both of which the
writer ridicles and despises, and pours forth his rhapeodical
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ecstacien in & glorification of a third mode—the noble aré
of guessing” 'What I really say in this :—* That there ia no
abaolute certaindy either in the Aristotelian or Baconien
process—that, for this reason, neither Philosophy is so pro-
found es it fancies itsslf—and that neither has a right fo
gneer af that seemingly imaginative process called Intuition

y which the greal Kepler atfained his laws); since
VIntaition’ after all, is but the convietion arising from those
snductions or deductions of which the processes are so
shadowy a3 to escape our consciousmess, elude our resson,
or defy our capacity of expression.” The second misrepre-
sentation runs thus :—¢The development of elaciricity and
the formation of stars and suns, luminons and non-luminous,
moons aud plansts, with their rings, &c., is deduced, very
much according to the nebular theory of Laplace, from the
principle propounded above” Now the impression intended
to be made here upon the reader’s mind, by the ‘Sindent
of Theology,’ is, evidently, that my theory may be all very
well in its way, but that it ig nothiug but Laplace over again,
with some modifications that he (the Student of Theoliﬁ)
cannot regard as at all important. I have only to say that
no gentleman can acemse me of the disingenuousmess here
implied ; inasmuch as, having proceeded with my theory to
that peint ab which Laplace's theory meets of, I then give
Laplace's theory in full, with the expression of my firm
conviction of its absolute truth af all points. The ground
covered by the great French sstronomer compares with that
covered by my theory, as a bubble compares with the ocean
on which it floats ; nor has he the slightest allusion to ¢the
principle propounded above,’ the principle of Unity being
the source of all things—the principle of Gravity being
merely the Reaction of the Divine Act which irradisted all
things from Unity, In fact, no point of my theory has
besn even g0 much as alluded to by Laplace I have mot
considered it necessary, here, to spesk of the astronomical
knowledge displayed in the ‘stars and suns’ of the Student
of Theology, nor to hint that it would be better grammar to
say that ¢ development and formation’ are, than that develop-
ment and formation 4. The third misrepresentation lies in &
footnote, where the critic says, ¢ Further than this, Mr. Poe's
claim that hoe can account for the existence of all organised
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boings, men ineluded, merely from those principles on which
the origin and present appearance of suns and worlde aro
explained, must be set down as mere bald assertion, without
a particle of evidence. In other words, we should term it
arrant fudge’ The perversion ab this point ia involved in
wilful misapplication of the word ¢ principles’ I say ¢ wilful,’
becauss, st page 63, I am partioularly careful to dis ingui
between the principles proper, Attraction snd Repulsion,
and thoss merely resultant sub-principles which control the
universe in detall. To these svb-principles, swayed by the
immediate spiritusl influence of Deity, I leave, without
examination, @il that which the Student of Theology so
roundly asserts I account for on the prenciples which account
iortheconshtuhonofsuns,&o. .

“Were these ‘misrepresentations’ (u that the name for
them ) mada for any less serious a purpose than that of
branding my book ae ‘impious,’ and myself as a ¢ pantheist,’
& ‘polytheist, a Pagan, or a God knows what (and indeed
I caro very little so it be not a ¢ Student of Theology’), I
would have permitted their dishonesty to pass unnoticed,
through pure contempt for the boyishness—for the étrn-doton-
thirt-collarness of their tone :—but, as if is, you will pardon
me, Mr. Editor, that I have been compelled fo expose a
*eritic,’ who, courageously preserving his own anonymosily,
takes advantage of my sbsence from the city fo misrepresent,
and thus vilify me, by nama Epcar A, Pox

* FORDEAM, Seplember 20, 1848,

Some smell pecuniary recompense, probably, acerued
to Poe from the publication of “ Eureka,” for directly
efter that event, and some months previous to writ-
ing the above letter, he started on his long-projected
tour, tHe object of which was to raise the means,
by lectures and obteining subseribers’ names, to start
the Stylus. He is first heard of at Richmond, Vir-
ginia, where he renewed several old, and made some
new, acquaintanceships. Among the latter was M.
John R. Thompson's, who had become proprietor of the
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Southern Literary Messenger, the periodical upon which
Poe's editorial career had commenced, and to the pages
of which he now agreed fo resume contributing, As
they became more intimate, Mr. Thompson became
much attached to the poet—es, indeed, did all who
were personally acquainted with him—and recorded
some pleasing reminiscences of their intercourse,

“It was not until within two years of his death,”
he remarks, “that I ever met Mr. Poe, but during
that time” (the two years) “I saw him very often.
When in Richmond he meade the office of the Hessenger
& place of frequent resort, His conversation was
always attractive, and at times very brilliant. Among
modern anthors his favourite was Tennyson, and he
delighted to recife from the ‘Princess’ the song,
*Tears, idle fears —a fragment of which—

“{'When unto dying eyes
The casement elowly grows a glimmering square "—

he pronounced unsurpassed by any image expressed in
wriﬁng‘”

From Richmond, Poe appears to have returned
home to Fordbam, and there to have laboured indus-
triously for the magazines. He left home but rarely,
and then only by special arrangement. A very char-
ecteristic letter to his constant friend, Mis. Shew, is
referable to this epoch; it reads thus :—

* Sunday Night,
%My praR FroewD Louisg—Nothing for montha has given
me 8o much real pleasure a3 your nofe of last night. I have
been engaged all day on some promised work, otherwise I
should have replied immediately—as my heart inclined, I
sincerely hope you may not drift out of my sight before I can
thank you. How kind of you to let me do even ¢his small
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servics for you, in return for the great debt I ows you! Louise!
—my brightest, most unselfish of all who everloved me! . . .
I shall have 50 much plessure in thinking of you and yours
in that music-room and library. Louise—I give you great
credit for taste in these things, and I know I can please you
in the purchases During my first call at your house after
my Virginia's death, I noticed with so much pleasure the
large painting over the piano, which is & masterpiece, indeed ;
and I noticed the size of all your paintings—the scrolls instead
of set figures of the drawing-room earpet—the soft effect of
the window shades—also the crimson and gold. . . . I was
charmed to see the harp and piano uncovered. The pictures
of Rapheel and * The Cavalier’ I shall never forget—their soft-
ness and beauty! The guitar with the blue ribbon, music-
stand, and enfique jams, T wondered that & little country
maiden like you had developed so classic & tasta and atmo-
gphere, Please present my kind regards to your uncle, and
say that I am at his servies any-—or every—day this week ;
and ask him, please, to specify time and place—Yours sin-
cerely, Epear A. Por”

In explanation of this communication, it should be
stated that Mrs. Shew had requested the poet to assist
her uncle in selecting furniture for a new house she
bad taken, “I gave him carie blanche,” she remarks,
“$o0 furnish the music-room and library as he pleased.
I had hung the pictures myself, . . . placing overthe
piano a large painting by Albano. Mr. Poe admired
it for hours, and never seemed tired of gazing upon
it. . . . Mr. Poe was much pleased at my request,
and my uncle said he had never seen him so cheerful
and nstural— quite like other people.’”

It was shortly after this, during the summer,* that
Poe wrote the first rough draft of “The Bells,” and at
Mrs. Shew's residence. “One day he came in,” she
records, and said, “Marie Louise, I bave to write a

* Not antumn, 28 has been incorrectly published—J, H. L
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poem; I have no feeling, no sentiment, no inspira-
tion.” His hostess persuaded him to bave some tea.
It was served in the conservatory, the windows of
which were open, and admitted the sound of neigh-
bouring church bells. Mrs. Shew said, playfully,
“ Here is paper;” but the poet, declining it, declared,
“] go dislike the noise of bells to-night, I cannot
write. I have no subject—I am exhausted.” The
Jady then took up the pen, and, pretending to mimic
his style, wrote, “The Bells, by E. A. Poe;” and
then, in pure sportiveness, “The Bells, the litle
gilver Bells,” Poe finishing off the stanza. She then
suggested for the next verse, * The heavy iron Bells;”
and this Poe also expended into a stanza. He next
copied out the complete poem, and headed it, “By
Mrs, M. L. Shew,” remerking that it was her poem;
as she had suggested and composed so much of it.*
Mrs, Shew continues, “My brother came in, and I
sent him to Mrs, Clemm to tell her that ‘her boy
would stay in town, and was well’ My brother took
Mr, Poe to his own room, where he slept twelve hours,
and could hardly recall the evening's work This
showed his mind was injured,” comments the lady,
“ nearly gone out for want of food, and from disappoint-
ment, He had not been drinking, and had only been a
few hours from home. Evidently his vitality was low,
and he was nearly insene. While he slept we studied
his pulse, and found the same symptoms which I hed
80 often noticed before. I called in Dr. Francis §
(the old man was odd, but very skilful), who was
one of our neighbours. His words were, ‘He has

* This meguseript is now fn my possession. —J. H. 1.
t Fide Poo's Wosth, vol. iv. pp.yq.lg-ar. Rdinburgh, 1874-5
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heart disease, and will die early in life’ We did not
waken him, but let him sleep.” The day following,
records Mrs, Shew, “ After he had breakfasted, I went
down town with him, and drove him home o Fordbam
in my carriage. He did not seem to reslise that he
had Deen ill, and wondered why ‘Madame Louise’
had been o good as to bring him home.”

This incident not only depicts the almost boyish
simplicity of the poet in many matters, but also shows
to what a debilitated and critical state his health had
now been reduced. His contempt for the ordinary
conventionalities of life rendered it difficult, at times,
for his friends to maintein their relations with him.
Mrs. Shew long continued to befriend him end his
aunt, but, ultimately, his continually increasing eccen-
tricities compelled her to define more closely the
limits of their intercourse. Poe took umbrage af this,
end in June of this year indited his last letter to her.
'With respect to some of the passages in this epistle
Mrs, Shew makes these remarks:-—“I believe I am
the only correspondent of Mr. Poe to whom he
called himself ‘a lost soul’ He did not believe his
soul was lost—it was only a sarcasm he liked to
repeat to express his sufferings and despeir. I never
saw & quotation from ‘The Raven’ in any letter of
his but this, . . . Mr. Poe’s cat always left her
cushion to rub my hand, snd T had always to speak
to it before it would retire to its place of rest again,
Ho called ber ‘Catarina’—she scemed possessed. I
was nervous and almost afraid of his wonderful cat.
Mr, Poe would get up in the night to let her in or
out of the house or room, and it wonld not eat when
he was away.”
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This appeal to his kind-hearted friend ran thus :—

“(Can it be true, Louise, that you have the ides fixed in
your mind to desert your unhappy and unfortunate friend
and patient? You did not say so, I know, buf for monthe I
have known you were deserting me, not willingly, but none
the less surely—my destiny—

* Dissster, following fast and following faster, till his song one burden

bore—
Till the dirges of his Hopa that melancholy burden bore—
Of '*Naver—nevermore.” '

So I have had premonitions of this for months, I repeat, my
good epirit, my loyal heart! must this follow as a sequel
to all the benefita and blessings you have so generouely
bestowed? Are you to vanish like all I love, or desire, from
my darkened and ‘lost soul?’ I have read over your letter
again and sgain, and capnot mske it possible, with any
degres of certainty, that you wrots it in your right mind,
(I krow you did not without tears of anguish and regret.) I8
it possible your influence is lost to me? Such tender and
true natures are ever loyal until death ; but you are not dead,
you are full of life and beauty ! I.omse,youcamem . in
your floating white robe—‘Good morning, Edgar.’ There
was a touch of conventional eoldness in your hurried manner,
and your attifude as you opened the kitchen-door to find
Mnddie,® is my last remembrance of you. There was love,
hope, and sorrow in your smile, instead of love, hope, and
courage, a8 ever before. O Louise, how many sorrows are
before you! Your ingenuous and sympathetic nature will be
constantly wounded in its contact with the holiow, heartless
world ; and for me, alas! unless some true and tender, and
pure womanly love saves me, I shall hardly last s year longer
alive! A fow short monthy will tell how far my &
(physical and moral) will carry me in life here. . How can I
believe in Providence when you look coldly upon me? ‘Was
it not you who renewed my hopes end faith in Godf.
and jn humanity? Louise, I heard your voice as you pmed
out of my sight leaving me . , .; but I etill listened to
your voica, L heard you say with a sob, ‘Dear Muddie” I

* Mrs. Clemun's pst name st home,—J. H. L
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heard you groefl my Catarina, but it was only as & memory
+ + + nothing escaped my ear, and I wae convinced it was
not your generous self. . . repeating words so foreign to your
nature—to your tender heart! I heard you sob cut your
sanse of duty to my mother, and T heard her reply ¢ Yes,
Loui...yes'. .. Whyturn your aoul from ita true work for
the desolate to the thaniless and miserly world? , . . Ifelt
my heart stop, and I was sure I was then to die beforo your
eyes. Louise, it is well—it is fortunate—you looked up
with & tear in your dear eyes, and rsised the window, and
talked of the guava you had brought for my sore throat,
Your instinots are batter than a strong man’s reason for me—
I trust they may be for yourself Louise, I feel I shall not
prevail—a shadow has already fallen upon your soul, and is
reflected in your eyes. It is too late—you are floating away
with the cruel tide . , . it is not a common {rial—it is &
fearful one to me. Such rare souls as yours g0 beautify this
earth ! ep relieve it of all thab is repulsive and sordid. 8o
brighten its toils and cares, it is hard to lose sight of them
even for a short time . . . but you must knmow and de
assured of my regret and my sorrow if aught I have ever written
has hurt you. My hears never wronged you. 1 place you in
my exteem—in ol solemnity —beside the friend of my boyhood
—the mother of my schoolfellow, of whom I told you, and
a3 I have repeated in the poem . . . 2e the truest, fenderest
of this world’s most womanly souls, and an angel to my
forlorn and darkened patwre, I will not say ‘lost eoul’
again, for your sake. I will try to overcome my grief for
the sake of your unselfish care of me in the pasl, and in life
or death, I am ever yours gratefully and devotedly,
“Eocap A. Por”

With this characteristic communication the poet's
correspondence with his disinterested and generous
friend came to an end.  They never met again,
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CHAPTER XIX.
HELEN WHITHMAN,

Por had not been back in Fordham long befors he
onoe more started off on & lecturing engagement, and
this time to Lowell, Messachusetts, whence flattering
propositions had reached him. Upon his arrival there
he lectured upon “The Female Poets of America.”
The subject was one which afforded him plenty of
scope for awarding certain New England ladies their
due meed of praise, and amongst those named he
specially selected Mrs, Helen Whitman for  pre-emi-
nence in refinement of art, enthusiasm, imagination,
and genius, properly so-called.” Personally, Poe was
unacqueinted with this lady, but she had been seen
by him, so it is averred, “on his way from Boston,
when he visited that city to deliver a poem before the
Lyceum there. Restless, near midnight, he wandered
from his hotel near whers she lived, until he sew
her walking in a garden He related the incident
afterwards in one of his most exquisite poems,
worthy of himself, of her, and of the most exalted
passion.” *

There is no need to inquire into the truth of this
romantic story, which Poo’s poem, indeed, lends some
colouring to, it sufficing to record that the poet had
for some Iong time past expressed deep interest in
Mrs, Whitman's postic contributions to the magazines,

* Beginning, * I saw thee once—onoe only—years ago.”
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and had alleded to them, on several occasions, in the
most flattering terms. FEventually, upon a so-called
“Valentine” party being given to the literati of New
York, in the winter of 1847-8, Mrs, Whitman, ¢} &
friend’s request, contributed some anonymous verses
to the author of “The Raven” The remainder of
the story may be continued in Poe’s own words in
& long subsequent letter to the lady . —

“I bave already told yon that some fow casual wonds
spoken of you by —— ——, were the fireb in which I had
ever heard your name mentioned She allnded to what he
called your ‘eccentricities,” and hinted at your sorrows. Her
description of the former strangely arrested—her allusion fo
the latter enchained and rivetted my attention,

“She had referred to thoughta, sentiments, traits, moods,
which T knew to be my own, but which, until that moment,
I had believed to be my own solely—nnshared by any human
being. A profound sympathy took.immediate possession of
mysoul. I cannot better explain to you what I felt than by
gaying that your unknown heart seemed to pass into my
hosom——there to dwell for ever—while mine, I thought, was
trapelated into your own.

% From that hour I loved you Since that period I have
never geen nor heard your name without a shiver, half of
delight, half of anxiety.—The impresgion left upor my mind
was that you were still a wife, and i$ is only within the last
few months that I have been undeceived in this respect.

“For this reason I-shunned your presence and even the
city in which you lived. You may remember that once when
I passed through Providence with Mra, Osgeod I positively
refused to accompany her to your houss, and even provoked
hez into a quarrel by the ohstinacy and seeming nnreasonable-
ness of my refusal, I dared neither go nor say why I could
not, I dared not speak of you—much less see yow For
years your name never passed my lips, while my soul drank
in, with & delirious thirst, all that was uttered in my presence

“The nferast whisper that concerned you awoke in mea
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shuddering sixth sense, vaguely compounded of fear, ecstalic
happiness and a wild inexp]itgble pentiment that resembled
nothing so nearly 4s a consciousness of guilt.

“ Judge, then, with what wondering, unbelieving joy, I
received, in your wellknown MS,, the Valentine which first
gave me to see that you knew me to exist.

%“The idea of what men call Fate lost then in my eyes its
character of futility. I felt that nothing hereafter was to be
doubted, and lost myself for many weeks in one continunous,
delicious dream, where all was a vivid, yet indistinct bliss.—

 Immediately after reading the Valentine, I wished to
contrive some mode of acknowledging—without wounding
you by seeming directly fo acknowledge—my sense—oh, my
keen—my exulting—my ecstatic senss of the honour you had
conferred on me. To accomplish as I wished if, procisely
what I wished, seemed impossible, however ; and I was on
the point of abandoning ihe idea, when my eyes fell upon a
volume of my own poems ; and then the lines I had written,
in my passionate boyhood, to the first purely ideal love of
my soul—io the Helen Stannard of whom I told you-—
flashed upon my recollection. I turned to them. They ex-
pressed all—all that I would have said fo you—so fully—
so accurately and so axclusively, that a thrill of intense super-
stition ran at once through my frame. Read the verses and
then take into consideration the peculiar need I had, at the
moment, for just so seemingly an unattainable mode of com.
munication with you as they afforded. Think of the abeo-
lute appositeness with which they fulfilled that need—
expressing not only all that I would have said of your person,
but all that of which I most wished fo assure you, in the
lines commencing—

“On desperate seaa long wont to rosm.”

Think of the rare agreement of name, and you will no longer
wonder that to one acoustomed as I am to the Calenlus of
Probabilities, they wore an air of positive miracls. . . . I
yielded at once to an overwhelming sense of Fatality. From
that hour I have never been able to shake from my soul the
belief that my Destiny, for good or for evil, either here or
hereafter, is in some measure interwoven with your own
“Of course I did no’ expect, on your part, any acknow-
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ledgment of the printed lines ‘To Helen ;* and yet, without
confessing it even to myself, I experienced an indefingble
sense of sorrow in your silence. At length, when I thought
you had time fully to forget me (if, indeed, you had had
ever really remembered) I sent you the anonymous lines in
M8. I wrote, firsf, through & pining, burning desire to com-
municate with you in somes way—even if you remained in
ignorance of your correspondent. The mere thought that
your dear fingers would press—your sweet eyes dwell upon
characters which T had penned—characters which had welled
ont npon the paper from the depths of so devout a love—
filled my aoul with a rapture, which scemed, then, all suffi-
cient for my human nature. It #hen appeared to me that
merely this one thought involved so much of bliss that here
on earth I could have no right ever to repine—no room for
discontent, If ever, then, I dared to picture for myself a
richer happiness, it was always connected with your image
in Heaven. But there was yot another idea which impelled
me to send you those lines = said to myself the senfiment
—the holy passion which glows in my bosom for ker, i8 of
Heaven, heavenly, and has no taint of the earth. Thua then
must lie in the recesses of her own pure bosom, ab least the
germ of a reciprocal love, and if this be indeed s0, she will
need no earthly clue—she will instinctively feel who is her
correspondent—1In this case, then, I may hope for some faint
token at least, giving me to understand that the source of
the poen: is known and its sentiment comprehended even if
disapproved.

“ (0 God '—how long—kow long I waited in vain—hoping
against hope-—until, at length, I became possessed. with a
gpirit far sterner--far more reckless than despair—I ex-
plained o you—but without defailing the vital influences
they wronght vpon my fortune—the singular additional, yet
geemingly trivial fatality by which you happened to address
your anonymous stanzas to Fordham instead of New York-
by which my sunt happened to get notice of their being in
the Weat Farm postoffice. But I have not yet told you
that your lines reached me in Richmond on the very day in
which I was about to enter on & course which would have
borne me far, far away from you, sweet, sweet Helen, and
from this divine dream of your love,” g

A
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In the above words Poo has depicted his ideal
feelings only, for, as yet, they do not portray any
personal knowledge of Mrs, Whitmen. The lady’s
poetic response, and a vivid lifelike dream Mrs.
Osgood’s verbal description of her had excited, deter-
mined the poet fo seek an introduction to his un-
known correspondent, In the meanwhile, hs wrote
to an English acquaintance visiting Providence, under
date of June roth, 1848, these words of inquiry :—

“Do you kmow Mrs. Whitman$ I feel deep interest in
her poetry and character. I have never seen her—never bub
onee, —— ——, however, told me many things aboat the
romance of her character which singularly inferested me and
excited my curiosity. Her poetry is beyond question poetry—
instinet with genius, Can you not tell me something about
her—anything—everything you know—and kesp my secrei—
that is to say, let no one know that I have asked you to do
sot May I #rusi youl I cen and will—RBelieve me fruly
your friend, Enaar A, Pog®

Soon eafter this letter reached its destination, its
recipient visited Mrs. Whitman at her mother’s house.
Miss Maria McIntosh, the well-known authoress, was
present, and, it being a bright moonlight night, she
remarked to Mrs, Whitman, “‘On such & night as
this,” one month ago, I met Mr. Poe for the first time,
at the house of & gentlemen in Fordham, and his
whole talk was about you” Upon hearing this, the
English lady, upon whose secrecy Poe had go implicitly
velied, spoke of the letter she had received containing
the above cited inquiries, and, ultimately, gave the letter
iteelf to Mre, Whitman,

In the ensuing September Edgar Poe sought and
obtained s letter of introduction from Miss MeIntosh,
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and presented it to Mrs. Whitman in person, He
repeated his visit, and avowed a love to which, for
many reasons, the lady dared not respond. On bid-
ding the poet farewell, however, she promised to write
to him and explain many things which she could not
impart in conversation. In his answer to her first
letter occur these words :—

“T1 have pressed your letter again and again to my lips,
sweetest Helen—bathing it in tears of joy, or of & *divine
despeir” But I—who so lately, in your presence, vaunted
the *power of words '—of what avail are mere worda fo me
now? Could I believe in the efficiency of prayors to the God
of Heaven, I would indeed kneel—humbly kncel-—at this
the most eamnest epoch of my life—kneel in entreaty for
words—but for words that should discloze fo you-—that
might enable me to lay hare to you my whole heart, All
thoughts——all passions seem now merged in that one consum-
ing desire—the mere wish to make you comprehend—to
make you see ke for which there is no human voice—the
unutterable fervour of my love for you :—for so well do I
know your poet nature, that I feel sure if you conld but look
down now into the depths of my sonl with your pure spiri-
tnal eyes you cotld not refuse fo speak to me what, alas! you
still resolutely leave unspoken—yon would lovs me if only
for the greatness of my love, Is it not something in this
cold, dreary world éo be loved 7 Oh, if T could but bumn into
your spirit the deep—the frua meaning which I atiach to
those three syllables underlined ! but. alas ] the effort is all
in vain and ‘I Live and die unheard.’ . . .

“Could I but have held you closs to my heart and
whispered to you the strange secrets of ite pastionate history,
then indesd you would have seen that it was not and never
could have been in the power of any ofher than yourself to
move me 3§ I am now moved—to oppress me with this
ineffable emotion—to surround and bathe me in this electrie
light, illamining and enkindling my whole nature—filling
my soul with glory, with wonder, and with awe, During our
welk in the cemetery I said to you, while the bitter, hitter
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fears sprang into my eyce, ‘Helen, I love now—now—for
the first and only time’ I eaid this, I repeat, in no hope
that you conld believe me, but because I conld not help feel-
ing how unequal were the heart riches we might offer each to
sach :—1, for the firet time, giving my all at once and for ever,
even while the words of your poem were yet ringing in my ears.

 Ah, Helen, why did you showthem to me § There scemed,
too, 8o very especial a purpose in what you did. Their very
besuty was cruelty 2o me” . . .

The poem alluded to was ons entitled * April
Nights,” and had just been refurmed to M. Whit-
man by the editor of the Columbian Magazine, with
8 request that she would alter s line in the manu-
seript. The lines were not shown for the special
purpose Poe would seem to indicate. The poet's own
passionate words will, however, best portray the influ-
ence their fair author’s personal appearance had upon
his mind :—

% And now, in the most simple words I can command, let

me paint to you ths impression made npon me by your per-
sonal presence. As you entered the room, pele, hesitating,
and evidently oyipressed ab heart; as your eyes rested for one
brief moment upon mine, I felt, for the first time in my life,
and tremblingly acknowledged, the existence of spiritual in-
fluences altogether out of the reach of the resson. I saw
that you were Helen—my Helen—the Helen of a thousand
dreaws. . . . She whom the great Giver of all good had
preordained fo be mino—mine only—if not now, alas ! then
hereafter and for ever in the Heavens.—You spoke falteringly
and seemed scarcely conscious of what you said. I heard no
words—only the sofi voice more familiar fo me than my
oWR. . . .
*Your hand rested within mine and my whole soul shook
with a tremulous ecstacy: and then, but for the feer of
grieving or wounding you, I would have fallen at your feet
inu&.rd-a—inaa real & worship as was ever offered to Idol,
or to
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* And when, afterwards, on those two successive svenings
of all-heavenly delight, you passed to and fro sbout the
room—now itting by my side, now far away, now atanding
with your hand resting on the back of my chair, while the
preternatural thrill of your touch vibrated even through the
senseless wood into my heart—while you moved thus rest-
les:ly sbout the room —as if a deep sorrow or & most
profound joy haunted your busom—my brain reeled beneath
the intoxicating epell of your presence, and it was with no
merely human senses that I either saw or heard you, It was
my soul only that distingnished you there. , . ,

“Lat me quota to you & passage from your letter -, , .
¢ Although my reverence for your intellect and my admiration
fur your genius make me feel like & ¢hild in your presence
you are nob perhaps aware that I am many years older than
yourself’ . , ., But grant that what you urge were even true,
Do you not feel in your inmost heart of hearts that the ¢ Soul
love’ of which the world speaks so often and so idly is, in
this instanee, at least, but the veriest—the most absolute of
roolities? Do you not—I ssk it of your reason, durling, not
leas than of your heart—do you not perceive that it 18 my
diviner nature—my spiritual being which burns and pants to
commingle with your own? Has the soul age, Helen? Can
Immortality regard Time? Can that which began never and
shall never end consider & fow wrelchod yeare of its incar-
nate lifet Ah, I could almest be angry with you for the
unwarranted wrong you offer to the sacred reslity of my
affection.

“ And how am I to answer what you say of your personal
appearance ! Have I pot seen you, Helen? Mave I not
heard the more than melody of yuur voice? Ilas mot my
heart coased to throb bencath the magic of your smile? Have
I not held your hand in mine and looked steadlily into your
soul through the erystal Heaven of your cyes? Have I done
all these things #—Or do I dream $--Or am I mad §

“Were you indeed all that your fancy, enfeabled and per-
verted by iliness, tempts yon to suppose you are, still, life of
my life! I would but love you—but worship you the more.
But as it is what can I—what am Ito say? Who ever spoke
of you without emotion—without praise? Who ever saw
you and did not love!
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 But now a deadly terror oppresses me; for I too clearly
see that these objections, so groundless—so futile, . .. I
tremble lest they but serve to mask others more real, and
which you hesitate—perhaps in pity—to confide to me.

“Alaa ] 1 oo distinetly percaive, also, that in no instance
you have ever permifted youwrself to say that you love me
You are aware, sweet Helen, that on my parb there are
insuperable reasons forbidding we to urge upen you my love.
Were I not poor-~had not my late errors and reckless
excesses justly lowered me in the esteemn of the good—were
I wealthy, or could I offer you worldly honéurs—ah then-—
then—how proud would I be fo persevere—to plead with you
for your love. . . .

% Ah, Helen ! my soul \—what is it that I have been say-
ing to you’l—to what madness have I been urging you $—
I, who am nothing to you—yox who have a dear mother and
sister to be blessed by your life and love. But ah, darling!
if I seem selfish, yet believe that I truly, #ruly love you, and
that ifi is the most spiritual love that I speak, even if I speak
it from the depths of the most passionate of hearts. Think
—oh, think for me, Helen, and for yourself. . . .

“I wounld comfort you— soothe you-— iranquillize you.
You would xest from care—from all worklly perturbation,
You would got better and finally well, And if nof, Helen—
if you died—then, at least, I would clasp your dear hand in
death, and willingly—ob, foyfully—joyfully go down with
you into the night of the grave.

% Write soon—soon—oh soon }—but not mush. Do not
weary or agitate yourself for my sake Say to me those
coveted words that would turn Earth into Heaven.”

The correspondence thus ingugurated wes continued
by equally characteristic communications from Poe.
In g lotter dated the 18th October, occur these

“You do not love me, or you would have felt too thorough
8 ympathy with the gensitiveness of my nature, to have so
wounded me a8 you have done with this terrible passage of
your letter ;—
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“¢How often I have heard it said of you, * He has great
fntellectual power, but no prineiple—no moral sense.”’

“Ts it possible that such expressions as these could have
been repeated to me—to me—by one whom I loved—eh,
whom Ilove! . . .

“ By the God who reigns in Heaven, I swear to you that
my soul is incapable of dishonor—that, with the exception
of occasional follies and excesses which I bitterly lamen$ but
to which I have been driven by intolerable sorrow, and
which are hourly commitied by others without attraeting
any notice whatever—I can call fo mind no act of my life
which would bring a blush to my cheek—or fo yours, If I
have erred at all in this regard, it has been on the side of
what the world would call & Quixotic sense of the honor-
able—of the chivalrous, The indulgence of this sense has
been the true voluptuousness of my life. It was for this
species of luxury that in early youth I deliberately threw
away from me & large fortune rather than endure & trivial
wrong. Ah, how profound is my love for you, since it
forces me into these egotisms, for which you will inevitably
despiseme ! . . .

% For nearly three years I have been ill, poor, living out
of the world ; and thus, as I now painfully aee, have afforded
opportunity to my enemies to slander me in private society
withoyt my knowledge, and thus with impunity. Although
much, however, may (and, I now see, muat) have been said
to my diseredit, during my retirement, those few who, know-
ing me well, have boen steadfastly my friends, permitted
nothing fo reach my ears—unless in one instance of such a
choracter that I could appeal to a court of justice for
rodress.

“] replied to the charge fully in & public newspaper
—afterwards suing the Mirror (in which the scandal ap-
peared), obtaining a verdict and recovering such an amount
of dameges as, for the time, completely to break up that
journal. And you ask me why men a0 mitjudge me—why
I have enemies. If your knowledge of my character and of
my career does not afford you an answer to the query, at
least it does not become ms to suggest the answer. Let it
suffice that I have had the audscily to remein poor that

1 might preserve my independence—that, nevertheless, in



376 Poe accuses Fate only.

letlers, to & certain extent and in certain vegards, I have
been successful '—that I have been a eritic—an unscrupu-
lously honest and no doubt in many cases a bitter one—that
I have uniformly attacked—where I attacked af ali—those
who stood highest in power and infiuence —and that-—
whether in literature or society, I have seldom refrained from
expreseing, either directly or indirectly, the pure contempt
with which the pretensions of ignorence, arrogance, or imbe-
cility inspire me, And you who know all this—you ask me
why I have enemies, Ah, I have a hundred friends for every
individual enemy, but has it ever occurred to you that you
do not live among my friends §

# Had you read my eriticisms generally, you would see why
all those whom you know best know me least and are my
enemies. Do you not remember with how deep & sigh I
said o you . . . ‘My heart is heavy, for I see that your
friends are not my own i’ . . .

“But the cruel sentence in your letter would not—could
not so deeply have wounded me, had my soul been fimt
strengthened by thoso sssurances of your love which I 8o
wildly —so vsinly —and, I now feel, so presumptuously
entreated. Thet our souls are one, every line whick you
have ever writien asserfs—but our hearte do nof beat in
unison.

“That many persons, in your presence, have declered me
wanting in honor appeals irresisfibly to an instmnet of my
nature—an -instinct which I feel to be homor, let the dis-
honorable say what they may, and forbids me, under such
circumstances, to insult you with my love. . . .

“Forgive me, best and only-beloved Helen, if there be
bitterness in my fone. Towards you there iz no room in my
sonl for any other sentiment than devotion, It is Fate only
which I accuss, If iamy own unhappy nature.” . . .

Bofore Mrs. Whitman had answered this indignant
protest, Poe went to Providence and entrested her to
forgive his waywardness and his reproaches, and to
remember only the reasons which he had urged why
she should confide her future welfare and happiness
to him, Finally, he urged her to defer her decision
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for a week, and exacted a promise that she would
write to him at Lowell, previous to his return to
New York, implying that his return #i4 Providence
would depend wpon the temor of her letter. Unwill-
ing to say the word which might separate them for
ever, and unable to give him the answer he besought
her to accord him, Mrs. Whitman delayed writing
from day to day. At last she sent a brief and
indecigive note which perplezed Poe; by return he
wrote to say that he should be at Providence the
following evening. Thither he went, but instead of
going to Mrs, Whitman's returned in s terribly
depressed state to Boston, end, by an abortive attempt
at suicjds—particulars of which will be elsewhere
given ¥—reduced himself to a trly deplorable con-
dition. Early the following Monday the hapless poet
again aerrived in Providence, and on the morning of
that day called on Mrs. Whitman Agitated and
unnerved on account of his having failed to call on
the Saturday evening, es promised in his letter, she
had passed a restless night and was then quite unable
to see him, but sent word by a sexrvant that she would
see him at noon. He returned a message to the effect
that he had an engagement and must see her &t once.
Eventually he asked for writing-paper and sent her
the following note :—

% Deyruer Hersn—I have no engagement, but am very ill
—g0 much go that I must go home if possible—but if you
say ‘Stay,’ I will try and do so. If you cannot see me—
write me one word {o say that you do love me and that, under
all etrcumstances, you will be mine.

% Remeambor that these coveled words you have never

* Vide p. 393
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yot wpoken—and, neverthelass, I bave not reproached

you. If you can seo me, even for a few moments, do so
——b}tifnot,writeorsend some measage which will comfor$
me.

Mrs. Whitman wrote thal she would positively see
him at noon, He called, and on that end the follow-
ing day “endeavoured with all the eloguence which
he could exert with such matchless power,” to per-
suade her to marry him at once and return with him
to New York. 'When Poe called on the second day
Mrs, Whitman showed him some letters she hed
received, in which her correspondents strongly expos-
tulated with her for receiving the poet's addresses,
One of these communications contained the passaye
that called forth the words of indignant protest which
have already been cited from his letter of the 18th of
October, Directly he hed read the letter some casual
visitors arrived, and he arose to take his departure.
“I saw by the expression of his countenance,” said
Mrs, Whitman, “as he held my hand for a moment,
in taking leave of me, that something had strangely
moved him, I said, * We shall see you this even-
ing?’ He merely bowed without replying.”

That evening, as was but natural to have foreseen,
Poe sent Mrs. Whitman a nots of renunciation and
farewell, therein remarking that if they met again it
would be as strangers.

Instead of retuwrning to New York immediately,
83 in his note he had avowed his intention to do,
Poe passed a night of wild delirium st the hotel in
Providence. In the moming he arrived at Mrs.
Whitman's residence, in o state of delirious excite-
ment, calling upon ber and imploring her to save
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him from some terrible impending doom. The tones
of his voice rang through the house and were most
sppalling, “Never have I heard enything so awful,”
records Mrs, Whitmen, “awful oven to sublimity. It
was long before I could nerve myself to see him. My
mother was with him more than two hours before I
entered the room. He heiled me as an angel sent to
save him from perdition. ., . ., In the =afternoon he
grew more composed and my mother sent for Dr, Okde,
who, finding symptoms of cerebral congestion, advised
his removal to the house of his friend, Mr. Pabodis,
where he wag kindly cared for,

“ Of course,” continues Mrs, Whitman, “ gossip held
high carnival over these facts, which were related,
donbtless, with every variety of sensational embellish-
ment, You will see, therefore, that Grisweld had
ample materiel to work on; he had only to turn the
sympathiging physician into a police officer, and the
day before the betrothal into the evening before the
bridal, to make out & plausible story.”

The ultimate result of this terrible scene was that
Mrs, Whitman decided upon becoming the wife of
Poe, in the hope of being enabled to preserve him
from his impending doom. Some days after the
recovery from his delirium, when he again urged his
suit, she permitted him to extract from her a prowise
that she would become his wife, upon condition that
he never touched intoxicants again, declaring that
nothing save his own infirmity should cause her to
recede from her plighted troth. It was in commemo-
ration of this, and of the terrible trial through which
she had just passed, that Mrs. Whitman composed
her lines to “ Arcturus,” beginning,—
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*' Btar of resplendent front ! riony eys
Shnuonmsnﬁllﬁvmontt:zngﬁondedw
Shmeaonmthroughthehmoraohni
More drear than ever fell o'er day so bright,”—

and ending,*—

*'I see the dawn of a diviner day,
A heaven of joys and hopes that cannot die—
Immortal in their own infinity,

Notwithstanding the heartrending representaiions
of her mother and friends, Mrs. Whitman resolved to
adhere to her promise, and in reliance upon it Poe
returned to New York, to make errangements for his
marriage. On his homewesrd journey, by means of
the Long Island Sound Boat, he sent the following
note to prove that he was keeping ks word :—

* November 14, 1848,

% My owx paresy HErrN,—S6 kind, so frue, so generous—
so unmoved by all that would have moved one who had
been less than angel :—beloved of my heart, of my imagina-
tion, of my intellect—life of my life—soul of my soul—dear,
dearest Helen, how shall I ever thank you as I ought.

“T am calm and tranquil, and bat for a strange shadow of
coming evil which haunts me I should be happy. That I
am not supremely happy, even when I feel your dear love at
my heart, terrifios me, YWhat can this mean

“ Perhaps, however, it is only the neceasary reaction after
such terrible excitements.

It is five o'clock, and the boat ia just being made fast to
the wharf. I shall start in the train that Jeaves New York at
7 for Fordham. I write this to show you that T have not
dared to break my promma to you. And now dear, dearest
Helen, be true to me.”. . .

During the brief period of visionary anticipations
which now intervened, Poe confiled his hopes and
fears, his expected teiamphs or foreboded troubles, to

* In verdion given to me by Mre, Whitmen.—J, H. I
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Mrs, Whitman, in a series of idiosyncratic epistles,
which, says their recipient, “enable onme to under-
stand, a8 nothing else could, the singular and complex
elements of his nature. The intense superstition, the
haunting dread of evil, the tender remorseful love, the
prophetic imagination—now proud and exultant, now
melancholy and ominous—the keen susceptibility to
blame, the sorrowful and indignant protest against
unjust reproach.”

In one of the letters to Mrs. Whitman appertaining
to this epoch the following passages ocenr :—

#“Without well understanding why, I had been led fo
fancy you ambitious. . . . It was then only—then when I
thought of you—that I dwelt exultingly upon what I foli
that I could accomplish in Letters and in Literary influence
—in the widest and noblest field of human ambition, . . .
When I sew you, howover—when I touched your gentle
hand—when I heard your soft voice, and. perceived how
greatly I had misinterpreted your womanly nature—these
trinmphant visions melted aweetly away in the sunshine of a
fove ineffable, and I suffered my imagination fo stray with
you, and with the few who love vs both, to the banks of
some quiet river, in some lovely valley of our land

# Hare, not foo far secluded from the world, we exercised
e taste controlled by no conventionalities, but the sworn
glave of a natural art, in the building for ourselves of &
cottage which no human being could ever pass without an
gjaculation of wonder at its strange, weird, and incomprehen-
sible yet most simple beauty, Oh, the sweet and gorgeous,
but not often rare flowers in which we half buried it! the
grandenr of the magnolias and tulip-trees which stood guard-
ing it—the luxurious velvet of its lawn—the lustre of the
rivalet that ran by the very door—the tastelul yet quiet
comfort of the interior~the music—the books—the unosten.
tatious pictures, and, above all, the love—the love that threw
an unfading glory over the whole! ., . Alas{ all is now a
dream.”
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In this letter was shadowed forth the ideal pastoral
home that, snbsequently, was more fully depictured in
“Landor's Cottage” In the next extract from the
correspondence Poe is seen striving to arouse Mrs.
‘Whitmen's temperament inlo accordance with another
mood. of hiz impulsive nature, Writing on Sunday,
the 22nd of November, he says: —

“] wrote you yesterday, sweet Helen, but through fear of
being too late for the mail omitted some things I wished to
say. I fear, foo, that my letter must have seemed cold—
perhaps even harsh or selfish—for I spoke nearly alfogether
of my own griefs. Pardon me, my Helen, if not for the love
I bear you, at least for the sorrows I have endured—more I
halieve than have often fallen to the lot of men. How much
have they been aggravated by my consciousness that, in too
many instances, they have arisen from my own culpable
weakmness or childish folly! My sole hope mow is in you,
Helen, As you are true to me or fail me, so do I live or
die. . . .

*'Was I right, dearest Helen, in my firs} impression of
you #-—you know I have implicit faith in first impressions—
was I right in the impression that you are ambitious? If so,
and {f you will kave fasth in me, 1 can and will satisfy your
wildest desires. It would be a glorions triumph, Helen, for
us—Tfor you and me.

T dare not trust my sehemes to & letier—nor indeed have
Y time oven to hint at them here. When I see you I will
explain all—as far, at least, as I dare explain all my hopes
even to you.

“Would it not be ‘glorious,’ darling, to establish, in
America, the sole unquestionable aristocracy—that of intel-
leet—to secure its supremacy—to lead and to control it? All
this I can do, Helen, and will--if you bid me—and aid me.”

But these aerial chateous 4" Espagne of the poet were
even more transient than the few brief interludes per-
mitted him of undisturbed happiness.
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Those who have thus far followed the history of
Poe’s caresr will fully comprehend the force of his
allusions in the following letter——a letter that reslly
contains the basis of Griswold's degrading fabrication
of the poet having “borrowed fifty dollare from a
distinguished literary woman of Sonth Caroling,” and
when asked for the monmey’s return, or a written
acknowledgment of his indebtedness, for the satisfac-
tion of the lady’s husband, * denied all knowledge of
it, and threatened to exhibit & correspondence which
would make the woman infamous.” The woman
referred to is dead, but the story has recently been
unearthed, and her pame dragged before the public
by certain papers of New York, in which ecity, how-
ever, still resides ome who knew and can testify to
Poe’s verecity in this affair. AIl the wrong ke did
was—when goaded by her imputations as to the impro-
priety of his corresponding with a married lady—with
his wife's dear friend, Mrs. Osgood—to hastily exclaim,
“She had better look to her own letters |”  Only that
and nothing more.®

This communication is dated two days later than
the one last quoted :—

“In little more than a fortmight, dearest Helen, I shall
once again clasp you to my heart :—until then I forbear to
agitate you by speaking of my wishee—of my hopes, and
especially of my fears. You say that all depends on my own
firmneas, Ift{m be 80, all is safe—for the terrible agony
which I have so lately endured—an agony known only fo
my God and to myself—aesms to have passed my soul throngh
fire and purified it from all that i weak. Henceforward I
am gtrong -—this those who love me shall see—as well as
thoes who have so relentlessly endeavoured to ruin me. It

* Vide pp. 293, 254
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needed only some such trials as I have just undezgone, to
make me what I was born to be, by making ms conscious of
my own shrength.—But all doss sot depend, dear Helen, wpon
my firmness—all depends upon the sincerity of your love.
“You allude to your having been ‘fortured by reports
which have all since been explained o your entire satisfac-
tion, On this point my mind is fully made wp. 1 will rest
neither by night nor by day until I bring those who have
alandered me into the light of day—until I expose them, and
thetr motives to the public eye, I Aave the means and I will
ruthlessly employ them. On one point let me caution you,
dear Helen. No sooner will Mms. E~~— hear of my pro-
posals to yourself, than she will set in operstion every con-
ceivable chicanery to frustrate me:;—and, if you are not
prepared for her arts, she will infallibly suceeed—=for her
whole study, throughout life, has been the gratification of
her malignity by such means a8 any other human being
would die rather than adopt. You will be sure to receive
snonymous letters so skilfully contrived aa fo deceive fhe
most sagacious. You will be called om, possibly, by per-
sons whom you never heard of, but whom she has instigated
to call and vilify me—without even ¢hesr heing aware of the
influence she has exercised. I do mot know any one with a
more acule infellect about such matters than Mrs, Osgood—
yet even she was for & long time completely blinded by the
arts of this flend, and simply because her genorous heart conld
not coneeive how any woman could stoop fo machinations st
which the most degraded of the fiends wonld shudder. I
will give you here but one instance of her baseness, and I
foel that it will suffice. 'When, in the heat of passion®. . .

[Here follows the narrative given at pp. 293, 294,
chapter the sixteenth.] The letter then proceeds:—

“If you value your bappiness, Helen, beware of this
woman! She did not cease her persecutions here, My
poor Virginia was continually tortured {although not de-
eeived) by her snonymous leiters, and on her deathbed
declared that Mre, E—— had been her murderer. Have
T not a right to hate this fiend and to cantion you agsinst
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ber? You will now comprehend what I mean in saying that
the only thing for which I found it impossible to forgive
Mrs. Osgood was her recoption of Mrs E.

“ Be caveful of your Realth, dearest Helen, and perhape all
will yat go well. Forgive ms that I let these wronga prey
upon me—T did not so bitterly feel them until they threat-
ened to deprive me of you . . . but for your dear sske I
will endeavor fo be calm.

% Your lines ¢To Areturus’ are truly heautiful.”

This letter was speedily follcwed by the poet him-
self. He arrived in Providence full of the most
sanguine hopes ; he had proposed to himsel{ a career
of literary success, dwelling with enkindling enthu-
sigsm upon his long-cherished scheme of establishing
a magazing that should give him supreme control of
intellectual society in America. His dreams of love
end trinmph were rapidly destroyed. In a few days
he was to be married; he had advised his aunt, Mrs,
Clemm, to expect his and his bride’s arrival in New
York early the following week, when information was
given to Mry, Whitman and to her relatives that he
had violated the solemn pledge of abstinence &0
recontly given. Whether this information was true
no one living, perchence, can say. When he arrived
at the dwelling of Mrs. Whibmsn, “no token of the
infringement of his promise was visible in his appear-
ance or manner,” says that lady, “but I was at last
convinced that it would be in vain longer to hope
pgainst hope. I knew that he had irrevocably lost
the power of self-recovery. . . . Gathering together
gome papers which be had infrusted to my keeping I
placed them in his hands withont a word of explana-
tion or reproach, and, utterly worn out and exhausted
by the mental conflicts and anxisties and2responsi-

B
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bilities of the last fow days, I drenched my handker-
chief with ether and threw myself on & sofs, hoping
to lose myself in utter uneonsciousness. Sinking on
his kmees beside me, he entreated me to spesk to
him—to speak ome word, but ome word, At last I
responded, almost insudibly, ‘What can I say?’
‘8ny that you love me, Helen’ ‘I love youw' These
were the last words I ever spoke to him.”

In company with his friend, Mr. Pabodie, Poe left
the house, and for ever. The rupture of the much-
commented-upon engagement gave rise to the wildest
and most scandalous reports. The cause of the sepa-
ration wes almost universally ascribed to the poet.
Unable to rest under the ridiculous and humiliating
charges, which obtained such gemeral currency that
even some of bis dearest friends at last gave credence
to them, Poe wrote to Mrs, Whitman earnestly entreat-
ing her to send him a few words, for the satisfaction
of those dear to him, in denial of the vile rumours
about their separation,

“No amouns of provocation,” he wrote fo her, *“shall
induce me to speak ill of yow, even in my own defonce. If
to shiold myself from calumny, howaver undeserved, or how-
ever unendurable, I ind a need of resorting to explanations
that might condemn or pain you, most solemnly do I asmure
you that T will patiently endure such celumny, rather than
gnﬂ?il);?lfoian¥mohmmnsofmfnﬁn§it. Yon will see,

en, go far I am at merey-—but in maki ]
mch assurances, have I n{):ura. right to ask ofmﬁt?gwy;a
forbearance in return? ., . . That you have in any way
countenanced this pitiable falsehood, I do not and eanmot
believe—same person, equally your enemy and mine, has
bean ita author-but what T bog of you is, to write me at
oncs & fow lines in explanation—-yon know, of course, that
by reference either to Mr. Pabodie or . . . T can disprove
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the facts stated in the most satisfectory manner—but there
can be no need of disproving what I fesl confident was
never assarted by you—your simple disavowal ig all that I
wish—You will, of course, write me immediately on receipt

of this. , , . Heaven knowe that I would shrink from
wounding or gieving you! . . .May Heaven shield yon
from all il . . . Let my letlers and scts speak for them.

selves, It has been my infention fo say simply that our
marriage was postponed simply on scoount of your ill-health,
Have you really said or done anything which can preclude
our placing the rupture on such footing? If not, I shall
persigt in the statement and thua this unhappy metter will
die quietly away,”

“His letter I did not dare to answer,” said Mrs,
Whitmen.

Evidently Fdgar Poe did not know the real cause
of the rupture of the engagement, and for upwards of
thirly years his character has suffered under charges
he was powerless to refate.
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CHAPTER XX
" ANNIE

It will now be necessary to turn back some months,
to resume ths poet’s story where it was broken off
in order to complete the episodical narretive of his
engagement to Mrs. Whitman. In the early summer
of 1848 Poe, as already stated, lectured st Lowell, on
“The Female Poets of America” Some months later
he egain visited the city and lectured wmpon “The
Postic Principle.” During this sojourn in the “Ameri-
can Manchegter,” the post was the guest of the
Richmonds, a family whose acqueintance he had
made upon the occasion of his former vigitk The
friendship which Poe formed with this amiable family,
although, unfortunately, so near the close of his sad
career, was one of its brightest incidents: they aided
him in the darkest days of his “lonesome latier
years;” they believed in him when he was calum-
nisted; they received him as an honoured guest when
the world contemned him; they remained faithfnl to
him through all adversity; and, when death released
his wearied spirit, afforded a lengthy and hospitable
shelter to his broken-hearted mother, Mrs. Clemm

Mies Hoywood, 8 member of this generous family,
has favoured us with some fresh and charming recol-
lections of Edgar Poe, as he appeared to her girlish
but appreciative ken :—
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“I have ‘in my mind’s eys,’* she remarks, “a figure
somewhat below medium height, perhaps, but so Eerfectly
proportioned, and crownped with snch a noble head, so
regally caried, that, to my girlish apprehension, he gave
the impression of commanding stafure. Those clear sad
eyes seemed to look from an cminence, rather than from
the ordinary level of humanity, while his conver-ational
tone was so low and deep, that one could essily fancy it
borne to the ear from some distant height, I saw him
first in Lowell, and there heard him give a Lecture on
Poetry, illustrated by readings and recitations. His mauner
of rendering some of the selections constituted my onl
remembrance of the evening : it fascinated me, althoug
he f“e no sttempt at dramatio effect. Everything was
rendered with pure intonation and perfect emunciation,
marked attention being paid to the rhythm: he almost
sang the more musical versifications, I recall more per-
fectly than anytling else, the modulations of his smooth
baritone voice, as he recited the opening lines of Byron’s
* Bride of Abydos’—'Know ye the land where the cypress
and myrtle '—~meapuring the dactylic movement as per-
fectly as if he were scanning it ; the effect Was very plessing,
He insisted strongly upon an even metrical flow in versifica-
tion, and said that hard and ‘unequally stepping poetry’
had better be dove into prose. He made o selections of
& humorous character, either in his publie or parlour
readings ; indeed, anything of that kind seems entirely
incompatible with Aie personality. He smiled but seldom
and never langhed, or said amything to excite mirth in
others, His manner was alwaye quiet and grave—*Johin
Brown of Edinboro’’ might have characterised it as
‘lozely |’ In thinking of Mr. Poe in later years, I have
often applied to him the line of Wordsworth’s Sonnet (on
Milton), ¢ Thy soul was like a star and dwelt apart.’

“1did not hear the conversation at Mrs. Richmond’s after
the lecturs, when a few persons came in to meet him, but T
remember that my lrother spoke with great emthusiasm
of Mr. Poe's demeanour and the grace of his conversation,
In allnding to it he always says, ‘I have never seen it
equalled’ A lady in the company differed from Mr, Poe,
and expressed ber upinions very strongly, His deference
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in listening was perfect, and his replies were modsls of re-
spectful politeness. Of his great satirical power his pen was
generally the medium ; if ho used the polished weapon in
conversation, it was so delicately and akilfully handled that
only & quick eye would deteot the gleam. Obtuseness was
always perfectly safe in his presence, although in his
capacity of literary critic he gave his viclim many a
*palpable hit 1’”

“ A fow months later than this,” resumes Miss Heywood,
“ Mr. Pos came out to owr home in Westford. My recol-
lections of that visit are fragmentary, but very vivid,
I)urin%I the day he strolled off by himself, ‘to look at the
hills,’ he said, I remember standing in the low porch with
my sister, s we saw him returning, and as soon as he
stepped from the dusty street on to the green sward which
sloped from our door, he removed his hat, and came to us
with uncovered bead, his eyes seeming larger and more
luminous than ever with the exhilaration of his walk,

¢ recall his patiently unwinding from & nail a pisce of
iwine that had been carelﬁlz twisted and knotted around
it, and then hanging it again on the nail in long
straight loops. It was a half-unconscious by-play of that
ingenious mind which deciphered cgolito phs, solved
e of all kinds, and wrote the ‘Gold Bug,' and the
¢Balloon Hoax.' h b b be 1ad

“My mem otographs him again,” the lady con-
tinues, “sittingm{e ore an open wood fire, in the early autumn
evening, gazing intently into the glowing coal, holding
the hand of a dear friend—* Annie’—while for a long
time no one spoke, and the only sound was the ticking of
the fall old clock in the corner of the room, (I wish I
md u;l yon what he was thinking about during that rapt

ilence !

“ Later in the evening he recited, before a little Reading
Club, several of his own poems; one of Williss com-
mencing, ‘The shadows lay alovg Broadway’ (which he
said was & special favourite with him), and one or two of
Byron’s shorter poems. To me sverything seemed perfect,
though some seid more effect might be given to his own
unique poems, 1 suppose his voice and manner
the * Runic rhyme ' better than the *tintinnabulation of the
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Bella—bells—Lells’ That poem was then fresh from the
suthor's brain, and we had the privilege of hearing it
before it was given to the world.

“The next morning I was to go to school, and before I
retnrned he would be gone. I went to say ‘ Good-bye’ to
him, when, with that ample gracious courtesy of his which
included even the rustic school-girl, he said, ¢I will walk
with you,! He accompanied me to the door, taking leave of
me there in such a gentle, kingly manner, that the thought
of it now brings tears to the syes that then looked tieir last
upon that finished scholar and winning, refined gentleman.”

The “ dear friend ” abova alluded to was the lady to
whom the poet indited his most melodious poem of
“For Annie” “Annie” was one of those “rare and
radiant” spirits it was Poe’s happiness—amid all his
woe-—to meet with in his journey through Life, With
her he carried on & most voluminous and characteristic
correspondence during the last year of his eventful life,
but, a8 a considerable portion of it refers to persons
who have not yet followed the writer info the “Hollow
Vale,” only detached portions can be quoted. Poe's
letters, a8 Mrs. Osgood phrased it, “were divinely
beautiful,” but their tenor is often liable to be miscom.
prehended, and misrepresented, by those accustomed
only to the coldly-conventional manufactured epistles
of everyday folk. A spirit kindred to the poet’s is,
almost, necessary to a thorough comprehension of the
passionate gretitude, burning affection, and intense
sympathy which Poe felt~-for the time at least——for
those who “ sorrowed for ks fate,” and sought to aid
him as he passed by on his life’s journey. During the
latter years of his caveer he appeared utterly unable
to exist apart from the sympathy and enceuragement
of some friend-—some unselfish person to whom he
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could turn for advice—upon whom he might depend
for consolation, and to whom he might unveil the
darkest mysteries of his mind. After his wife's death
he appeared always seeking for such a friend ; for Mrs.
Clemm, whatever may have been her affection for her
son-in-law, was utterly unsuited, both by age and
intellect, to sapply such & desideratum. Mrs. Osgood,
Mrs. Shew, and Mrs, Whitman attempted, as has been
seen, more or less to befriend the helpless poet, but,
a8 they, one after the other, deemed it necessary fo let
him go his ways, be sank deeper and deeper into the
“Slough of Despond.”

At the time when his cravings for sympathy were,
doubtless, most urgent, he became acquainted with
“ Annie,” and fo ber and her family he clung for con-
solation and guidance more tenaciously than fo any
other of his many friends. TUnfitted, at least in his
“lonesome latter years,” to fake an active park in the
world’s work, he sought more naturally the society of
refined women than that of his own sex, and, like
nearly all men of a poetic temperament, being femi-
nine (though not effeminate) in his tastes, therein
found his firmest and most congenial friends. The
fervour and passion of his impulsive nature may well
be gleaned from these extracts of a characteristic
letter, dated :—

“ Founmax, Nov. 16, 1848,

“ Ab, Annie, Annie ! my Annie ! what cruel thoughts . . .
muat have been torturing your heart during the last terrible
fortnight in which you have heard nothing from me—not
even one little word to say that I still lived. , . . How
shall T explain to you the bitder, diller angnish which bhas
tortured me since I left you !

*“You saw, you falf the agony of grief with which I bade
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you farowell—you remember wmy expression of gloom—of
& dreadful horrible foreboding of Il Indeed—indeed it
seemed to me that Death approached me even then and
that I was involved in the shadow which went before
him, . . . Tssid to myself, It is for the last time, until
we meef in Heaven,’ I remember nothing distinetly from
that moment until I found myself in Providence. I went
to bed and wept through a long, long, hideous might of
Despair—When the day broke, I arose and endeavoured to
quiet my mind by a rapid walk in the cold, keen air—but
all would pot do—the Demon tormented me still, Finally,
I procured two ounces of laudanum, and without returning
to my hotel, took the cars back to Boston. When I
arrived I wrote you a letter, in which I opened my whols
heart to you—to you. . . , I told you how my struggles
were more than I could bear. . . . T then reminded you of
that holy promise which was the last 1 exacted from you
in parting—the promise that, under all circumstances, yon
would eome to me on my bed of death. I implored you to
come fhem, mentioning the place whers I should be found
in Boston, Having written this Jetter, T swallowed about
balf the laudanum, and hurried to the Post Office, intend-
ing not to take the rest until I saw you—for, I did not
doubt for one moment, that Aunie would keep her sacred

romise. But I had nob calculated on the strength of the
ﬂ.udannm, for, before I reached the Post Office my reason
was entirely gone, and the letter was never put in. Let
me pass over—my darling sisler—the awful horrors which
succeeded. A friend was at hand, who aided and (if it can
be called saving) saved me, but it ia only within the last
three days that I have been able to remember what
oocurred in that dreary interval. It appears thaf, after
the laudanum was rejected from the stomach, I became
calm, and to a casual observer, sane—so that I was suffered
to go back to Providence.* . . . It is not muck that 1 ask,
sweet sister Annie—my mother and myself would take a
small cottage ~—- ob, 80 small—so very humble—I shonld
be far away from the tumult of the world—from the
ambition which I loathe—I would labor day and night,

* Where and when he engaged himself to Mrs, Whitman.—J, H, L.
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and with industry, I could accomplish s0 much. Annie! it
would be a Paradise beyond my wildest hopes—I could sev
some of your beloved family every day, and you often.
Do not these piciures touch your inmost heart3 .. . 1 am at
home now with my dear mother, who is endeavoring to
comfort me—but the sole words which soothe me ave those
in which she speaks of ¢ Annie'~—She tells me that she
has written you, begging you to come on to Fordham, Ah,
Annie, ds # not possible 1 am so ill--so terribly, hopelessly
£/} in body and mind, that I feel 1 cannot live. , . . Is it not
thle for you to come—if only for one little weok ¥ Until
subdue this fearful agitation, which, if continued, will
either destroy my life or drive me hopelessly mad,
“ Fareweli—here and hereafter—ior ever your own

“Eppy.”

With this heartrending epistle of the impulsive
poet was sent the following note from Mrs. Clemm :—

“My DEAR ANNIE,—God has heard my prayers and
once more returned my poor, darling Eddy to me. But
how changed ! 1scarcely knew him. 1 was nearly distracted
at not hearing from him. I knew something dreadful had
occurred. And oh | how near I was losing him ! But our
good and gracious God saved him. Thegblood. about my
heart becomes cold when I think of it. I have read his
letter to yon, and have told him I think it very selfish, to
wish you to come ; for I know, my darling child, it wounld
be inconvenient, . . . Eddy has told me of all your kindness
to him, God bless you for it, my own darlivg. I beg you
will write often. He raved all night about you, but is now
more composed, I too am very sick, but will doall I can
to cheer and comfort him, How much I felt for you,
dearest, when I read the awful account of your poor cousin's
death. Have you heard anything of Mrs. L—- since her
tragic performance? I never liked her, and said so from
the first. Do tell me all about her.—Good-bye, dearest,
your own MG

*t Nov, 16, 18487
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A woek later, and the poet is found sending this
impassioned appesl to bis dear friend’s sister :—

“ ForpRAM, Nov, 23, 1848

“If thers is any pity in your heart, reply immediately
to this, and let me know why it is I do not hear from
‘Anuie, . , ., Ifancy everything evil: sometimes I even
think that T have offended her, and that she no longer
cares for me. I wrote her a long letter eight days ago,
enclosing one from my mother, who wrote again on the 1gth.
Not one word has reached us in reply. If I did not love
your gister with the purest and most wnexacting love, I
would not dare confide in you—but you do know how truly
—how I love her, and you will forgive me, . . .
You know also how impossible it is to see and not to love
her . ., . 30 good—so true—so noble—so pure—so wirluous.
Her silence fills my whole soul with terror. Can she lave
received my letter? 1f she is angry with me, say to her,
that on my knees, 1 beseech her to pardon me—tell her
that whatever she bids me do, I will do—even if she says
I must never see her again, or write to her. Let me but
hear from her once more, and I can bear wimtever happens.
. .. You would pity me, if you knew the agony of my
heart, as I write these words Do nol fatl lo answer me
af once.  God bless you, my sweet sister—

“EDGAR.”

The next letter would appear to have been written
on Decembar 28th, but it is not fully dated. It wes
accompanied by a letter from Mrs, Clemm, in which
she remarked, “I feel so happy in all my troubles.
Eddy is not going to merry Mrs, W. How much will
I have to tell you ... All the papers say he is
going to lead to the altar the talented, rick, and beauti-
ful Mrs. W.' . . . but I will tell you all in my next.”
Poe’s note reads :—

it Pharaday Morning ——28,

% ANNIE,~My own dear Mother will explain to you how

it is that I cannot write to you in full—but I must write
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only a few words to let you ses that I am well, lest you
suspect me to be ill, .4 is right )., . I Aepe that I dis-
tingnished mysélf at the Lecture—I fried to do so, for your
gake. There were 1800 people present, and such applause !
Idid so much better than I did at Lowell. If you had only
been there. . . . Give my dearest love to all— Eppy.”

Before continuing this correspondence with “ Annie *
into 1849, it will be as well to teke a short glance at
the literary work Poe had been performing during the
last few months of the expiring year. To Grakam’s
Magazine, and the Southern Literary Messenger, he
confinued to contribute his suggestive “Marginalia,”
and, besides revising and arrarging his critical sketches
for republication, laboured ceaselessly at his projected
journal, the S{ylus. As a specimen of the lemgthy
letters he wrote upon this subject, and of his tireless
industry—when not disabled, mentally and physically,
for work—may be cited the following epistle to the
Iate Mr. Edward Valentine, a relative of his adoptive
mother, the first Mrs, Allan :—

" New York, Nov. zoth, 1848.

“DgAR SIR,-—After a long and bitter struggle with ill-
ness, poverty, and the thonsand evils which attend them, I
find myself at length in & position to establish myself
permanently, and to trivmph over all difficulties, if I could
but obtain, from some friend, a very little pecuniary aid,
In looking azound me for such & friend, I can think of no
one, with the exception of yourself, whom I see the least
prospect of inberesting in my behalt—and even as regards
yourself, I confess that my hope is feeble. In fact I have
been s long depressed that it will be a most difficult thing
for me to rise—and rise I never can without such aid 23
now entreat at your hands, I call to mind, however, that,
during my childhood, you were very kind to me, and, I
believe, very fond of me. For this reason and because I
really do nof know where else to turn for the assistansce I
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80 much need at this moment, I venture to throw myself
upon your generosity and ask you to lend me $200. With
this sum I should be able to take the first steps in an enter-
prise where there can beno doubt of my success, and which,
if successful, would, in one or two years, ensure me fortune
and very great influence. I refer to the establishment of
& Magaszine for which I have already a good list of sub-
scribers, and of which I send a Prospectus, If for the sake
of ¢auld lang syne’ you will advance me the sum needed,
there are no words which can express my gratitude.—Most
sincerely yours, AR A, Por.

“EpWARD VALENTINE, Esq.”

Mr. Valentine, whatever feelings of affection he
may have gtill refained for his handsome little
favourite of yore, is scarcely likely to have complied
in fofo with the poet’s appeal. Much as Pos was
admired and beloved by those in immediate contact
with him, by those to whom he was personally
unknown, or not known through years of estrangement,
his public reputation wes not of the kind to cause
a stranger—as Mr. Valentine now was—to open his
purse-strings very wide. However, some help was,
probably, rendered him in this case.

To the September number of the Literary Messenger
Poe contributed an enthusiastic critique on the wri-
ings of “Stella” (Mrs. Lewis), a lady from whom both
he and hig aunt, Mrs, Clemm, had received mmuch
kindness, as their many letters testify. In the two
following numbers of the same msagazine, appeared
the long-promised “ Rationgle of Verse.” In this work,
amongst much that was, in many ways, quite charae-
teristic of its author, were not wanting signs of his
intellectnal decadenca, Whilst his readers will, doubt-
less, conclude with him, that es yet, none of the
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grammars have written much, or anything, on the
subject of verse worth reading, it is to be feared
they will, also, arrive at the conclusion that Poe has,
if possible, in this instance, made “confusion worse
confounded.” The study of his own harmonious verse
will afford betfer instruction than all the prosodies
ever published.

For the forthcoming year the poet agreed to contri-
bute & further series of “ Marginalia ” to the Sousthern
Liternry Messenger and Grakam’s Magazine, and to write
the literary motices for a projected publication, to be
called the American Metropolitan. Of the last named
magazine only two numbers were published, and to one
of them Mrs, Whitman sent a poem entitled “Stanzas
for Music.” ¥ From these verses, which were intended
to meet Poe’s eyes and, in all probability, did come
under his notice, their authoress firmly believed the
poet wes induced o write, as some kind of a response,
his beautiful ballad of “Annabel Lee.” Mrs. Whit-
man's lines are as follows, the words italicised being
those supposed to have more directly suggested Poe's
presumed reply :—

Whteo wo e, i ttrow, 10 et vt re
The night wind bnw cold on my desolste heart,
Bat those wild words of doom, *¥e must part!®
Ser ths il of ok e a0
I longed, like a bird, o'er the billows to fles,
From our lone iiand home and the moan of the sen.

“ Away—far away—from the dream-haunted shors,
‘Whete the waves ever saurmur, *No more, ngver mors ;*
‘When I wake, in the wild noon of midnight, to hear
That lone song of the surges, so and dresr,

;. rlbaequentlyenlargedsnd published s Qo elind of Dreats,”—
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 When tha clouds that now veil from us heaven's fair light,
Their soft, silver lining tuen forth on the night ;
'When tims shall the vapors of falsshood dispel,
Ho shall know if I him { tmt never how well,”

With whatever feelings Poe mey have regarded
these lines, he certainly evineed no desire to respond
to them, unless “ Annabel Lee” be deemed a reply,
and during the short remainder of his career omitted
all mention of their writer's pame. About this time he
sent & somewhat revised version of “Fhe Letter found in
& Bottls,” published in “Eureka,” to Mr. Godey’s Lady’s
Book, in which publication if appeared in February 1849,
a8 a tale, nnder the title of “ Mellonta Tauta.” It was
accompanied by the following letter :—

5 To the Editor of ihe * Lady's Book :'—

“1 have the honor of sending you, for your magazine,
an article which I hope you will be able to comprehend
rather more distinotly than I do myself, It is s translation
by my friend Martin Van Buren Mavia (sometimes called
the ‘Toughkeepsie Seer’), of an odd-looking MS, which I
found, about a year ago, tightly corked up in a jug floating
in the Mars Tenebrarum—a sea well described by the
Nubian geographer, but seldom visited, nowadays, except
by the transcendentaliste and divers for crotchets. Truly
yours, Epaan A, Por”

Tt is now necessary to return to the correspondence
with “ Annie,” to whom Mrs, Clemm is found writing
on the rrth of January (1849) :—

“The match is entirely broker off between Eddy and
Mre, Whitman. He has been at home #hres weeks snd has
not written to her once. . . . Dear Eddy is writing most
industriously, and I have every hope that we will, in a short
time, surmount most of our difficulties. He writes from ten
tili four every day. . . . We have found out who wrote those
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verses that we attributed to Grace Greenwood: they were
written by Mrs. Welby, of Kentucky, Have you a copy
of themt If g0, Eddy says he will be so much obliged to
you for them. . . . Eddy wrote a tale and sent it to the
publisher, and in i was a desoription of you with the name
of the lady, ¢ Darling Amnie.’* It will be published about
the 20th of next month, and then I will send it to you,
Did you see the lines to Eddy in & new magazine just
come out, called the Maropoitian? They are by Mrs,
Osgood, and very beautiful . . . Have you seen Lowell’s
satire, and Mrs. Osgood’s letter about the lines? Some-
thing about Eddy in both.”

Enclosed in Mrs, Clemm's letter was & lengthy
epistle from Poe himself, and from it ihe following
extracts may be mede:—

“Tt geems to me s long since I have written you that
1 feel condemned, and almost tremble lest you should have
evil thoughts of Eddy. . .. Bat no, you will never doubt
me under any circumstances—will you? It seems to me
that Fate is against our meeting sopn, . . O ¢ Annie, in spite
of so many worldly sorrows—in spite of all the trouble
and misrepreseniation (so hard to bear) that Poverty has
entailed on me for g0 long a time—in spite of alf this—
I am %, 80 happy. . . . I need not tell you, ¢ Annie,’ how
great & burden is taken off my heart by my rupture with
Mrs, W. ; for T have fully made niﬂmy mind fo break the
engagement. . . . Nothing would have deterred me from
the mateh but—what I tell you. . . .

'Write to me whenever you can spare time, if it be only
a line, , , . I am beginning to do very well about mon
as my spirits improve, and soon—pery soon, I hope, 1
be quile out of difficulty. Yom can’t think how industri.
ougs I am. T am resolved #o gei rich—to trinmph. . . .
When you write tell me something about Bardwell. Has
he gone to Richmondf or what is he doingt Oh, if I

* ntly the tals referred to, *Landor's Cottage,” did not
appnrpm Poa's death.—J, E,I.
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could only be of cervice to him in any way! Remember
me to ali—to your father and mother and dear little
Caddy, and Mr. R. and Mr. C. And now good-bye, sister
£ annie !l”

Again, on or about the 23rd of January (the letter
is not deted), Poe is found inditing the following com-
munication to his friend :-—

“ Faithful ¢Annie!” Howehall T ever be grateful enough
to God for giving me, in all my adversity, o true, so
beautiful a friend! T felt deeply wounded by the cruel
statements of your letter—and yet I had anticipated nearl
all. . . . From the bottom of my heart T forgive her al
and would forgive her even more. Some portions of your
letter I do not fully understand. If the reference is to my
having violated my promise fo you, I simply say, Annie,
that I havé not, and by God’s blessing never will Ob, if
you but knew how happy I aw in keeping it for your sake,
you could never believe that I would violate if. The
reports—if any such there be—may have arisen, however,
from what I did, in Providence, on that terrible day—you
know what I mean :—Oh—I shndder even to think of it
That . . . ber friends will speak ill of me i3 an inevitable
evil—I mnst bear it. In fact, ‘Annie,’ I am beginning to
grow wiser, and do not care so much as I did for the
opinions of a world in which I see, with my own eyes, that
to act generously is to be considered as designing, and that
to be poor is to be a villain, I must get rich—rich, Then
sll will go well—but until then T must submit to be abused.
I deeply regret that Mr. R, should think ill of me, If
you can, disabuse him—and at all times act for me as you
think best, I put my honor, as I would my life and soul,
implicitly in your hands; but I would rafier not confide
my purposes, in fhat ome regard, to any one but your dear
sister,

%] enclose you a letter for Mrs, Whitman. Read it—
show it only to those in whom you have faith, and then seaf
ot with wax and mail it from Boston. , . . When her answer
cormeg I will send it to you: that will convince you of the

2¢
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truth, If she refuse to answer I will write fo Mr. Crocker.
By the by, if you know his exact name and address send
it to me. . . . But 28 long as you and yours love me, what
need J eare for this cruel, unjust, caleulating world % . . .
In all my present anxieties and embarrassments, I still foel
in my inmoet soul & divins joi—a. happiness inexpressible--
that nothing seems to disturp. . . .

%I hope Mr, C. is well. Remember me to him, and ask
him if he has seen my *Rationale of Verse,' in the last
Qctober and November numbers of the Southern Lilerary
Messenger. . . . 1 am s busy, now, aud feel so full of
energy, Engagements to write are pouring in upon me
every day. I had two proposals within the last week from
Boston, 1 sent yesterday an article to the 4Am. Review,
abous ¢ Critics and Criticism.” Not long ago I sent one to
the Meiropolifan called *Landor's Cottage:” it has some-
thing about ¢Annie’ in it, and will appear, I suppose, in
the March number. To the S. L. Messenger I have sent fift
pages of ‘ Marginalia, five pages to appear each mout!
of the current year. I have also made permanent engage-
ments with every magssine in America (except Petorson’s
National) including s Cincinnati magazine, called Ths
Gentlemen's, So you see that I have only to keep up my
spirits to get out of all my pecuniary froubles. The least
price I got is §5 per ‘Grabam page’ and I can easily
average 1} per day—that is §74. As soon as ‘returns’
come in I shall be out of difficulty. I see Godey advertises
an article by me, but I am at a loss to know what it is
You ask me, Annie, to tell you about some book to read.
Have you seen ‘Percy Ranthorpe’ by Mrs, Gore!* Yon
can got it at any of the agencies. 1 have lately read it
with deep interest, and derived great consolslion from it
also. It relates to the career of & literary man, and gives
a just view of the true aima and the true dignity of the
literary character. Read it for my sake,

Bt of one thing rest assured, ¢ Annie,’—from this day
forth T shun the pestilential society of IHlerary women,
They are a heartless, nnsatural, venomous, dishonorable
s, with no guiding principle but inordinate seif-esteem.

* By 6. H. Lewest—J, H. L.
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Mrs, Ougood is the only exception I know. . . . Kiss little
Caddy for me, aud remember me to Mr. R. and to all.

] have had a most distressing headache for the last
two weeks”, . .

The above unsigned letter was succeeded, early in
February, apparently, by the following communica-
tion simply dated Thursday ——8th :—

“DEAR ‘ANNIE’—My mother is just going to town, where,
I hope, she will find a sweet latter from you or from
Sarak ; but, as it i3 so long since I bave written, I must
send a few words to let you see and feel that Eddy,
even when silent, keeps you always in his mind and heart—
I have been so busy, ¢ Annie,’ ever since I returned from
Providence—aix weeks ago. Ihave not suffered a day to
pass withont writing from a page to three pages. Yeaterday,
I wroto five, and the day before a poem considerably longer
than the ‘Raven.” I call it *The Bells’ How 1 wish
¢Annie’ could ses it ! Her opinion is so dear to me on such
topics—on all it is everything to me—but on poetry in
especial.  And, Sarah, too, . , . I told her when we were
at W——, that I hardly ever knew any one with a keener
discrimination in regard to what is reslly poetical, The
five prose pages I finished yesterday aré called—what do
you think #—1I am sure you will never gueas— Hop-Frog /’
Ouly think of your Eddy writing a story with such & name
as * Hop-Frog !’ You would never guess the subject {which
is a terrible one) from the title, I am sure. It will be
published in a weekly paper, of Boston. . . . not a very
respectable journal, perhaps, in a literary point of view,
but one that pays as high prices as most of mm
The proprietor wrote to me, offering about $5 a ¢
page,’ and a8 I was anxious to get out of my pecuniary
difficulties; I accepted the offer, He gives §5 for a ronmet,
also; Mrs, Osgood, Park Benjamin, and Mre. Bigourney
are engaged. I think ¢The Bells’ will appear in the
Amevican Review. 1 have got no answer yet from Mre.
Whitman, . . , My opinion is that her motheriu intercepted
thelettermdwiﬁnevergiveit to her. , . .
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“ Dear mother says she will write you a long letter in &
day or two, and tell you Aow good I am. She is in high
spirita &t my E:»pem and ab our hopes of soon seeing
¢ Annie.’ We have told our landlord that we will not take
the houes next year. Do not let %{Vr R, howg:er, make
any arrangements for us in ——, or for, being poor,
we are 50 much the slaves of ci;cumstm At all events
we will both come and see you, and spend & week with you
in the early spring or before—but we will let you know
some time before, Mother sends ber dearest, dearest love
tc:‘you and Sarah and to all. Aad now good-bye, my dear

nnte.'—Your own Eppy.”

On the 19th of the same month the poet is found
writing sadly, but proudly, to this esteemed corre-
spondent, to repel some cruel accusations which had
been made against him by certain mischief-makers :—

 Forbuam, Feb, 19, Sunday,

“My SWEET FRIEND AND SisTER—I fear that in this
letter, which I write with a heavy heart, you will find much
to disappoint and grieve you—for I must abandon my pro-
poaed visit, and God only knows when I shall see you, and
clasp you by the hand. I have come to this determination
to-day, after looking over some of your letters to me and
my mother, written since I left you. You have not said
it to me, but I have been enabled to glean from what you
have said, that Mr. B—— has IIﬂpermitt.ed himself (perhaps
without knowing it) to be influenced againat me by the
malignant misrepresentations of Mr. and Mra, —.
Now, I frankly own to you, dear  Annie,’ that I am proud,
although I have never shown myself proud mou 0T yours,
and never will, Youknow that I quarrelled with the L—s
solely on your account and Mr. R's It was obviously my
interest to keep in with them, and, moreover, .they had
rendered me some services which entitled them o my
gratitnde up to the time when I discovered they bad been
blazoning their favors to the world. Gratitade, then, as
well as interest, wonld have led me not to offend them;
and the insults offered to me individually by Mrs, L——
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were not sufficient to make me break with them, It was
only when I heard them . . . (speak against) your husband
+ + . it wag only when such insulis were offered to

whom I so sincerely and moet purely loved, and to ﬂ'
R—, whom I had every reason to like and respect, that
I arose and left their house and ensured the unmlentinq
vengeance of that worst of all fiends, ‘a woman scorned,
Now feeling all this, I cannot help thinking it unkind in
Mr. R——, when I am absent and unable to defend my-
gelf, that he will persist in listening to what these people
say to my diseredit, 1 canmot help thinking it, more-
over, the most unaccountable instence of weakness—of
obtuseness—ihat ever I knew a man to be guilty of:
women are more easily misled in such matters In the
name of Glod, what else had I fo anticipate in return
for the offence which I offered Mrs. 's insane
vanity and self-esteem, than that she would spend the
rest of her days in ransacking the world for scandal
againest me (and the falser the better for her purpose),
and in fabricating sccusations where she could not find
them ready made? I certainly anticipated no other Jine
of conduct on her part ; but, on the other hand, I certainly
did oot anticipate that any man in kis smses-would ever
listen to sccusations from so suspicious a source. . . .
Not only must I ns# visit you at L——, but I must dis-
continue my letters and you yours. I cannot and il not
have it on my conseience, that I have interfered with the
domestic happiness of the only being in the whole world,
whom I have loved at the same time with truth and with
purity—I do not merely Jove you, ¢ Annie’—I admire and
respect you even more—and Heaven knows there i no
particle of eelfishness in my devotion—1I ask nothing for
myself, bub your own bappiness—with & charitable inter-
pretation of those calumnies which--for your sake, I am now
endaring from this vile woman—and which, for your dear,
dear sske, I would moat willingly endure if multiplied
8 hundredfold. The calumnies, indeed, ¢ Annie,’ do not
materially wound me, except in depriving me of your
society—for of your affection and reepect I fee] that they
never can. As for any injurice the falsehoods of these
people can do me, make your mind easy about that. It is
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troe that ‘Hell has no fary like & woman scorned,’ but I
have encountered such vengesnce hefore, on far higher
grounds—that is to say, for a far less holy p than
1 feel the defence of your good name to be. I scorned
Mrs, Eo—-, simply because she revolted me, and to this
day she has never ceased her anonymous persecutions.
Bat in what have they resulted? She has not deprived
me of one friend who ever knew me and once trusted me—
nor hss she lowered me one inch in the public opinion.
When she ventured too far, I sued her at once (through
her miserable toolsL, and recovered exem da
I will unquestionably do, forthwith, in the case of —, if
ever he shall muster conrage to utter a singls acdionable
word. It is true I shrink with a nameless horror from
connecting my name in the publie prints, with such un-
mentionable nobodies and blackguards as L—— and his
lady—but they may provoke me a little too far—You
will now have seen, dear Annie, how and why it is that
my Mother and myself cannot visit yon as we }];ropossd. aes
I could not feel ot ease in Ais (her hushand’s) house, so long
a8 he permits himself to be prejudiced against me, or so -
long as he associates with such persons as the L—y, It
had been my design to ask you and Mr. R—— {or, perhaps,
your parents) to board my Mother while I was abaent at
the South, and I intended to start after remaining with
ou & week, but my whole plans are now disarranged—
{ have taken the cottage at Fordham for another year—
Time, dear Annie, will show all things. Ba of good heart,
I chall never cease to think of you—and bear in mind the
#wosolemn promites I have made you. The cne I am now
religiously keeping, and the other {so help me Heaveng
shall sooner or later be kept.~Always your dear frien
and brother, Engar”

From the next communication, unsigned but dated,
it 1 seen that the traducers are still at work, From
it these passages may be cited :— ,

1€ March 23, 1849,

“Will not ‘Annie’ confids the secrets about Westford ¢
Waa it anything I did which eaused you to ¢ give up hope’?
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Dear Annie, I am 80 happy in being able to afford Mr. B,
proof of something in which he seemed to doubt me, You
remember that Mr. and Mrs. L~ strenuously denied
having spoken ill of you to me, and I eaid ¢ then it must
remain a simple question of veracity between us, as I had
no witness~' but I observed afterwards—' Unfortunately I
have returned Mrs, L—— her letters (which were filled
with abuse of you both), but, if I am not mistaken, my
mother has some in her possession that will prove the
truth of what I say.’ Now, Annie, when we came to look
over these last, I found, to my extreme sorrow, that fhey
would not corroborate me. I say ‘ to my extreme sorrow ;’
for, oh, it is eo painful to be doubted when we krotw our own
integrity. Not that I fancied, even for one moment, that
you doubted me, but then I saw that Mr. R—— and Mr,
C—— did, and perhaps even your brother. Well! what
do'you think$ Mrs, has again written my mother,
and I enclose her letter. Read it! you will find it thoronghly
corroborative of all I eaid. The verses f me which she
alludes to, I have not seen. You will see that she admits
bhaving cautioned me against you, as I said, and in fact
admits all that I accused her of. Now you distinetly
remember that they both loudly denied having spoken
against you :—this, in fact, was the sole point &t issue.
I have marked the passages alluded to. I wish that you
would write to your relation in Providence and ascertain
for me who slandered me as you say—I wish to prove the
falsity of what has been eaid (for I find that it will not do
to permit such reports to go unpunished), and, especially,
obtain for me some defzils upon which I canact. . , . Will
you do this}, . . I eneloss also some other lines ¢ For
Annie’—and will yon let me kmow in what manner they
impress you! T have eent them to the Flag of our Union.
By the way, did you get ‘' Bop-Frog’? I sent it to you by
mail, not knowing whether you ever ses the paper it «——.
I am sorry to say that the Mefropolitan has stopped and
‘Landor's Cottage’ is returned on my hande unprinted.
I think the lines ‘ For Annie’* (those I now send) much

; 'H.Bin’ginning, *Thank Heaven ! the crisis—the danger—ia past. ™.~
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the best I have ever written; but an suthor can seldom
depend on his own estimate of his own works, so T wish
to know what ‘ Annie’ fruly thinks of them—also your
dear ];l]star alned thl[r C— "

“ Do pot let the verses go outf o possession until you
gee ther in print—as I ha%u soldfthyg to the pu'blishen,;r of
the Flag. . . . Remember me to all.”

The tale of “Hop-Frog” above referred fo was
founded by Poe upon a terrible tragedy releted by
Froissart, a8 having occarred in the court of Charles
the Sixth of France. The poet appears to have
derived his knowledge of the imeident from Lord
Berner's quaint old English version of the chronicler’s
story, and in his rendering of the tale he has contrived
to attract more sympathy for “Hop-Frog "—for the
poor crippled dwarf, notwithstanding his awful revenge,
who had no fondness for wine as it excited bim
“ almost to madness " —than Poe’s ideal heroes generally
obtain,

As regards the lines “For Annie,” spoken of and
enclosed in the foregoing communication, this letter
to N. P. Willis will be of interest :—

“ ForomAw, April 20, 1839,

“My DEAR WnLS:—The poem which I enclose, and
which I am so vain as fo 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—
23 times go—but unquestionably it onght to pay ten prices;
for whatever I send 1t I feel I am consigning to the tomb
of the Capulete. The verses accompanying this, may I
beg you to take out of the tomb, and bring them to
light in the Home Journal# If you can oblige me so far
a8 to copy them, I do not think it will be necessary to say
‘From the Flag,'—that would be too bad :—and, perhaps,
*From a late —~ paper ' wonld do.
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“I have not forgotten how s ‘good word in season’
from you msade ‘The Raven’ and made ¢Ulalume,
(which, by-the-way, people have done me the honor of
attributing to you)—therefore I would ask you (if I dared),
to eay something of these lines—if they %lease yor. Truly
yours ever, DGAR A. Por”

Those unacquainted with the intensely grateful
nature of the poet towards all those whom he deemed
himself indebted fo, would be inclined to consider
some portions of the above note intended for sarcesm
Poe, however, doubtless did believe thet Willis had
asgisted in making “The Raven” famous, although
he could herdly have considered it an honour for
himself that “ Ulalume” had been fathered upon the
author of * Hurrygraphs”

The letter following that Jast cited is undated and
unsigned ; it gives a vivid pieture of the horrors the
unfortunate Pos was exposed to in his attempt to
live by the work of his pen, and of the melancholia
by which he was so often oppressed :—

# ANNIE—You will see by this note that I am nearly, i
not quite, well—so be no longer uneesy on my account. I
was not o ill a8 my mother snpposed, and she is 8o anxious
about me that she takes alarm often without canse. It is
not so much if} that T have been as depressed in epirite—I
cannob express to you how terribly I have been suffering
from gloom. . . . You know how cheerfully I wrote to
you not long ago—about my prospects—hopes—how I
anticipated being soon out of diffienlty, Well [ all seems to
be frustrated—at least for the present. As usual, misfor-
tunes never come single, and I have met one disappointment
after another. The Columbian Magosine, in the firs
place, failed—then Post's Unipn (taking with it my
principal dependence) ; then the #hig Review was forced
to stop paying for contrihutions—then the Democralic—
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then (on account of his oppression and insolence) I was

-obliged to quarrel, finally, with ———; and then, to erown
all, the ¢ —- ” (from which I anticipated o much
and with which I had made a regnlar engagement for $10
» week throughout the year) has written a cireular to
correspondents, pleading poverty and declining to recsive
any more articles, More than this, the S L Messenger,
which owes me a good deal, cannot pay just yet, and,
altogether, T am reduced to Sartain and Grabam—both very
precarious,. No doubt, Annie, yon attribnte my * gloom *
to these eventa—but you would be wrong. It is not in
the power of any mere worldly considerations, such as
these, to depress me. . . . No, my sadness is unaccounizble,
and this makes me the more sad. I am full of dark
forebodings. Nothing cheers or comforts me. My life
seeme wasted — the future looks a dreary blank: but
1 will struggle on and ‘hope against hope.’ . . . What
do you think ¥ I have received a letier from Mrs, I—
and such a letter! She says she is about to publish
a defailed account of all that occurred between us, under
guise of romance, with fictitious names, &e.,—that she will
make me appear noble, generous, &e. &o.—nothing had—
that she will *do justice to my motives,” &e. &e. She
writes to know if ‘I have any mgg;:;ions to make! If 1
do not anewer it in a fortnight, the book will go to pressas
it is—and, more then ll this—she is coming on immediately
fo se¢ me at Fordham. 1 have not replied—shall 11 and
what! The *friend’ who sent the lines to the *H. J.' was
the friend who loves you best—was myself. The Flagso
misprinted them that I was resolved to have a true copy.
The Flaghas two of my articles yeb~'A Sonmet to my
Mother, and ‘Landor's Cottage’ ... I have written a
ballad ocalled ¢Annabel Lee’ which I will send you
soon, Why do you not send the tale of which you
spoke 3

Appended to the above epistle are these few
pathetic lines from Mrs. Clemm:—"Thank you a
thousend times for your letter, my dear ‘ Annie’ Do
not believe Eddy; he has been very ill, but is now



Going Soutk. 411

better, I thought he would die several times. God
knows I wish we were both in our graves—it would,
1 am sure, be far better.”

An intervening commmnication to “Annis” has
been lost, wherein the poet announced his intention
of once more visiting the Southern States, in order to
obtain gid for his projected magazine—the igniz fatuus
of hig life—both by lectures and by procuring sub-
scribers’ names. The next letter, written on the 16th
of June, shows Poe on the eve of departure, but—
although not unhopefully worded—detained from day
to day by some disappointing circumstances, probably
of a pecuniary nature.

‘PorRpHAM, — June 36.

“You asked me to write before I started for Richmond,
and I was to have started last Monday (the xzth)—so,
perhaps, you thought me gone, and without having written
to say ‘pood-bye’—but indeed, Annie, I could mof have
done so. The truth is, I have been on the point of starting
every day since I wrote—and so put off writing until the
last moment—but I have been diseppointed—and can no
longer refrain from sending you, at least, u few lines to let
you see why I have been so long silent. When I can go
now is uncertain—but, perhaps, I may be off to-morrow,
or next day:—all depends upon circumstances beyond my
control. Most probably, I will not go until I hear from
Thompson (of the 8, L. Messenger), to whom I wrote five
days ago—telling him to forward the letter from Oquawka,
instead of retaining it until he seos me, The reason of the
return of my draft on Grahem’s Magazine (which put me to
such annoyance and mortification while I was with you)
was, that the articles I sent (by mail) did not come to
hand. No insult (as I bad half anticipated) was meant—
and I am sincerely glad of this ; for I did not wish to give
up writing for Graham's Magawine just yet—I enclose the
ublisher’s reply to my letter of enquiry. The Postmaster
Eere is investigating the matter, and, in all probability, the
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articles will be found, and the draft paid by the time yon
got this, So all this will be right. . . .

“You see I enclose you quite a budget of papers: the
letter of Mrs. L—— to Mnddy—Mrs. L——'s long MS,
poem—the verses by the ‘Lynn Bard,* which yon said
you wished to see, and also some lines to me (or rather
about me), by Mrs, Osgood, in which she imagines me writing
toher. 1 mend, too, another notice of * Eureks,’ from Gree-
ley’s Tribuns, The letter of Mrs, L—— you can retain if
you wish it,

“Have you seen the ‘Moral for Authors,’ a new satire
by J. E. Tuelt—who, in the name of Heaven, is J. E. Tuel?
The book is miserably s’m})id. Ho has s long paredy of
the * Raven’—in fact, nearly the whole thing seems to be
aimed at me, If you have not seen it and wish to see it,
I will send it. . . . No news of Mrs. L—— yet. 1If she
comes hero I shall refuse to see her, Remember me to
your parents, Mr, R—, &&—And now Heaven for ever
bless you— Epprk.

“] enclose, sleo, an auntograph of the Mr. Willis you are
so much in Jove with. Tell Bardwell I will send him what
I promised very scon. ... My mother sends yon her
dearest—most devoted love”

Some days later the poet indifed the following
interesting epistle to an old literary correspondent :—

4 Nezw YoRE, June 26, 40.

“QOn the principle of *better late than never’ I avail
mysolf of & few moments’ leisure to say a word or two in
reply to your last letter—the one from Brunswick,

“You have had time to form an opinion of ‘Eareka’
1ot me know, frankly, how it impresses you, It is accom-
plishing all that I prophesied—even more.

“In respect t0 D——, By a singular coincidenca, be is
the chief of the very sect of Hogites to whom I refer as
‘the most intolerant and intolerable set of bigots and
tyrants that ever existed on the face of the Earth! A

* “Lines to Edgar A, Poo," in the Zady's Book, April 1847.-—J. H. L
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merely perceptive man, with no intrinaie force—no power
of generalisation—in short, & pompous nobody. He iy
aware (for there have been plenty to tell him) that I intend
hém in ¢Eareka.’

“Ido not comprehend you about my being the ¢ suto-
biographer of Hoidew's Magarine’ 1 occasionally hear of
that work, but have never seen a number of it.

“¢The Bationale of Verse’ appeared in the last Novem-
ber and December numbers of the Southern Liferary Mes-
senger.  In the February number I published (editorially) a
review of ¢ The Fable for Critics’—It is not much, Lowell
might have done better.

“] have never written any poem called ‘Ullahana'
What makes you suppose I havel I enclose the last poem
(of any length) which I have published (f.2, ¢ For Annie’).
How do you like it You know I put much faith in
your poetical judgments. It is from Willis's M, Journal,
Do you ever see the Liferary World?

¢ Touching the Siylus : Monk Lewis once was asked how
he c¢ame, in one of his acted plays, to introduce dlack
banditti, when, in the country where the scene was laid,
black people were quite unknown, His avswer was: ‘I
introduced them because I truly anticipated that blacks
would have more efect on my audience than whites—and
if I had taken it into my head that, by making them eky-
blue the effect would have been greater, why sky-blue they
should have been,” To apply this idea to the Stylus—1I am
awaiting the best opporiunify for ite issue ; and if by waiting
until the day of judgment I perceive still increasing chances
of ultimate suocess, why until the day of judgment I will
patiently wait, I em mow going to Richmond to ‘see
ahout it"~—and possibly I may get out the first number next
January.

“ Write soon and more frequently. I always receive
your letters with interest. Cordially your_friemz

g “Encar A. Pok.

# Please ra-enclose the verses”

Among the friendships Poe mede during his last
days was that with “ Stella,” the authoress of “ Records
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‘of the Heart,” and other popular works. She says,
“1 saw much of Mr. Poe during the last year of his
life, He was one of the most sensitive and refined
gentlemen I ever met. My girlish poem —*The
Forsaken’ — made us acquainted. He had seem if
floating the rounds of the press, and wrote to tell me
bow much he liked it: ‘Ji 48 inexpressibly beautiful)
he said, ‘and I should like much to know the young
author! After the first call he frequently dined with
us, and passed the evening in playing whist or in
reading to me his last poem.”

On the 21st of June the poet wrote to this friend
with reference to a projected publication of hers :—

I have been spending a couple of hours most pleasantly
. + » in reading and re-reading your ‘Child of the S8ea’ When
it appears in print—less enticing to the eye, perhaps, than
your own graceful M8, —I shall endeavor to do it critical
justice in full; but in the meantime permit me to say,
{Jrieﬁy, that I think it well conducted as a whole—abound-
ing in narrative passages of unusual force—but especially
remarkable for the boldness and poetic fervor of its senti-
mental portions, where a very striking originalily is mani-
fested. The descriptions, throughout, are warmly imagina-
tive, The versification could scarcely be improved. The
conception of Zamen is uwnique—a crealion in the best
postic understanding of the term. I most heartily congra-
tulate you upon having accomplished a work which will
live.—Yours most eincerely, Epear A. Por”

“The day before he left New York for Richmond,”
continues Stella, “ M, Poe came to dinner, and stayed
the night. He seemed very sad and retired eatly. On
leaving the next morning he took my hand in his, and,
looking in my face, said, ‘ Dear Stellz, my much beloved
friend, You truly understand and appreciste me—I
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have & presentiment that I shall never ses you again.
T must leave to-day for Richmond. If I never return,
write my lifs. You can aud will do me justice’

“Iwilll'I exclaimed And we parted to mest
po more in this life. Zha! promise I have mot yet
felt equal to fulfil.”

Mis. Clemm was with her ill-fated nephew on this
ocoagion, and gpent her last few hours with him at
“Siella’s” house. Nobwithstanding the gloomy pre-
senfiments which oppressed him he atiempted to cheer
his poor “mother” and friends, by drawing hopeful
pictures of his ultimate success: “ Cheer up, darling
mother,” he said, “ your Eddy will yet be & comfort to
you. I nowsee my future before me.” But for all
this, Mrs, Clemm records, he “left in such wretched
gpirita. Before he left home he arranged all his
papers, end told me what to do with them should he
die. 'When we parted on the steamboat, although be
was 80 dejected, he still tried to cheer me: ‘God
bless you, my own darling mother, he said; ‘do not
foar for Eddy! See how good I will be while I am
away from you, and will come back to love and com-
fort you'” And with these last words they parted.
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CHAPTER XXIL

LAST DAYS.

Epcar Poe parted from his mother-in-law on the
3oth of June, and on the gth of July the desolate
woman wrote to & friend in these terms :—

“Eddy has been gone ten days, and I have not heard
one word from him, Do yon wonder that I am distracted ?
I fear everything. . . . Do you wonder that he has so
little confidence in any one! Have we not suffered from
the blackest treachery? . .. Eddy was obliged to go
through Philadelphis, and how much I fear he haa got iuto
some trouble there; he promised me 50 sincerely to write
thence, I ought to have heard last Monday, and now it
is Monday again and not one word. . . . Ob, if any evil
has befallen Aim, what can comfort me? The day after
he left New York, I left Mra, Lowis and started for home.
I called on a rich friend who had made many promises,
but never knew our situation. I frankly tolg ) N
She proposed to me to leave Eddy, saying he mighi; very
well do for himself. . . . Any one to propose to me to leave
my Eddy—what a cruel insnlt! No one to console and
comfort him but me; no one to nurse him and take
care of him when he ig sick and helpless! Can I ever
forget that dear sweet face, so tranquil, so pale, and those
dear eyes looking at me so sadly, while she said, ¢ Darling,
darling Mnddy, you will console and take care of my
poor Eddy —you will never, never leave hire % Promise
me, my dear Muddy, and then I can die in peace,’ And J
did promiss, And when I meet her in heaven, I can say,
‘I have kept my prowmise, my darling,’ . . . If Eddy gets
to Richmond safely and can unooeetf in what he intends
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doing, we will be relieved of part of our difficulties ; but if

he comes home in trouble and sick, I know not what is to
become of us.”

The most relieble account of Poe’s deeds for some
fime after his leaving his Fordham home is that
derived from Mrs, Clemm's letters and papers. It
was the poet’s misfortune that he had to visit Phila-
delphia on his journey south. There he was either
beguiled into taking stimulants, or sought relief from
pain in narcotics ; whatever may have been the active
agent, ita influence upon his debilitated frame was moat
deplorable. For a few days he was utterly insane,
and had he not fallen into the hands of friends, would,
probably, have ended his days then and there. There
is no need. to repeat the details of this episode, as
they were furnished to Mrs. Clemm; it suffices to
repeat her assarance that during his frenzied wander-
ings, while he deemed himself pursued by some fear-
gome foes,—* while he was so deranged, he fever did
aught that was ungentlemanly, much less, that was
disgraceful.”

The unfortunate man speedily recovered his reeson,
and resumed his journey to Richmond Mrs. Clemm
states that she received a letter from him on the 23xd
of July, and she remarks, “ He writes he is better in
health, and rather better in spirits. He is going from
Richmond in a few days, to stey with a friend in the
country for a short time. A very dear friend in
Richmond, Mrs, Nye, wrote to me last week, and
promised me to meke him stay &t her house, and
says she will take every care of him; she is a dear
kind-hearted cresture. But I meet with so little sin-
cerity in this world that I can scarcely frust any one.”

2D
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When Poe reached Richmond he remewed his
acquaintanceship with many old friends, by whom
he was introduced to several new omes. He was
generally the guest, it is stated, of Mrs. McKenzie,
by whom and her husband his sister Rosalie had been
adopted. Among the new acquaintances he made at
this time was & Mrs. Weiss; who has published some
interesting particulars of the “Last Days of Edgar
Pos,” * but, in some instances, where not dependent
upon her own personal knowledge for facts, she has
been greatly misled by erroncous report.

4] was surprised,” writes Mrs, Weiss, “to find that the
poet wae not the melancholy person I had unconsciously
pictored. On the contrary, he zppsared, except on one
occasion, invariably cheerful, and frequently playful in
mood. He seemed quistly amused by the light-hearted chat
of the young people about him, and often joined them in
humorons 8, sometimes tinged with a playful sarcasm,
Yot he preferred to it quietly and listen and observe.
Nothing escaped his keen observation. . , . Though in the
social evenings with us, or at Duncan’s Lodge, Poe would
join in the light conversation or amusement of the hour, I
observed that it had not power to interest him for any
length of time. He preferred a seat on the portico, or a siroll
abouf the lawn or garden, in company with a friend. . , .

“ Among other things, Poe spoke to me freely of his
future plans and prospects. He was at this time absorbed
in his cherished scheme of establishing his projected journal
the Siylus. Nearly all his old friends in Virginia had
promised to aid him with the necessary fuuds, and he was
sanguine of muccess. Ho intended to spare no pains, no
effort, to establish this as the leading literary journal of
the country. The plan of it, which he explained in detail,
but of which I retain little recollection, was to be something
entirely original; and the highest ¢genius, distinctive

* In Soridner's Monihly for March 1878,
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fmmtalent,’oftheoounh{mtobare presented in ite
pages.  To secure this result, he would offer & more libaral
price for contributions than any other publisher. This
would, of course, demand capital to begin with, which was
all that he required ; and of that he had the promise, To
establish this journa.l had been, he said, the cherished dream
of hia life, and now st last he felt asaured of success, And
in thus speaking he held his head erect, and his eyes
glowed with en usiasm. ‘I must and will succeed !’ he
sad, .

“ Poe mm;ﬁ other plans for msmg the funds o sorel
needed, decid: %ve & series of lectures in Richmon
The first of thase (‘ The Poetic Principle ’} brought him at
once into prominent notice with the Richmond publie
The press discussed him and the élite of society féted him.
With the attention and kindness thus shown him he was
much gratified. Yet he did not a.?pear to care for the
formal parties, and declared that he found more enjoyment
with his friends in the country.

“] can vividly recall him as he appeared on his visits to
us, He always carried & cane, and upon entering the shade
of the avenue woﬁglii remove his hat, throw back his hair,
and walk lin y, a8 if enjoying the coolness, carrying
his hat in hlag::nnd, generally behind him, Sometimes he
would pause to examine some rare flower, or to pluck a
grape from the laden trellises. He met us always with an
expression of pleasure illuminating his countenance and
lighting his fine eyes,

* Poe’s eyea, indeed, were his moststriking festure, and it
was to these that his face owed its peculiar attraction, I have
never seen other eyes at all resembling them. They were
large, with long, jet-black lashes,—the iris dark steel-grey,
possessing a crystalline clearness and transpareney, throngh
which the jet-black pupil was seen to expand and contract
with every shade of thought or emotion. I observed tha.t
the lids never contracted, as 1:];0 usnal in most
especmlly when talking ; but his gaze waa ever pen,

Hllg ususl expression was dreamy and
sa.d. He had & way of sometimes turning a slightly sskance
look npon gsome person who was not ogservmg him, and,

with & quiet, steady.gage, appear to bo mentally taking
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the calibre of the unsuspecting subject. ‘What amful
eyes Mr. Poe has!’ said & lady to me. ‘It makes my
blood run cold to see him elowly turn and fix them upon
me when I am talking.’

“ Apart from the wonderful beauty of his eyes, I would
not have called Poe a very handsome man. He was, in
my opinion, rather distinguished-looking than handsome.
an.t he had been when younger I had heard, but at the
period of my acquaintance with him he had & pallid and
careworn look,—eomewhat rd, indeed,—very appa-
rent except in his moments of animation, He wore a
dark moustache, ecrupulously kept, but not entirely con.
cealing a s]ightly-contmctetf expression of the mouth,
and an occasional twitching of the upper lip, resembling
a smeer. This sneer, indeed, was easily excited—a motion
of the lip, scarcely perceptible, and yet intensely expres-
give. Tgere was In it nothing of ill-nature, but much of

Among the old friendships Poe now renewed was
that with Mrs. Shelton, the Miss Royater of his boy-
hood’s love, He had not been long in Richmond on
the occagion of this last visit, before he called upon
Mrs. Shelton, now become a widow.

“T was ready to go to church,” says Mrs, Shelton, * when
» servant entered and told me that a gentleman in the
parlor wished to see me. I went down and was amaved
at seeing Mr. Poe, but knew him instantly. He came u
to me in the most enthusiastic manner and said, *
Elmira, is it you$’ . , . I then told him that I was goi
to church; I never let anything interfere with fhai, an:
that he must call again, , . . When he did call again he
renewed his addresses. I langhed ; he looked very serions,
and said he was in earnest, and had been thinking about it
for a long time. When I found out that he was quite
serious, 1 became serious also, and told him that if he
would not take a positive denial, he must give me time to
consider, He answered, ‘ A love that hesitated was not a
love for him.' . , . But he stayed a long time, and was
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ve? t and cheerfal. He came to visit me frequently,
and I went with him to the Exchapge Concert Room, and
heard him read.”

Twice the poet appeared in public on this final visit
to Richmond, and delivered lectares on “The Poetic
Principle,” to large and appreciative audiences, Pro-
fessor Valentine, brother of the famous sculptor, well
remembers the profound impression made by Poe's
recitations—especielly of Hood's “Bridge of Sighs,"—on
these occasions, ag well as by his personal appearance.
He speaks of the pallor which overspread his face, as
contrasted with the dark bsir that fell on the aummit
of his forehead, “His brow,” he says, “ was fine and
expressive; his eye, dark and restless; in the mouth,
firmness mingled with an element of scom and dis-
content. His gait was firm and erect, but his manner
nervous and emphatic. He was of fine address and
cordial in his intercourse with his friends, but looked
a8 though he rarely smiled from joy, to which he
seemeq fo be a stranger: fhai might be partly attri-
buted to the great struggle for self-conutrol, in which
he seemed to be constantly engaged. There was little
variation and much sedness in the intonation of his
voice, yet this very sadness was so completely in
harmony with his history, as to excite on the part of
this community a deep interest in him both as a
lecturer and a reader.”

This lecture on “The Poetic Principle” was a
worthy setting for the sun of Poe's genius: in it he
embodied the theories and dicte on Poetry that he
had preached and practised ever since his boyhood,
illustrating the onme and demonstrating the other by
recitation of some of the finest specimens of the verse
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of Shelley, Tennyson, Byron, Hood, Longfellow, Mother-
well, and others. It is one of the best of his
critical productions, containing the condensation of hig
most noteworthy remarks on Poesy, and those most
worthy preservation.

Twice during this stay in Richmond the poet is
said to have saccumbed to the temptation which
embittered the “lonesome latter years” of his life.
Upon each occasion, it is declared that he was
tenderly watched over and waited upon, especially
upon the second occasion, when, says Mrs, Weiss,
“ during some days his life wes in imminent danger.”
Asgiduous attention saved him, but it was the opinion
of the physicians that another such aftack would prove
fatal, This they told him, warning him seriously of
the danger.

“Dr. Carter relates how, on this occasion, he had a long
conversation with him, in which Poe expressed the most
earnest desire to break from the thraldom of his besetting
gin, aud told of his many unavailing struggles to do eo. He
was moved even to tears, and finally declared, in the most
solemn manner, that this time he wowld restrain himself,—
would withstand any temptation, He kept his word as
long as he remained in Richmond.”

The unfortunate man did, indeed, strive to emanci-
pato himself from the terrible thraldom in which he
was held, even to the extent of subseribing to the
rules of a locel Temperance Society. He sent the
printed slip which was given him on that occasion
to Mrs, Clemm, and the poor desolate woman, on the
day following its receipt, wrote to an ever-steadfast
friend, “The dark, dark clouds, I think, are beginning
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to break. . . . God of His great mexcy grant he may
keep this pledge.”

Bravely and earnestly the poor fellow strove to
keep to his determination, spending his time chiefly
among such friends of his childhood as were willing
and happy to enjoy his society. “ Especially did he
enjoy his visits to the Sullys,” says Mrs, Weiss, “ where,
he remarked, ‘I always find pictures, flowers, delight-
ful music and conversation, and a kindness more
refreshing than all’” Robert Sully, the well-known
American artist, and Edgar Poe had been school-
fellows, and the artist remarked of his old friend, that
he “was one of the most warm-hearted and generons
of men. In his youth and prosperity, when admired
and looked up to by all his companions, he invariably
stood by me and took my parf. I was a dull boy
at learning, and Edgar never grudged time or pains
in essisting me, It was Mr, Allan’s cruelfy in cast-
ing him upon the world, a beggar, which suined Poe.
Soms who had envied him took advantage of his
change of fortune to slight end insult him. He was
sensitive and proud, and felt the change keenly. If
was this which embittersd him. By nature no person
was less inclined to reserve or hitterness, and as &
boy he was frank and-generous to a fault.”

Amid old friends, who not only remembered the
pest, but who could think of him, and act towards
him, so sympathetically in the present, Poe naturally
felt happier than he had done for a long time, but
that he, constituted as he was, should frequently suffer
from yecurring fits of melancholia, seemed umavoidable.
His letters at this time were imexpressibly sorrowful
in tone, but Mrs, Weiss, in her Racollections, says :—
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“ The only occasion on which I saw Poe really sad or
depressed, wae on a walk fo the ‘Hermitage, the old
deserted seat of the Mayo family, where he had, in his
youth, been a frequent visitor, On reaching the place, our
party separated, and Poe and myself strolled slowly about
the grounds. I observed that he was unusually silent and
prooceupied, and, attributing it to the inftuence of memories
associated with the place, forbore to interrupt him. He

assed slowly by the mossy bench called the ¢Lovers’
geat,’ beneath two aged trees, and remarked, as we turned
towards the garden, * There used to be white violets here.’
ing amid the tangled wilderness of shrubs, we found
a few late blossoms, some of which he placed cazefully
between the leaves of a note-book, Entering the deserted
house, he passed from room to room with a grave, abstracted
look, and removed his hat, as if involuntarily, on entering
the saloon where in old times many a brillisnt company
had assembled, Seated in one of the deep windows, over
which now grew masses of ivy, his memory must have
borne him back to former scenes, for he repeated the
familiar lines of Moore :

%€ ¢ ] fool like one who treads alons,
Some banquet-hall deserted —

and paused, with the first expression of real sadness that
I had ever seen on his face,”

Poe now having to visit New York, in connection
with the editing and publication of & lady’s forthcoming
volume of verse, wrote to Mrs, Clemm to inform her of
his anticipated marriage to Mrs, Shelton, and also
desired her to be prepared to return with him to Rich-
mond, to reside there permanently. Notwithstanding
his projected marriage, Poe’s two last letters to Mrs.
Clemm were very, very sad, and seemed to have been
written with a forsboding that they would be his
last. They were replete with anxious expressions for
his relative’s fature happiness, and contained words
of tendor remembrance for “ Annie.”
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Although Mrs. Shelton does not appear to have de-
finitely engaged herself to Poe, there was, undoubtedly,
sn undersianding between them sufficient to werrant
the poet in his belief that he was once more an
accepted suitor of his bayhood’s love, Previous to
leaving Virginis on his journey north, he celled on
the lady and told ber that he was going to New York
to wind up some business matters, but that he would
return to Richmond as soon as he had accomplished
it, although, at the same time, says Mrs. Shelton, he
seid be had a presentiment he should never gee me
apy more. And in this he was right, for they never
met again.

% The evening of the day previous to that appointed for
bis departure from Richmond,” says Mrs. Weiss, ¢ Poe spent
st my mother's. He declined to enter the parlours, where
a number of visitors were assembled, saying he preforred
the more quiet sitting-room ; and here I had a long and
almost uniuterrupted eonversation with him, He spoke of
his future, seeming to anticipate it with an eager delight,
like that of youth. He declared that the last few weeks
in the society of his old and new friends had been the
happiest that he had known for many years, and that when
he again left New York he should there leave behind all
the trouble and vexation of his past life, On no occasion
had I seen him go cheerful and hopeful az on thiz evening,
‘Do you know,' he inquired, ‘how 1 spent most of this
moreing? In writing  critique of your poems, to be
accompanied by a biographical sketch. I intend it to ba
one of my best, and that it shall appear in the second
number of the Siylus’—eo confident was he in regard to
this magazine, Poe expressed great regret in being com-
pelled to leave Richmond, on even so brief an absence.
He would certainly, he said, be back in two weeks, He
thanked my mother with graceful courtesy and warmth for
her kindness and hospitality, and begged that we would
write to him in New York, eaying it would do him good.
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“He w:l:::;‘ lu:hof the mdhai]'::rn the houss. We

werem on the portico, an going a few stepa

paused, turned, and again lifted his hat, in a last adieu.

At. the moment, & brilliant meteor appea.rod in the sky

directly over hiz head, and vanished in the east. We

commented laughingly upon the incident; but 1 remem-
bered it sadly sfterward.

# That nig| ht. ho spent at Duncan’s Lodge; and, as his
friend said, aat late at bis window, medltatlvely smokmg,
and seemmgly disinclined for conversation. On the follow-
ing morning he went into the cily, accompanied by his
friends, Dr. Gibbon Carter and Dr, Mackenzie, The day
Wag pmed with them and others of his intimate friends.
Late in the evening he entersd the office of Dr. John
Carter, and spent an hour in looking over the day’s papers ;
then ta.king%r. Carter’s cane he went out, remarking that
he would step across to Saddler's (a fashionable restaurant)
aud get supper. From the circumstance of his taking the
cane, Jeaving his own in its place, it is probable that he
had intended to retarn; but at the restaurant he met with
some scqnaintances who detained him until late, and then
accompanied him to the Baltimore boat According to
their secount he was quite sober and cheerful to the last,
remarking, as he took leave of them, that he would eoon be
in Richmond again,”

Early in October, on the 2nd apperently, Poe left
Richmond for New York. He proceeded by boat to
Baltimore, whick cify he reached safely on the mom-
ing following his departure. Upon his arrival he gave
Liis trunk to & porter to convey it, it is stated, to the
cars which were timed to leave in an hour or so
for Philadelphia, whilst he songht some refreshment.
What now happened is still ghrouded in mystery:
before leaving Richmond the post hed complained of
indisposition ; of chilliness, and of exhaustion, and it is
just possiblo that the increase of these symptoms may
have eaticed him into breeking his pledge, or into resort-
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ing to some deleterions drug. Be the cause whatever
it may, it now appears to have become the fixed belief
of the Baltimoreans, that the unfortunate poet, while
in a state of temporary mania or stupor, fell into
the hands of & gang of ruffians who were scouring
the streets in search of viotims, Wednesday, the 3rd of
October, was election day for Members of Congress, in
the State of Maryland, and it is the general supposi-
tion that Poe was captured by an electioneering band,
“cooped,” * drogged, dragged to ihe polls, and then,
after having voted the ticket placed in his hand, was
ruthlessly left in the street to die. For the truth
of this terzible fale there eppears to be tog great a
probability.

According to the account farnished by Dr. Moran,
resident physician of the Washington University
Hospital, Baliimore, the unfortunate poet was brought
to that institution, on the 7th of October, in a state.of
insensibility. He had been discovered in that condi-
tion, Iying on & bench by a wharf, and having been
recognised by & passer-by, had been put into a convey-
ance and faken o the hospital,

#] had meantime learned from him,” says Dr, Mora.n,
“and afterward from the porter at the hotel on Prstt Strest,
then Bradshaw’s, now called the Maltby House, that he
arrived there on the evening of the sth ; was eeen to go to
the depbt to take the cars for Philade] phis, and that the
eonductor, on going through the cars for tickets, found
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him lying in the baggage car insensible. He took him as
far as Havre de Grace, whero the cars then passed each
other, or as far as Wilmington, I forget which, and placed
him in the train coming to Baltimore. He had lefc his
trunk st the hotel in Baltimore. Arriving on the evening
train ko was not seen by any person about ihe hotel when
he returned to the city. The presumption is he wandered
about during the night, and found a bench sometime before
moraing to 5eep upon on Light Street Wharf, where he was
secn and taken from about nine o’clock the next moraing.”

His cousin, Mr. {now Judge) Neilson Poe, was sent
for, and hed everything done for the patient’s comfort,
but in vain. When his consciousnees returned, the
horror and misery of his condition, combined with the
effects of exposure, produced such a shock to the
nervous system that he never recovered, and about
midnight, on the 7th of COctober 1849, his poor
torfured spirit passed away.

Or the gth of the month—on the anniversary of
“the lonesome October of his most immemorial year”
~—the earthly remains of Edgar Allan Poe were con-
signed fo their resting-place in the grave of his
ancestors in Westminster Churchyard, Baltimore, in the
presenge of a few relatives and friends.

Mr. Neilson Poe had a stone prepared to mark his
unfortunate kinsman's tomb, but, by a strange fatality,
the monument was destroyed before it could be erected,
and, in consequence, for upwards of a querter of a
century the spot remained unnoted and almost un-
known. At last, public attention having been strongly
drawn to the neglected condition of the poet’s grave,
& public committee was formed to collect subscriptions
towards the erection of & suitable memorial, and,
through the exertions of Miss Rice, Mr. Paul Hayne,
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and others, 2 marble monument was procured, and, on
the 17th of November 1875, unveiled in the presence
of a large concourse of people.*

Poe’s story, his faults and miefortunes, cannot be
better summarised than in these words of Byron's
¢ Manfred ” :—

“Liook on me ! there is an order
Of mortals on the earth, who do become
Old in their youth and die ere middle age,
Without the violence of warlike death ;
Some perishing of pleasure—some of stndy—
Some worn with toil—some of mere weariness—
Some of disease-—and some insanity-—
And some of withered or of broken hearts ;
For this last is a malady which slays
More than are numbered in the lists of Fate,
Taking all shapes, and bearing many names,
Look upon me! for even of all these things
Have I partaken—and of all these things
Ove were enough ; then wonder not that I
Am what [ am,”

It i3 impossible to conceive the hofror and heart-
rending grief of Mrs, Clemm, when the intelligence of
Poe’s desth was conveyed fo her. She was awaiting
his arrivel, to bear her away fo her native South, and
instead of welcoming an affectionate son—happy in
the prospect of anticipated marriage and 2 prosperous
future—she received the tidings of his terrible and
mysterious death. In the first moments of her loneli-
ness and anguish she wrote to her best friend, for
sympathy, in these terms :—

* “ Ok, 8, 1349.

«“ANNIE, my Eddy i¢ dead He died in Baltimore
yesterday. Annie! pray for me, your desolate friend.

* Vide Appendix E.
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My sepses wili lsave me. I will write the moment I hear
the particnlars, I have writben to Baltimore, Write and
sdvise me what to do, Your distracted friend, "

-“ ul

Writing again on the r3th of October fo the same
faithful friend, Mrs, Clemm says =

“MY OWN DEAREST ANNIE,—I am not decsived in you,
{ou still wish your poor desolate friend to come to you. , . .

have written to poor Elmira, and have to wait for her
answer. They are slready making arrangements to pub-
lish the works of my darfing lost ome. I have been waited
on by several gentlemen, end have finally arranged with
Mr, Griswold to arrange and bring them out, and he
wishes it done immediately. Mr. Willis is to share with
him this labour of love. They say I am to have the enfire
proceeds, 8o you see, Annie, { will not be entirely desti-
tute. I have had many letters of condolence, and one
which has, indeed, comforted me. Neileon Poe, of Balti-
more, has written to me, and says he died in the Washing-
ton Medical College, not the Hospital, and of congestion of
the brain, and not of what the vile, vile papers acense him.
He had many kind friends with him, and was attended to
the grave by the literati of Baltimore, and many friends.
Severe excitement (and no doubt some impmdenoe{ brought
this on; he never had one interval of reason, I cannot
tell you all now. . . . They now appreciate him and will
do justice to bis beloved memory. They propose to raise
& monument to his memory, Some of the papers, indeed,
pearly all, do him justice. I enclose this article from a
Baltimore paper.  But this, my dear Annie, will not restors
him. Never, oh, never, wili I see those dear lovely eyes.
1 fool ap desolate, s0 wreithed, friendless, and alone, . . . Lhave
& beautiful letter from General Morriz; he did, indsed, love
him, He has many friends, but of what little consequence
to him now. I have to %o out home—to his home to-day,
to arrange his papers, Oh, what will I not suffer.” , , .

On the 1 7th Mrs, Clemm writes to say that she has
now heard afl the particulars of Pog’s death, and that
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she Lias “been very much engaged with Mr. Griswold in
looking over his (Poe’s) papers,” and that Mr. Griswold
8ays, “he must have all until the work is published.
He thinks I will realise from two to three thousand
dollars from the sale of these books, thers is so much
sympathy and good feeling towards him, exeept by a
few low envious minds. . . ., What do you think I must
have suffered when in one of the letters I found some
hair of my lost one / .. . His hair, taken from that deer
head when cold and insensille. . ; . I receiveda letter
from poor dear Elmira: oh, how you will pity her
wher you read it” Then, in alluding to the prof-
fered services of Griswold, the poor befooled woman
continues; “ How nobly they have acted! all done
gratis, and you know to literary people that is a great
deal . . . Those gentlemen who bave so kindly under-
taken the publicstion of his works, say that I will
have & very comfortable income from them.”

Within & few days sfter these and many similar
letters equally pathetic were written; M. Clemm
went on & lengthy visit to “Annie's” hospitable
home, Writing to her step-daughter’s hnshand, Mr.
Neilson Poe, on the 18t of November, she acknow-
ledges & kind letter from Willis, that had been for-
warded to her; begs Neilson to forward her the trunk
containing To¢'s papers, as in it were articles of “ great
importance to the publishers of his works ;" inveighe
bitterly against the poet's sister, Rosalie, for her claim
to share in the anticipated procceds of the projected
publication; furnishes instances of the friendly atten-
tions paid her by well-known liferati, and declares
that she is “with the kindest friends, who do all in
their power to comfort her.” Several months passed
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on smoothly enough, and Mrs, Clemm was comforfed
and gratified by the kindly attentions of friends and
gtrangers, who all vied with each other in aiding the
poet’s “ more than mother”

In September 1850, the third volume of Poe’s
works when published was found to be prefaced: by
the anxiously looked-for * Memoir "—the *labour of
love” of Rufus Griswold The secret of the man’s
disinterested aid was soon manifest; never before had
80 slanderous a collection of falsehoods and libels—so
calumnious & product of envy, hatred, and malice—been
offered to the public as this “Memoir” of an ill-fated
child of genive, The distress and indignation of Mrs,
Clemm were infense, and she continually, when alluding
to Griswold, writes of him as “that villain” Poe's
literary friends gathered round her and promized to ex-
pose and refute the slanderous fabrications. “I have
received a kiod letter from that noble fellow, Graham,”
she writes at this period, “telling me to remain gquid,
that he had a host of my Eddie’s friends prepared to
do him justice, and that he intends to devote nearly
half of the December number to the memory and de-
fence of my injured Eddie.”

Mr, Graham, and many others who had been per-
sonally acquainted with Poe, took up cudgels in his
defence, but, as Griswold's * Memoir” prefaced the
poet’s works, and all refutations and objections were
published in the ephemeral pages of periodicals, until
1874 this veriteble scandalum mgmtum remained
unexpunged,

Mrs, Clemm continued as & guest at “ Annie's ” house
for some years, when she was invited to Stella’s,”
whers sho also spent several years, befriended and



Charles Dickens and Mrs, Clemm. 433

introduced to all notable persons. Among distin-
guished visitors to America who remembered and
greeted the poet’s venerable mother-in-law, was Charles
Dickens, and he generously entreated her acceptance
of one hundred and fifty dollars, scoompanying the
gift with the assurance of his sympathy. Ultimately,
the old lady found & retreat in a charitable institution of
Baltimore, the “ Church Home and Infirmary,” and ox-
pired there on the 16th of February 1871, having
lived long beyond the allotted years of sorrow. In
gccordance with her own request, her papers and
records were placed in the hands of Mr. Neilson Poe,
whilst her poor worn-out body was interred beside her
beloved Eddy’s, in the old ancestral grave of her father,
General Poe.

4K
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APPENDIX A,

. POE'S ANOESTRY.

IN her charming Little book on Edgar Pos and his Crifics,
the late Mrs, Whitman contended that the Poe family was
of Italian origin. The progenitors of this race, acoording
to the lady’s ides, after successive migrations through
France, England, and Wales, ultimately settled in Ircland.
This theory was based upon the supposition that the Poe
and the Le Poer families were identic in origin; but later
researches, whilst recognising the great probability, have
failed to establish the certainty of this identity, the only
datum adduced in proof of it being, apparently, similarity
of sound—that least trustworthy of all philological evidence.
For thoge, however, who may like to see the testimony
proffered by Mrs, Whitman in sapport of her hypothesis of
the Poe aud Le Poer families being desgended from the
same ancestor, the particulars furnished by her said work—
together with a few additional items on the same theme,
gathered by ourselves for our 1874 Memoir of the poet—
shall be given, Edgar Allan Poe, says our authority, was
descended from an ancient Norman family which settled
in Ireland in the reign of Henry IL, and *“those who
are curious in tracing the effects of country and lineage
jn the mental and constitutional pecnliarities of men
of genius, may be interested in such facts as wa have been
enabled to gather in relation to the ancestry of the poet,
The awakening interest in genealogical researches will
make them acceptabie to many readers ; and in their pozsible
infinenee on a character so anomalous as that of Edgar Poe,
they are certainly worthy of note.”

he family of the La Poers, or Da la Poers, was founded
by Sir Roger le Poer, one of the companions-in-arms of the
famous Stronghow, and of him it was remarked by Geraldus
Cambrensig, “ It might be said, without offence, that there



436 Appendix A.

was not a man who did more valiant acts than Roger le
Poer” The race which sprang from this knightly adven-
turer made iteelf conspicuous in the anuals of Ireland for
hercic daring and romsntic deeds, as well as for its impro-
vidence and reckless bravery. The chivalrons conduct of
Sir Arnold le Poer, senezchal of Kilkenny Castle, © a knight,
and instructed in letters,” in interposing, at the ultimate
sacrifice of liberty and life, to rescue Lady Alice Kytler
from the clntches of the ecclesiastics who accused her and
brought her to trial for witcheraft, is fully detailed by
Geraldus and other chroniclers. “The disastrous civil
war of 1327,” says Mrs. Whitman, in which all the great
barons of the eonatry were involved, was occasioned by a
personal foud betweon Arnold le Poer and Maurice of Des-
mond, the former having offended the dignity of the Des-
mond by calling him a rhymer,” little deeminf, indeed, that
the most famoug scion of his own knightly race would
glorify the family more by his rhyminga than aay other
member of it would by his swordsmanship.

The Le Poers were involved in the Irisk troubles of 1641,
and when Cromwell invaded the country they did not
escape his pursuit; their families were dispersed, their
eatates confiscated, and their lands forfeited to the Common-
wealth. Of the three leading branches of the family at
the time of Cromwell's invasion, Kilmaedon, Don Isle, and
Curraghmore, the last only escaped the vengeance of the
Lord Protector, and that, according to Burke, solely by the
ingennity and courage of Alice, daughter of the Lord of
Ourraghmore. The romantic story of Cromwell's siege
of the sea-girt castle of Don Isle, as told by Burks, in his
Romance of the Aristocracy, is replete with interest. The
isolated etronghold was bravely defended by a female
descendant of Nicholas le Poer, Baren of Don Iale, and
this heroine is always styled, in the traditions of the Power
family, #the Countess.”

% The family of the Le Poers,” remarks Mra, Whitman,
#like that of the Geraldines, and other Anglo-Norman
settlers in Ireland, passed from Itsly inte the morth of
France, and from France, through England and Wales, into
Ireland, where, from their isolated position and other
causes, they retained for a long period their hereditary
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traits with far Jess modification from intermarriage and
association with other races than did their English com-
peers, Meantime the name underwent various changes
in accent and orthography. A few branches of the family
still bore in Ireland the old Italian name of De la Pok
“The beautiful domain of Powerscourt,” adds this same
authority, “tookits name from the Le Poers,” and through
her father, Edmund Power, the late Lady Blessington
claimed descent from the same old family. Some branches
of the Power family, it may be remarked, have obtained
heraldic eauction for resuming their more ancient pat-
ronymic of Le Poer.®

Thus far we have ventared to follow the line of argument
sugzested by Mrs, Whitman, but it raust be confessed that
the earliest reliable records do not carry the paternal
ancestry of Edgar Allan Poe further back than the middle
of the last century ; but if his ancestors wera descended,
as is extremely probable, from the Poés of Riverston
(County Tipperary, Ireland), the race may be traced back
pearly two centuries earlier. The Potia of Riverston are
#aid to have come from the Upper Palatinate of the Rhine,
and for upwards of two centuries have held positions of
importance, and have intermarried with various families
of the aristocracy. Thomas and William Pot were officers
in Cromwell’s army, and Captain Thomas Po¥, one of
these brothers, * obtained grants of lands which were con-
firmed to him by Charles II. The greater number of hia
descendants can be traced, and one of them, Parsons Po¥,
went to America about one hundred and twenty yenrs ago.
He was heard from, for a fow years after his arrival, hut,
after a while, nothing further was known of, or heard
from him, so his family supposed he had died. He was
descended maternally from the ¢ Percys’ and the ¢ Parsons’
of Birr Castle.” +

““There is no good reason,” eays John P. Poe, Feq, of
Baltimore, “to suppose that the sncestors of Edgar A.
Poe were descended from the Le Poers. John Poe, the

* Mrs. Whitman was by birth a Power, and liked to consider herself
ss descended from the same ancestry as Poe.—J. H. L.

+ Lotter from James Jocelyn Pok, Esﬁ’ reprosentative of the River-
ston Posia, November 17th, 1875.—J. H. L
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progenitor of the family in Americs, emigrated from
the north of Ireland, a number of years before the
Revolution, and purchased a farm in Lancaster County,
Pennsylvania, whence he afterwards removed to Cecil
County, Maryland. At the time of the Revolution he was
residing at Baltimore, His wife was Jane McBride, be-
lieved to bea saister (not a daughter, as frequentiy stated) of
James McBride, Admiral of the Blue, and M.P, for Plymouth
in1785.” * John Poe's age is not given, but hix wife is eaid
to have died in Baltimore, at the age of one hundred and
six, and to have been buried in Westminster Churchyard.
In an account furnished by Mrs, Clemm (Edgar Poe's
sunt) of the poet’s ancestry, she states, “My father was
born in Ireland, but his parents left there when he was
only six weeks old, and he was so patriotic that he never
would acknowledge he was any other than an American,
He Jived in Baltimore from the time of the Revolution ; he
took my mother there from Pennsylvania, a bride,”
David Poe, the son of John, is stated by Mrs, Clemm
to have married a Pennsylvanian beauty of the name of
_ Cairnes, and to have removed with her to Maryland, where
he settled in Baltimore, and became a prominent citizen,
taking part in various patriotic labours, a3 may be seen by
reference to Colonel Scharf’s “ Chronicles of Baltimore,” and
other works of research, During the War of Independenco
David Poe greatly distingaished himself, and received the
appointment of Quartermaster of the American forces in
Baltimore, Mr, Didier states that in this position Poe,
when the State funds were exhansted, frequently advanced
money from his own private means, and, indeed, rendered
snch pecuniary aid to the State that he was ultimately
ruined through it. Be this as it may, in 1780, and the
next fow years, he is found to have purchased several lots
of land in Baltimors, and to have been, apparently, a man
of considerable wealth. Portions of the correspondence of
General Poe-—asg he was usually styled after the war—with
various distinguished Americans of the period, have been
presorved in the archives of Maryland, and will be found

* In lotber dated e, 1875, . H. L,
t E. L. Didier. "I:a,i‘f:yofEdgu i Pos,” p. 21,
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in Colonel Scharf's work. Genersl Pos, deapite his foreign
birth, was a most ardent patriot, and omitted no oppor-
tunity of manifesting his zeal for his adopted na.tiomﬁty
Io 1781, when La Fayeite halted in Baltimore, on his way to
join the army of the South, a ball was given in his honour.
During the festivities, it is related that the French general
appeared melancholy, and upon being asked the reason
of his depression, said that he could not enjoy the gaiety
whilet his men were suffeving so much for want of elothing,
The hint was taken, and the next morning the ball-rcom
was converted into a work-room ; the citizens furnishing
the needed materials, and the ladies making them up.
Mra, David Poe, it is said, personally cut ont and euper-
intended the manufacture of five hundred garments, and her
husband gave $500 towards their cost. For this graceful
act of the Baltimorean ladies, La Fayette sont them
Jotter of thanks, dated July 3rd, 1781, which ie duly given
in full in Colonel Scharf’s “Chronicles.,” When revisiting
Baliimore in 1824, La Fayette referred in grateful terms
to the kindness he and his troops had received from the
Toe family, and on learning that General Poe was dead he
paid a visit of respect to his widow.

General Poe had several children, the eldest of whom
was David Poe, junior, father of the future poet; the
second, Greorge, whose descendants still live in Ma.ryiand R
Stephen, who died on the Jersey Prison Ship during the
War of Independence; William, who emigrated to the
State of Georgia, where his descendants, ons of whom
is the Hon. Washington Poe of Macar, have filled many
important posts ; * and to these may be added, Maria, who
became the second wife of William Clemm, a well-known
citizen of Baltimore, and mother of Virginia, Edgar Allan
Poe’s cousin and bride,

Saruel Poe, & notable oddity of Baltimore nearly half a
century ago, is also said to have been a son of General
Pos. Many of this youtls vagaries are still remembered,
and some have even found their way into print. Of one of
his practical jokes, n much-ssteemed correspondent sends
the following amusing acconns ;:—* At the time Sazmel Poe

* Lotters from Jobu P. Poe, Eaq., of Baltimore.—J. H. 1,



440 Appendix A.

was » youth, the Baltimorean Germa::lé who were not
many in numbe;, mcdal mr? E:h‘erggi:sp' h";hraiaed a volun-
teer company they ] . whigh was generally
referred to as ‘the Dutch Yagers’ These honest ¢ Dutch-
men ' Poo eelected as his especial butts, When they went
ont parading Pos would muster a lot of mischievous gamins,
and march in their rear, sometimes giving orders in broken
English, and sometimes chanting a doggerel canticle of his
own ecomposition, of which thesa are two couplets 1~

4Ven you hears ta great pig trum,
Den you sees to Yagers coms ;
Yen tey turns ta corner apont,
Den you schmells te eaner kraat,’

%This d the boys used to sing in chorus, Poe
strutting af their head like a drum-masjor, to the great
mirth of the public When they reached the place of
parade Poe would halt his troop (followed by hundreds of
spectators), and would burlesque the call of the roll, with
tﬁ: answers or excuses for absence; would inepect the
company, would command mancenvres, &ec., all in the
wildest burlesque, to the infinite delight of his boys and a
malicions public, but to the inexpressible anguish of the
poor ‘ Dutchmen,’ At last they could stand it no longer,
and had Poe up to court. The charge waz preferred, and
the court asked Poe what he had to say. The youth, with
the greatest gravity, said he was only indulging in a little
innocent mirth that harmed nobody and did not disturb
the ; that the boys liked to ses the  Yagers’ parade,
and he put himself at their head to infuse a hittle military
spirit into them ; that as for his song, it was quite inoffen-
sive, as their Honours could judge for themselves when
he repeated it, And he then began intoning his famons
chant, at which the court fairly broke down with laughter,
and dismissed the case.”
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WILLIAM HENRY LEONARD POR

INCIDENTS a8 romantic and contradictory as those related
of his illustrious brother are told of William Henry Leonard
Poe. The facts known of his life are few : he was the
earliest born cbild of David Poe, junior, and Elizabeth his
wife, The date of his birth is nncertain, but Mre, Clemm
states that he was the first grandehild born fo her parents,
and that it was for his aale that they became reconciled to
hig father, their eldest son, with whom they had quarrelled
on account of his imprudent marriage and theatrical pro-
clivities, It is very probable that the boy's grandparents
adopted the child from its earliest infancy, as is stated by
Mrs, Clemm and some of the post's biographers ; but Mr.
E. L. Didier, in his ** Life of Edgar A. Poe,” says, when
“ Henry's ¥ parents died, he  was taken to Baltimore, and
educated by his godfather, Mr. Henry Didier, whose
counting-room he subsequently entered.”*

“ William,” writes Mr, John P, Poe, his cousin, “ died
early, He was a man of taste and genius, and wrote many
fugitive verses, which have been lost, but which are said
to have exhibited poetical power of & high order.” And
again, “ The verses of William Poe are said to bave had
great merit, but we fear there ia no prospect of recovering
any of them, He died very early.”

Mr, R. H. 8toddard, in a sketch of Edgar Poe's life,
states that William Henry Leonard, #ia described by those
who kiew him as possessing great personal beauty, and s
much genius as Edgar /” (The italics are ours.) * He wrote

* Henry was his second Christiap nams ; he zpparently, named
William, after his father's brother,—J, B, L | " 7
t+ Letters of May 15t and October and, 1875.—J, H. I,
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verses,” continues Mr. 8., “which were printed in the
Minerva, & small weekly g.por published in Baltimore ; he
was & clerk in a lottery office in that city ; and he was not
averse to the flowing bowl. This last circumstance, joined
to his rejection as a lover, was probably the cause of his
gaing to sea, and his subsequent ¢sailor's scrape’ ab 8t

etersburg — for it wae no more—out of which the
dangerous and desperate adventure of his famous brother
was manufactured.” This last allusion is to a story told by
Griswold, and his copyists, of Edgar Poe having to be
rescued by the American Minister to Roesia, “from
penalties incurred in a dranken debauch” at St Peters.
burg. The entire legend is a fair sample of those fabri-
cated abont the famous poet: he never was in Russia, nor,
in all probability, was his brother William, Mr, Eugene
Schuyler, the well-known anthor, and formerly Secretary
to the American Legation at 8t. Petemsburg, kindly
undertook to have the books and papers of the Legation
aud Consulate in the Russian capital, referring to the only
possible period in which the incident could have occurred,*
searched for us, and reports, with reference to the alleged
ministerial intervention, *I find no record whatever of that
circumstance,”

But William Poe was in the navy, and migh!, therefore,
have been to Russia, so it is fairly safe to transfar the
anecdote to his shoulders, accordingly, Mr. Didier says of
him, # He was very clever, but wild and erratic. Having
quarrelled with his patron, Henry (sic) Poe determined to
%o to Greece, and fight for the cause to which the death of

yron had attracted the attention of the world. Young Poe
arrived in time to participate in the last battles of the war.
On the 14th of September 1829, the Sultan acknowledged
the independence of Gireece, ... Poe accompanied the
Rugsian troops to Bt Petersburg, whers he soon got into
trouble and into prison. He was released by thé inter-
poeition of the Hon. A, Middleton, the American Minister,
who had him sent to the port of Riga, and piaced on a
vessol bound for Baltimore. Six months after returning

* From 1820 to During the time that Mr, Middlston wms
minister,~-F, Sehuylﬁ:
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home, Henry Pos died, at the early age of twenty-six,*
i:lagng” behind him the reputation of great bub wasted
ta.

* Mz, Didier avers that Poe’s parents wers not married antil * the
spring of 1806," and within six monthe after the deceass of a former
husbend of the Iady, If snch were the case, William Henry Leonard
Poemusthsvebesnbomfromtwtothmymbmhiapmﬁu
pmnh’muﬂaga,andoouldm have had Duvid Pos us his father:
1t would appear not improbable that Mr. Didier has mistakar some
;th{ufhnofthehmﬂyforwmimﬂ.hmmpwﬂhnthm—



444

APPENDIX (.
ROSALIE ¥, FOE,

Or Edgar Poe’s sister, Rosalie M. Poe, little need be said,
Left by her mother's death a meres baby she was adopted
% Richmond merchant, a native of Scotland, named
cKenzie, and brought up in his family. Mr. McKensie
having been ruined by the sudden peace that followed the
battle of Waterloo, his sister, described as a most accom-
plisked lady, opened a schoolin Richmond., This seminary
was attended by members of the best families in Virginia,
and thither Rosslie Poe was sent, hut, although she is
averred to bave had similar advantages to the other young
Jadies, she was so hopelesaly dull, that ahe could never
attain proficiency in anything, even her handwriting,
which 18 said to have been her strongest point, having
been but indifferent, After leaving school Miss Poe con-
tinued to reside with various members of the McKensie
family till, at the conclusion of the Civil War, they became
unable, or unwilling, to farther befriend the unfortunate
lady. Misa Poe was utterly incapable of procuring her
own maintenanee, and, during the last five or six years of
her life, was a confirmed invalid. Afier having endured
for some years 8 precarious existence, dependent upon the
assiatance of friends, a shelter was ultimately obtained for
her in Washington, D, C., where she was admitted into the
Epiphany Church Home, an Episcopalian charitsble institn-
tion, She appears to have been very fond of her brother
Edgar, and prond of his reputation, although, as she stated
to g, in & correspondence we had with her a short time
previous to her decease, it was not until she * was a good
sized girl " that she “knew she had a brother or brothers ;”
and it was only during the last years of his life that she
had any real personal knowledge of Edgar. Some slight
record of her eccentricities are eontainegu in Mrs, Weiss's
per on “The Last Days of Edgar A, Poe.” Miss Poe
ied July 1874, aged sixty-four,
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APPENDIX D
LADY FRIENDSHIPS.

DespiTe all the eorrow and misfortune of his brief career
it was the frequent good fate of Poe to encounter, and be
asgociated with, high and seif-sacrificing women, and, pro-
bably, no higher testimony could be cited in favour of his
goodness than the enduring and friendly sympathy mani.
fosted for him by these ladies. Besides the life-long love
of his wile, and the never-wavering affection of Mrs
Clemm, it has been seen during various portions of his
story, that he inspired the troest and most disinterested
friendship of Mrs, Stannard (the * Helen” of his youth);
Mrs, Shelton, his first aud last love ; Mra Shew (* Marie
Louise ") ; Mrs. Osgood; Mrs, Whitman; * Annio";
“Stella,” and others.

The reader of Edgar Poe’s history cannot but feel inter-
ested in the fate of these ladiea Some of them, happily,
still dwell among us, whilst others have gene before, and
of thess latter, Mrs. Osgood, Mrs. Shew, aud Mrs, Whit-
man, it behoves us to speak & few words additional The
career of Frances Sargent Osgood, a lady whom Poe
admired with intense and long-lasting affection, has
already boen adverted to in the preceding pages, it anifices,
therefore, to eay that a.lthougﬂ they did not meet for
some years prior to the poet’s death, her friendship for
him suffered no abatement, Shortly before her decesse,
which oceurred on Sunday, 12th of May 1850, just seven
months after Poe's, ehe wrote the charming recollections
cited in this work, About the same time her last and
nearest gomplets volume of verse was published, and its
final poem was this :—

* The hand that swept the sounding lyre
o e e e
ightning eye, the heart of fir,
Thefoﬂzghﬁmstﬂ!!
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Yo more, in rapture or in woe,
With melody to thrill,
Ah! Nevermore!
“ (Oh! bring the flowers he cherished a0,
Witk childlike care ;

i But angel hands shall bring him balm
Foreruypiafheknaw,
And Heaven's soft harpe his soul shall calm
With musis swest and trne,
And teash to him the hely charm
OF Israfe] encw,
For evermore |
 Jove’s silver Iyre he played s0 well
Iimshattmdonhﬂatombi
But atill in air jts music spell
Floats on throngh light and gloom 3
And in the hearts where soft they fell
His words of heanty bloom
For evermore 1"

The inspiration of these pathetic lines cannot be mis-
understood. Portraits of their amthoress, and of Zer
“[erafel,” both painted by Mr. 8, Oagood, are on the
walle of the New York Historical Society’s Library,

Few and eimple words are needed to tell Mrs. Shew's
subsequent story, for her life has lefs no ostentatious or
monumental emblems, and her memory survives only in
her children'’s love ; her friends’ affection ; and in the grati-
tude of those whose afflictions ghe comforted, and whose
needs she supplied. After having heen some years the
wife of the Bev, Dr. Roland 8, Houghton, she followed her
hushand rapidly to the grave,  entering into rest,” as she
herself had aptly styled it, on the third of Ssptember
1873,

Mrs, Whitman's name has, probably, been more closely
:ﬁn%uted w:]th Poe’s than that of any lsdy mentioned in

is bi y, aud their personal scquaintanceship
Was theogr:h?omb, mift doubtless, her influence on his
career the alightest, of any of those noble women whose
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names have been grouped around his, The details, as full
as could be fu.migiied, have been given of their ghort-lived
intercourse. After the nzgtm of their engagement, and up
till the time of his death, Poe does not appesr to have
alluded to Mre, Whitman again, save in the most conven-
tional manner; but the lady always cherished, with unfad-
ing affection, the memory of her connection with the poet.
In her delightful correspondence and conversation, in her
melodious eong, and, above all, in her truly beautiful little
monograph on “Edgar Poe and his Critics,” M. Whit-
man invariably contrived to bring more prominently
forward the brighter fraifs of her hero's character than has
been accomplished by any other person—by any other
means,

Mr. Thomas Wentworth Higginson, in & paper on Poe,*
thus pleasantly alludes to this lady &s she appeared to her
friends in the autumn-tide of her life,. She had, he says,
“outlived ber early friends, and loves, and hopes, and
perhaps her literary fame, such as it was : she had cerfainly
outlived her recognised ties with Poe, and all but his
memory., There she dwelt in her little suite of rooms,
bearing youth still in her heart and in her voice, and
on her hair also, and in her dress. Her dimly-lighted
parlour was always decked, here and there, with scarlet ;
and she sat, robed in white, with her back always turned
to the light, thus throwing a discreetly tinted shadow over
Ler stil] thoughtful and noble face. She seemed a person
embalmed while still alive ; it was as if she might dwell for
ever there, prolonging into an indefinite future the tradi-
tion of a poet’s love: and when we remembered that she
liad been Poe's betroihed, that his kieses had touched her
lips, that she still believed in him, and was his defender,
all eriticism might well, for her sake, be disarmed, and her
saintly life atone for his stormy and ead career.” Mrs
Whitman expired on the z7th of June 1878, in the seventy-
sixth year of her age.

The two eonnets which follow are among the latest
tributes to the departed poet; and are by “BStella” (M,
E A. Lewis); one of the frisnds above mentioned s

* The Bostor Literary World, March 15th, 1879,



448

Appendiz D.

FIRST MEETING.

'WHEN firat the ead notes thful
Attracted thee unte my mwfém e

That up life's nﬁed bofmmehy,
Byfmgymhm ta:dmp

ﬁm—-
Idmnotmm?ﬂ;ﬁ?%}e,
praise,

mopmmd,mysoulmokm
T hoa o hsdht;;ghttto
ama or it to aspire ;
And when, to tsach to me poetic art,
"Ba.m"mthoudldsttskeapnt,
ith eloquent di that could not tire,
I falt how mach of Heaven thers wes in thee—
The chaliee of my soul o’arflow’d with melody,

II. -
RENEATH THE EIM,

Benzire the elm before thy %
At l'ordha.m—whﬂst the sun bis slanting heams

And a.Il sround mpeuﬂﬁrlem b::ggr:nqgolden

T've listened fo th and clasgic Jore ;

Followed thee in poehedrem

OverParmu.smdepm

Whmthbnﬂau&ths dwoltofym,

melodions all the Gracian shore ;

'.l‘ Dante’s “Hell”ofwnthmgsoulathnttoem

With thoughta that later bards have made their themes,

Midst Yirgil's storms and Homar's battle roar,

Unﬂlthnudidstnotseemofmorhlhlrbh,

But seme lons epirit sent from Heaven to earth,
Starra.®

Toxpon, December 1870,

* Now York Home Journol, Pebruary 11, 1880
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AYPENDIX E.
THE POE MEMORIAL, BALTIMORE

ALTHOUGH most people appear to have felt that Ed
Allan Poe, of all his countrymen, least needed a marble
monument to perpetuate Ats vame, the feelings which
prompted the erection of one by his fellow-citizens were,
doubtless, generous and praiseworthy; and as evidence
of such public appreciation, apart from the fact that it was
the first memorial ever raised to a poet in America, the
Baltimore monument deserves something mote here than
assing mention. On the 17th of November 1875 the
ong-talked-of cenotaph was unveiled, amid a large con-
course of people who had assembled to witness, or to take
part in, t.fm ceremonies connected with the event, The
proceedings were inaugurated by music, after which Pro-
fessor Wiﬁ?&m Eliott, %!;r' delivered the following address,
recounting the history of the movement that culminated
in that day's'celebration :—

“ LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,—I purpose, in discharging
the duty assigned me on this occasion, to give a brief his-
torical sketch of the movement which culminates to-day
in the dedieation of a monument to the memory of the
great American poet, Edgar Allan Poe, the first and only
memorial expression of the kind ever given to an American
on account of literary excellence.

“This extraordinaty and unique genius, born in Boston,
January 20th,* 1809, during a brief sojourn of bis parents
in that placs, died on the 7th of October 1849, in this city,
which is undoubtedly entitled to claim him as one of her
distinguished sonz. Two days thereafter, on the gth of
October, his mortal remains were interved in the cemetery
attached to the Westminster Presbyterian Church, adjoin-
ing the building in which we are now assembled.

* Edgar Allan Poe wes born on January 1gth, 1809.-‘23. HL
¥
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#Tn this connection, acting a8 a truthful chronicler, I
deem it proper to state some facte in relation to the cireum-
stances of the interment. The reliability of the statement
I ghall now make is sufficiently attested by the evidence
of at least thres of the gentlemen yresent on that occgsion
—-possibly the only three who yet survive.

T have been informed that the day was, for the season,
more than ordinarily unpleasant, the weather being raw and
cold ; indeed, just such a day as it would have been more
comfortable to spend within than without doore,

“The time of the interment was four o'clock in the
afternoon ; the attendance of persons at the grave, possibly
in consequence of the state of the weather, was limited to
eight, cerfainly to nob more than nine, one being a lady.

“Of the number known to have been presant were the
Hon, Z. C. Lee, a classmate of the deceased at the Univer-
#tty of Virginia ; Henry Herring, Esq., a connection of Mr.
Poo; Rev. W, T. D, Clamm, a relative of Mr, Poe’'s wife;
our well-known fellow-citizen Neilson Poe, Esq., a8 cousin
of the poet; Edwund Smith, Fsq., and wife, the latter
being a first cousin of Poe, and at this time his nearest
living relative in this eity; and possibly Dr. Snodgrass,
the editor of the Saturday Fisiter, the paper in which the
prize story written by Poe first made its appearance,
The clergyman who officiated at the grave waf Rev. W, T.
D, Clemm, aiready mentioned, a member of the Baltimore
Qonference of the Methodist Episcopal Chureh, who read
the impressive burial service nsed by that denomination of
Christians, after which all that was mortal of Edgar Allan
Poo was gently committed to its mother earth.

“ Another item, which it may not be inappropriate to
record in this historical compend, 1 will now wmention,
namely, that George W. Bpence, who officiated a3 sexton at
the burial of Mr. Poe, is the same person who, after the
lapse of twonty-six years, has superintended the removal of
hig remains, and those of his loving and beloved mother-in.
law, Mrg, Clemm, and their reinterment in the lot in which
the monument now stands.

“For a number of yeare after the burial of the poet no
&teps seem to have been taken toward marking his grave,
until at length a stone was prepared for this purpose by
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order of Neilson Poe, Eeq. Unfortunately, however, this
stone never served the p for which % wag deai

A train of cars accidentally ran into the establishment
of Mr. Hugh Sisson, at which place the stone was at the
time, and so damaped it a8 to render it unfit to be nsed as
intended,

% Another series of years intervened, but yet no move-
ment to mark the grave. Trus, articles almost innumer-
able, ad nauseam, made their appearance at short intervals
during that time in different newspapers, but the authors
of those articles were mostly of that class of persons who
employ their energies in finding fault with others, totally
oblivious of the fact that they themselves no less deserved
the censure they so liberally meted out.

¢ Poe’s neglectad grave’ was the stereotyped expression
of thess modern Jeremiahs. Nor were they content to
iudulge in lamentations; not unfrequently our good city
was soundly berated because of its alleged want of apprec-
ation of the memory of one whose ashes, they intimated,
had he been an Englishman, instead of filling an unmarked
grave in an obscure cemetery, would have had accorded to
them a place in that grand old abbey which Evgland has
appropriated as a mausoleum for her distingnished dead.

“But the ‘neglected grave’ was not always to remain
such. At a regu%ar meeting of the Public School Teachers’
Association, held in this hall October 7, 1865, Mr, John
Basil, Jr., principal of No. 8 Grammar School, offered a
paper, of which the following is a copy :—

¢ Wheregs, It hag been represented to certain members of
the Association that the mortsl remains of Edgar Allan Poe
areinterred in the cemetery of the Weatininater Church with-
out even so much as a stone to mark the spot; therefore,

% ¢ Resolved, That & committee of five be appointed by the
President of this Association to devise some means best
adapted in their judgment to perpetuate the memory of
one whahas contributed so largely to American literature.’

“This resolution was unanimonsly adopted, and a com-
mittee, consisting of Messrs, Bullj: Baird, and J. J. G.
Webster, Miss Veeder, and Miss Wise, appointed to carry
out the purposs named.

“ This committes reported in favour of the erection of a
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monnment, and recommended that measures be at once
taken to secure the funds nm“ia:roh]m lish this
object. 'This recommendation was ily endorsed by
the Association, and without delsy the committeo entered
upon the work of raising the fands.

“In this work the young ladies of the Western Female
High School took an active and, as will be seen, a sncoess-
ful An entertainment of select readings by the pupils
of that school, held in this hall on the evening of October
10, 1865, under the superintendence of Miss S, 8. Rice,
yielded the handsome sum of $380. A literaga:;ld musi-
csl entertainment, held in Concordia Hall, mber 7,
1865, in which the pupils of the Enstern and Weatern
Female High Schools and thoso of Baltimore City College
took part, increased the fund by the addition thereto of
$75.02. May 1 % 1866, a contribution of $50 was received
from Professor Charles Davies, of New York, avd on the
1gth of the same month a donation of 3%4 was received as
an offering of the young ladies of ¢ Troy Female Seminary,’
These sums, with interest added, amounted, as per repor
of Thomas D. Baird, treasurer, submitted ch 23,
1871, to $587.02. The enthusiasm that characterised
the undertaking &t the outset seemed now to have greatly
abated, and serions thoughts were consequently entertained
of abandoning the project. At this junctare a new commit-
tes, consisting of Mesera. Elliott, Kerr, and Hamilton, Miss
Rice, and Mies Baer, was appointed to consider the matter,

“ Aftermaturedeliberation, this committes reported, April
1§, 1873, as follows: ¢ First, resolved, that the money now
in the hands of he treasurer of the “Poe Memorial Fund *
be appropriated to the erection of a monument, the same
to be placed over Poe’s remains. Becond, that a committee
of five be appointed by the President, with power to act as
stated in the first resolution’ These resolutions were
adopted, and the committee therein provided for appointed
as follows: Wm, Elliott, Jr., A. 8 Kerr, Alexander Hamil-
ton, Miss 8, 8. Rice, and Miss E A. Baer. September 2,
1874, this committee received from the estate of Dr. Thomas
D. Baird, deceased, the late treasarer of the ¢ Pos Memorial
Fund, $627.55, the amount of prineipal and interest to that
date, which was immediately deposited in the Chesapeaks
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Bank of this city. Believing that this amount could be
increased t0 $1000 by donations from some of our fellow-
citizens who favoured the project, the committee applied to
Mr. George A, Frederick, architect of the City Hall, for
the design of a monument to cost about that sum.

“Mr. Frederick in due time submitted a design *at once
simple, chaste, and dignified,” but requiring for ite realis.
ation much more than the amount included in the expec.
tationa of the committee, Moreover, a new feature was now
introduced, that of Flacing & medallion likeness of the poet
on one of the panels of the monument, which would stil
further increase the cost. With a view of determining
whether the amount necessary to complete the monument,
according to the proportions it had now assnmed, could
be raised, applieations were made to & number of our
citizens for contributions. From one of acknowledged
mathetic taste n check of $100 was promptly received.
Two other gentlemen contributed $50 each, while Miss. 8,
8. Rice, a member of the committee, collectod in small sums
$52 more.

“ A knowledge of the ‘ world-wide’ known Liberality of
Mr. George W. Childs, of Philadelphia, formerly one of our
fellow-townsmen, induced the Chairman of the committee
to drop him a note on the subject. Within twenty-four
hours 3 reply was received from that gentlemen ive
of his willingness to make up the estimated deficiency of
§650.

" The necessary amount having now been secured, the
committee proceeded to place the conatruction and erection
of the monument in the hands of Mr. Hugh Sisson, his
proposal being the most liberal one received. How faith-
fully he has executed his commission will be seen when the
covering that now veils the monument iz removed. No
one so well as the Chairman of the committee knows how
anxious Mr. Sisson has been to meet even more than the
expectationa of those most concerned. To his generons
liberality are we largely indobted for the reproduction of
the classic lineaments of the poet in the beautiful and highly
artistic medallion that adds so much to the attractiveness
of the monument.

“To most of those present, I presume, it is known that
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the lot in which the monument is now located is not the
one in which it was first In deference to what was
considered by the committes the popular wish, the monu-
ment was removed from its firat location to ite present one,
The remaing of Mr. Poe and also those of his motherdin.
law were, 84 before intimated, removed ab the same time,
The new lot was secured mainly through the efforts of Mr.
John T. Morris, President of the School Board, to whom,
and fo all others whe have in any way contributed to the
consummation of this undertaking, I wich here, on behalf
of the committee, to render thanks,

“In conclusion, allow me to congratnlate all concerned
that Poe's grave i8 no longer a neglected one.”

Upon the conelusion of Professor Elliott's address, which
was listened to with deep attention, Miss Sarah 8. Rice
was introduced to the audience. To this lady, well known
to the public from her elocutionary attainments, the
greatest possible credit is due for the successful completion
of the enterprise, The first money raised for the erection
of the monyment was through her personal efforts, and the
entirs mornument, from its inception fo the close, has
enjoyed the benefits of her unremitting attention and
effort. Miss Rice then read several letters from authors
who had received invitations to be present on the oceasion,

To the unveiling of Poe's long-looked-for cenotaph most
of his country’s best-known bards had been invited, but
tha only one, of more than local reputation, who found time
to attend in person was Walt Whitman, His venerable
head, with long white hair flowing over his shonlders, and
his majestic figure, made him the observed of all ohservers.

After the mrs had been read, the following poem,
contributed by the well-known dramatic critic and littéra-
teur, Mr. William Winter, was read by Misa Rice ¢ with
exquisite delicacy and ntterance, and received with a burst
of applanse : ”

AT FOR'S (RAVE,
Cold is tha honour singm,
And chill is glory’s icy bresth,
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Fame's achoing thanders, Jong and |

Thewm%pn&&deuﬁsmom
of the vacant crowd--

Onswordoflovemworththemall.

With dews of grief otr eyes ars dim;
Ah | let the tear of sorrow start,

And honor, in moselves and him,
The great and tendsr human heart !

Through many & night of want end woe
1lis [reu;ﬁ wpirit wandered wild ;
Till kind disaster laid him low,
And Heaven recloimed its wayward child.
Through many a year Lis fame hag grovn,~
Like midnight, vost, like starlight, sweot,—
Till now hin gnnma fills s throue,
And nations marvel at bis feet,

One meed of justics long delayed,

One crowning grace bis virtues crave :—
Ah, take, thou great aud injured shads,

The love that sanctiffes the grave |
God's merey guard, in peaceful sl

The sggd duat that slambera ?:el;’e 1
And, while around &his tomb we teep,

God bleas, for us, the mourner’s tear!

And mey his spirit, ko
y s elourimiuknm through,

.Lnd know, w1th fare that cannot die,
He has the world's affection too !

The Philharmonic Society then rendered the and
chorus, % He Watcheth over Israel,” from the * Elijah » of
Mendelssohn, with fine effect ; after which Professor Henry
E. Shepherd proceeded to deliver the i'o].lomng address -

“ LADIRS AND GENTLEMEN,--It is my purpose to speak
of Edgar Allan Pos principally as a poet and a8 a man
of gepiua T shall abstain, for the most part, from per-
sonal incidents or biographical details. These, though not
devoid of interest, pertain properly to the historian of
literature, or to the biographer. Lot his ‘etrange, event-
fol history’ be reserved for some American Boswell,
Masson, or Mozley.

“Edgar A. Poe was born in 1809, the same year with
Alfred Tennyson, the present Poet-laureats, and with Mrs,

Browning, the most gifted postess of any age. The third
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great era in English literature had then fairly commenced.
The glory of the elder day was revived. The delusive
splendour that had so Jong gilded the Augustan age of
Anne paled before the comprehensive culturs, the marvel-
lous intellectual expansion, that distinguished the first
thirty years of the present century. The spirit of poesy,
no longer circumscribed by the arbitrary and enervating
procedures of Dryden’s contemplated academy, ranged in
unchecked freedom over seas and continents, arousing the
buried forms of medimval civilisation, the lay of the
minetrel, the lyric of the fronbadour, the ancient glory of
the Arthurian cycle,

“One day was as & thousand years in the growth and
advancement of the buman mind. Edgar was in his child-
hood when the Georgian ers had attained the meridian of
its greatness, He spent five years at school in England,
from 1816 to ¥821. During this interval little is known
of his personal history, save what he has left us in the
atory of ¢ William Wileon,' in which he depicts with a power
of vivid delineation, worthy of the best daya of De Quincey,
his impressions of the school and its surroundings. We
may feel assured, however, that his mind was rapidly
unfolding, and with that keen susceptibility to external
impressions, characteristic of the dawning intellect of
youth, acquiring a permanent colouring from the wonderful
drama that was enacting around him. The term of Edgar's
school life in England was a period of intense poetical
activity and creative power, heroie emprise, knightly valour,
and brilliant achievement. The atmosphere was echoing
with the strains of sonfaters, whose notes make as sweet
music as when they fell for the first time upon the ears of
our youthful poet and aroused him to the consciousness of
poet power. Alfred Tennyson was seven years of age when
Edgar srrived in England, and, during the time of Edgar’s
school life at Stoke Newington, was spending his play hours
with Maﬂoﬂxz’s ‘Morte D’Arthur’ upon his knees, musing
upon the faded splendours of the Table Rounde, and per-
haps looking wit pro'lphetic vision to the time when Lance-
lot, Arthur, Percival, and Galahad should regain their
ancient sway, with more than their ancient renowi, as the
mythical heroes of the British race, Mrs, Browning and
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Arthur Hallam, the hero of ‘In Memoriam,’ were in
their childhood : Byron, Scott, Shelley, and Keats were in
the zenith of their fame, and the English tongue had not
been illnstrated by eo brilliant aconatellationttlgnpoets gines
‘the ppacions times of great Elizabeth.’ It were difficult
to imagine that this constellation did not exert an inspiring
influence upon the genins and temperament of our youth-
ful poet, an influence which must have determined in somo
degree his future carcer. He must have listened with that
exquisite sympathy, of which the poetic temperament alone
is capable, to the mournful story of Keats, 'the young
Lyeidas’ of our poetic history.

“ A strange resemblance in mental constitution may be
discerned between these wayward children of genius; the
same deep taint of Celtic sadness, the same enthusiastic
worship of supernal beauty, the same relentless struggle
with the immutability of fact. The delicately wrought
sensibilities of Keats, who could *feel the daisies growing
over him,’ strikingly recalls the memory of our own post,
who imagined that he could * distinctly hear the darkness as
it stole over the horizon.’ ‘A thing of beanty is a joy
for ever,’ was the animating principle of the genius of the
one and the art of the other. In 1822 Edgar, then in his
fourteenth year, returned to his native land. He attained
to manhood at & time when by a revolution, familiar in the
history of every literature, the supremacy was reverting
from to ,

“ Ti?tgmanmewour, the Spenserian symphonies of
ourlast great postic era, were gradually yieldi:fgto theateady
advance of philological investigation, critical dissertation,
and scientific analysis. A new reflective era, more brilliant
than that of Pope or Bolingbroke, was dawning. The cold
generalisations of reason, the relentless inductions of phil-
osophy, chilled the E}owinF ardour of thehfﬂreeeding ora.
The publication of Macaulay's Essay on Milton in 1825
marked the translation from the sway of the imaginative
faculty to the present unsurpassed period in our prose
literatare, From this desultory outline of nearly contem-
porary literature, you will observe that our poet's intelloc.
tual constitution was formed under peculiar conditions, He
does not belong chronologically to the Georgian era; his
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position was, for the most part, one of comparative isola-
tion, like that of Sackville, Wyatt, or Collin, in the midst of
an unpoetic generation, unsustained by the consolations of
poetic association or the tender endearments of poetic
sympathy, When Poe attained to the full consciousness of
hiz great powers, none of these quickening influences existed
save &4 matters of history or poetic tradition. Tennyson,
in England, was viewing nature i edpemgeotive, and involy-
ing s critics in webs as tangled and hopelesa as that
which enveloped the fatal lady of Shallot. Wordsworth
had abjured the teachings of his early manhood, Shelley,
Keats, and Byron were dead, Morris and Swinburne were
yet unborn, and the thrones of the elder gods were prinei-
pally filled by ¢ the idle singers of an empty day.’ Ameri-
can poetry had ther accorplished little that future ages
will not willingly let die.

“The succesaion of swaet songsters is never broken ; the
silver cord that binds in perennial union the spirit of
Chancer and the iuse of Spenser is never severed, however
slight and impalpable may be the filaments that bind it
together. There are alwaye some who vetain the echoes
of long-gone melodies, upon whom descends something of
the inspiration of those grand epoche around which is con-
centrated so much of the glory of the English tongue,
Such a position it not an anomaly in our literary history ;
such a relation was sustained by the chivalrous Surrey, who
introduced info the discordant English of his time that
pecnliar form of verse which was attuned fo the harmonies
of Milton, and by means of which Shakspeare, after a long
and painfu] struggle with *the bondage of rhyming,’ roso
to the supreme height of postic excellence, A similar
relation was sustained by Sackville, the sombre eplendonr
of whose ‘Induction’ proved him the worthy herald of
Spenser's dawning greatnesa, and the gentle Cowper, who
marks the {ransition from the school of Joneon and of
Addison to the advent of the Gothic revival Such is
in some essential respects the position that Pos occupies
among American poets in the order of poetio enccession.
Having traced somewhat in detail the conditions of the age
during which our poet's intellectual constitution was deve-

loped, we are now prepared to appreciste the distinctive
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characteristics of his genins as revealed in his prose, baut
more especially in his poetry. It is known to students of
our literary history, that in all periods of our literature,
from the time that our speech was reduced to comparative
uniformity, by the delicate discrimination and rare philo-
logical perception of Chaucer, there have existed two
recognised schools of poetry—-the native or domestic, and
the classical. In zome poets the classical element con-
stitutea the animating principle, as in Miiton, whose pages,
sprinkled with the diamond dust of ancient lore * thick as
autumnal leaves that strew the brooks in Vallombross,’
furnish the most impressive illusirations of its besuty and
its power. A wonderful impulse was communicated to the
development of liferary poetry by that ¢ morning star of
modern song,’ the poet Keats, and since his advent our
poesy has tended more and more to divest iteelf of
domestic sympathiee, and to assume an artistic or classical
character. Qur poetry may have lost pliancy, bub it has
gained in elaboration and perfection of structure. Geniug
and imagination are not repressed, but are regulated by the
canons of art, and from their harmonions alliance arises
the unsurpassed excellence of Poe’s maturer productiona
In the school of classical poete, he must be ranked in that
illustrious succession of bards which includes the names of
Sarrey, Spenser, Ben Jonzon, Herrick, Milton, Shelley,
snd Keats, Having assigned to Poe an honourable
eminence in the school of literary poets, I proceed to speak
of the originality, the creative power displayed in his
poetry, a8 well as hig brilliant achievements 1n metrical
combination, Specific points of resemblance may be
discovered between his poetry and that of his contempo-
raries and predecessors, but no general or well-defined
likeness ; and few poets have displayed a more surpassing
mezgurs of creative power. Some of his maturer poems
are almost without precedent, in form as well as in spirit.
“The legend of the Raven, related by Roger do Hoveden,
and referring to the era of the Latin conquest of Constan-
tinople, nor the legend of Herod Agripps, cited by De
Quincey in his celebrated Essay oz Modern Superstition,
furnish an adequate foundation for the text of Poe's
masterpiece. raven has constituted s prominent
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character in English poetry for many In Macbeth,
in Hamlet, in Sir I?avid Lindsay, in Tickell's exquisite
ballad of Colin and Lucy, and in Coleﬁd?e, the appeazance
of this * ominous bird of yore’ will readily mgﬁt itself to
all lovers of our dramatic and lyrie poetry. But none of
theése can be considered as the precursor of Poe’s poem.
The nearest approach to any distinetive feature of the
‘Raven’ is to be found, I suspect, in the dramas of Shak-
speare, those unfailing sources of intellectual nutriment.

e one word, Morfimer, of Harry Percy's starling, presents
a marked phonetic resemblance to the one word Nevermore
of Poe’s raven, whose melancholy refrain seems almost
the echo of the starling’s unvarying note.

“No poem in our language presents a more graceful
grouping of mefrical appliances and devices. The power of
peculiar letters is evolved with a magnificent touch ; the
sonorous melody of the liquids is a characteristic feature,
not only of the refrain, but throughout the compass of the
poem, their ‘linked sweetness long drawn out’ falls with
a mellow cadence, displaying the poet’s mastery of those
mysterious harmonies which lie at the basis of human
ﬁch. The alliteration of the Norse minstrel and the

on bard, the continuity of the rhythme, illustrating
Milton’s ideal of true musical delight, in which ¢ the sense
is variously dvawn out from one verse into another,’ the
power of sustained interest and graphic delineation, are
some of the features that place the ¢ Raven’ foremost among
the creations of poetic art in our age and in our land,

“ But perhaps the especial glory of the ‘Raven’ is the
novelty ag wel? sa the skill of its metrical forms. In the
originality of his metrical combinations, Poe has surpassed
almost every poet of our era except Tennyson. The in-
vention of new metres, or new dispositions of those in
existence, is a task upon which few poeta have ventured
forconturies, From Surrey to Cowley wasan eraof transition
and experiment.  Unider the ascendancy of the conventional
school our poetry glided smoothly along in the orthodox ten-
syllabledcou}la)let,until Cowperbroke through theconsecrated
measures of Pope and Dryden with & boldness and origin-
ality to which our literature had long been a atranger.
Few poets of the Lake School ventured into the enchanted
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nd of metrical experiment. They wers inclined rather
é‘:o;imrd the restraints of verse, or {o render it subordi-
nate to the spontaneous expression of the thought. With
the advent of the new poetic school, the increased attention
o beauty of form and perfection of structure, the expanding
of our metrical forms, became a question of serious import,
The possible combinations of metre are infinite, ¢ but for
centuries,’ to use Poe's own language, ‘ no man had thought
of doing an original thing in verse” The *Raven, which
is a novel blending of trochsic octometres, is one of the
most brilliant achievements that vur era has witnessed,
and marks an epoch in the history of the metric art.

#“In no respect is the genius of onr poet move signally
displayed than in his essay upon the *Poetic Principle,’ in
which the msthetics of poetry are discussed with a masterly
comprehension, and a felicity of illustration that entitle the
author to be ranked among the finest critics that have ever
lived. 1have often thought that a dissertation upon poetry
by a great poet would constitute an invaluable addition to
the critical resources of our literature. Oh ! that Shakspeare
had left ua but one line indicating the processes of his mind
in the creation of Lear or Cymbeline, or that Milton had
bequeathed the rich legasy of a single item respecting the
composition of ‘ L'Allegro’ or the ¢ Masque of Comus.’ It is
one of the inestimable benefits conferred upon our literature
by Edgar A. Poe, that he has transmitted to us a critical

sition of the principles of his art, which in rg«:r:]g[ilcniti
im correctness o coneepmis gn&m sed‘i:n 8 ltul;
anguage, A diligent reading o y will rev @
fact that in his theory of poetry the mind of Poe was in
rfect sympathy with the greatest masters, and the most
si.;cﬁmjnating expositors of the art of eriticism.  His theory
of poetry is in thorough accord with that of Shakspeare, as
indicated in the ‘Midsummer Night's Dream,’ and in &
single line in the play of ‘As You E&e It’ It is repeated,
in terms almobt identical, by Shakspeare’s contemporary,
Lord Bacon, in his ‘ Advancement of Learning.’ ‘When
I am asked for a definition of poetry,” Poe wrote to0 &
friend, ¢I think of Titania, of Oberon, of the * Midsummer
Night's Dream * of Shakspeare.’
#The next distinguishing characteristic of Poe's poetry is
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its rhythmical power, and its admirable illustration of that
mysterions affinity which binds together the sound and the
sensd, Throughout all the processes of crestion a rhyth-
mical movement is clearly discernible.  Upon the conscions
recognition of this principle are based all our conceptions
of melody, all systems of intonation and inflection, In this
dangerous sphere of poetic effort he attained a mastery over
the properties of verse that the Troubadours might have
aspired to emulate,

“] would next direct your attention to the classic impress
of Poe's poetry, its felicitous blending of genins and culture,
and to the estimation in which hig works are held in other
lands, The Ashenian sculptor in the palmiest days of Attic
art wrought ouf his loveliest conceptions by the painful pro-
vesses of continuous diligence. The angel was not evolved
from the block by a sudden inspiration or a brilliant flash
of unpremeditated art, By proceeding npon a system cor-
responding to the dwatonic scale in music, the luxuriance of
geniug was regulated by the sober precepts and decorous
graces of formal art. No finer illustration of conscious art
has been produced in our era than the ‘Raven.'! In all the
riper prodnetions of our poet there is displayed the same
graceful alliance of genius, enlture, and taste, He attained
the mastery over the most subtile mebrical forms, even those
to whose successful production the spirit of the Eoglish
tongue is not congenial. The sonnet, tfmt peculiacly Italisn
form of verse, immortalised by the genius of Petrarch, has
been admirably illustrated in Poe's poem of *Zante.’
Indeed, much of the acrimony of his criticism arose from
hie painful sensitiveness to artistic imperfection, and his
enthusiastic worship of the beautiful The Grecian caste of
his genius led o an idolatrous love of beauty, embodied in
palpable or material types.

% This striving after sensuous besuty has formed a dis-
tinetive characteristic of all those posts who were most
thoroughly imbued with the Grecian taste and epirit. It
has left its impress deep npon the texture of our poetry,
and many of our moat silvery symphonies ows their ingpi-
ration to this source. In addition to the classic element,
hig postry is pervaded by that natural magic of style, that
strange upreat and unreality, those weird notes like the re
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frain of his own ‘ Raven,’ * s0 musical, so melancholy,’ which
aro traceable to the Celtic influence npon our composite
intellectual character. Ths guick sensibility, the ethereal
temper, of these natural artists have wondertully enlivened
the stolid character of our Anglo-Saxon ancestors, and
much of the style and constructive power that have reigned
in English poetry since the age of Walter Map, of Layamon,
and of Chaucer, may be {nstly attributed to the Celtic in-
fusion into the Teutonic blood, Conspicuous examples may
be discovered in Shakspeare, in Keats, in Byron, and in Poe.

“] have thus endeavoured to present to you the intellec-
tual character of Edgar A. Poe, as it has revealed itself to
me from the diligent stady of his works, and from many
contrasts and coincidences that literary listory naturally
suggesta. I have attempted to show the versatility of his
genius, the consummate as well as conscious art of his poetry,
the graceful blending of the creative and the critical faculty
~—a combinajion perhaps the rarest that the history of
literature affords—his want of defercnce to prototypes, or
morals, the chaste and scholmly clegaucs of his diction,
the Attic smoothness and the Celtic magic of his style,
Much of what he has written may not preserve its fresh-
ness or stand the test of ciitical scrutiny in after times,
but when suhjected to the severest ordeal of varying
fashion, popular caprice, ‘ the old order changing, yielding

lace to new,’ there is much that will perish oniy with the

nglish language. The maturer productions of Fos have
received the most enthusiastic tributes from the sobor and
dispassionate critics of the older world,

] shall ever remember the thrill of grateful appreciation
with which I read the splendid euloimm upon his genine
in the London Quarlerly Review, in which he is ranked far
above his conteraporaries, and pronounced one of the most
consummate artists of our times, potentially the greatest
eritic of our era, and possessing perhaps the finest ear for
rhythw that was ever formed. You are doulitless familiar
with the impression produced by the ‘Baven’ upon the
wind of Mre, Browning, ¢ Shakspeare’s daughter and Ten-
nyson’s sister.’ Itis but recently that Algernon Swinburne,
one of the masterspirits of the new poetic school, has
accorded to Poe the pre-sminence among American poets,
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Alfred Tennyson has expressed his admiration of Poe, who,
with true poetic ken, was among the first to appreciate
the novelty and delieacy of his method, and, at a time
when the Laureate's fame was obseured by adverse and un-
discriminating eriticiem, plainly foresaw the serene splen-
donr of his matured greatness.

 An appreciative and generons Englishman has added to
the literature of our language a superb edition of Poe's
works, in which ample recognition iz accorded to his rare
and varied poems, and the calumnies of bis acrimonious
biographer are refuted by cvidence that cannot be gaineaid
or resisted. No reader of English periodical literature
can fail to observe the frequent tributes to his genius, the
numerous allusions to his memory, the impressive par-
sllelisms between Poo and Mariowe, the contemporary of
Shakspeare and Greene, the rival of the great dramatist,
that have appeared in the columns of the Aékenzum, the
Academy, the British Quarierlies, and the transactions of
the new Shakespeare Society, Nor is this lofty estimate
of hia powers confined to those lands in which the English
language is the vernacular speech; it has extended into
foreign climes, and aroused appreciative admiration wheye
Euglish literature is imperfectly known and elightly
regarded.

“ Let; us rejoice that Poe's merits have found appropriate
recognition among bis own countrymen, and that Lge Poets’
Corner in our Westminaster is ab last rescued from the un-
grateful neglect which, for a o?uarter of a century, has
constituted the just reproach of our State and metropolis.

ise in the dedication of this monument to the
memory of our poet an omen of the highest and noblest
import, looking far beyond the mere preservation of his
fame by the ‘dull, cold marble’ which marks his long-
neglected grave. The imiz]m which led to ita erection
coincides In spirit and in ter with those grand move-
ments, which the zeal and enthusiasm of patriots and
geholare in Great Britain and in America have effected,
within the past ten years, for the perpetuation of much
thatis greatestin the poetry of the English tongue. Atlast
we bave the works of Geoffrey Chaucer restored to their
original purity by the praiseworthy diligence of Furni-
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val, Morris, and Bradshaw. At last we are to add
to the golden tressury of our literature genuine editions
of Shakspears, in which the growth of his genius and
his art will be traced by the ?uoeful scholarship and
penetrating insight of Tennyson, Ingleby, Spedding, Simp-
son, and Browning. Ten years have accomplished what
centuries failed to achieve, in rescning from sirange and
unpardonable indifference the masterpieces of our elder
literature, the Sibylline leaves of our ancient poesy.

“This graceful marble, fit emblem of our poet, is the
expression, perhaps wunconscious, undesigned, but none
the less effective, of sympathy with this great intellectunl
movement of our era. I hail these auspicious omenas of the
future of our literature with gratitude and delight, But
while we welcome these bappy indieations, while wo
rejuice in the critical expansion of our peerless literature,
let us not disregard the solemn injunction conveyed by this
day's proceedings. While we pay the last tributes of
respect to the memory of him who alone was worthy, among
Amwerican poets, to be ranked in that illustrious procession
of bards, arvund whose names is coneentrated the glory of
the English tongue from Chaucer to Tennyson, let us
cherish the admonition to nurture and stimulate tho poesy
of our land, until it ascend *with no middle flight’ into
the *brightest heaven of invention,’ and the regions of
purest phantasy.”

During the delivery of his address, Professor Shepherd
was frequently interrupted by applause. 'When he had con-
cluded, Poe’s “ Ruven ” was recited, {ollowed Ly a renderin
of the Infammalus, from Rossini's Staba! Muler, by the lo
Philbarmonic Society. Mr. J. H. Latrobe then gave some
personal reminiscences of the poet, and, upon the conclusion
of his remarks Mr, Neilson Poe, Sr. a cousin of the poet,
was introduced by Professor Elliott, and said : * The rels-
tives of the lite poet would indeed be warting in sensibility,
a8 well as gratitude, if they let this occazion pass without
some acknowledgment of ieir special obligation to those
who have reared the memorial soon to be unveiled over the
grave of their kinsman, It is impossible that they can be
indifferent to the increasing fame of one whose ancestry is
common to themeelves, and who ehare his blood. T

20
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oannot but look with gratification at the fact that the im.
putations on the personal character of Poe, which envy has
invented and malice magnified, can now, under a closer
investigation and an impartial criticism, be judged with
charity and justice, Pereonal animosity may have created
slanders which a kindlier spirit is now rejecting, and the
good and noble traite of character of the dead are being
recognised by an impartial public.”

Those present then repaired to Westminster Churchyard,
where dlp that is mortal of Poe now reposes, The remains
have been removed from their first resting.place, in an
obseure corner of the churchyard, to the corner of Fayette
and Greene Strests, whers the monument now covering the

ve can be seen from Fayette Street.

While the Philharmonic Society rendered the * Sleep
and Rest” by Barnby, adapted for the occasion from
Tennyson’s  Sweet and Low ” by Mrs, Eleanor Fullerton,
of Baltimore, the Committes on the Memorial and others

thered around the monument.

While the dirge was being sung, Professor Elliott and
Miss Rice removed the muslin in which the memorial was
veiled, and it was then for the first time presented to the gaze
of the public. The monument was crowned with a wreath
composed of ivy, and another of lilies and evergreens. After
the dirge, Poe’s ** Annabel Lee” was recited, and selections
from ** The Bells " were given by Mra. Dillehunt, This con-
clnded the ceremonles, and the erowd which had collected
in the graveyard came forward to view the monument.

During the unveiling a large throng was gathered in
the vicinity of Fayette and Greene Sireets, unable to gain
admission to the Female High School or the churchyard.

The monument is of the pedestal or cippue form, and is
eight feet high ; the surbase is of Woodstock granite, six
feet square, the cther portions being of white-veined Italian
marble,. The pedestal has an Attio base three feet ten
inches square ; the die block is a cube three feet square and
three feot two inches high, relieved on each face by a equare-

jecting and polished plane, the upper angles of which are
men and filled with a carved rosette, On the fr?r::dpmel
is the bas-relief bust of the poet, modelled b erick
Volck from a photogzaph in poseession of Mr, Neilson Pos.
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On the opposite panel are inscribed the dates of the puet’s
birth and death, The die block is surmounted by a hold
and graceful frieze and cornice four feet square, broken on
each face in the centre by a segment of a cirele. The frivge
is ornamented at the angles by richly-carved acanthine leaves,
and in the centre by a lyre crowned with laurel, ‘The whole
is capped by & blocking three feet square, cut to a low
pyramidal form. *The rmonument is gimple nud chaste, and
strikes more by graceful outline than by crowding with
unmeaniug ornament.” Mr. Geo, A. Frederick was the
architect.

A TRIBUTE FROM THE STAGR—* A pleasing feature of the
ceremonies was the placing npon the monumens of a largs
wreath of flowers, made up prineipally of camelias, lilies, and
teavoses, Together with this was deposited a floral tribute
in the shape of a raven, made from black immortelles. The
large petals of the lilies suguested the ‘hells’ immortalised
by Poe's genius, tho sigmificance of the other cmblems
heing obvious, These were tributes from the company av
Ford’s Grand Opera House, Mrs. Germon being mainly in-
strumentsl in getting them up. Poe’s mother had been an
sctress at Holliday Strees Theatre, which fact had been
preserved in the traditions of the atage, aud ful something
to do with inepiring this tribute.”
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APPENDIX F,

BIOGRAPHIES OF EDGAR ALLAN POR

To furnish o full and analytic account of the biographies of
Edgar Allan Poe would be a task almost equal fo that of
rewriting his entire lif. The history of this poet’s bio-
graphies might, indeed, fill a fresh chapter, and that by no
means the least memorable, in the Curiosities of Literature,
Naturally, only a concise and cursory summary of these
sketohes can be given here. Previous to the poet’s death,
goveral slight biographical noticer were published in
various forms, and more or less diluted by epeculative
criticiam, Griswold’s works on American Poets and Prose
Writers, contained a ecertain number of correct and of in-
correct dafa, to which Mr. J. R Lowell added his quanium,
in Grakam’s Mugazine for February 1845, in & clever but un.
sympathetic paper on “ Edgar Allan Poe,” Pos died on
the 7th of October 1849, and two daye later a somewhat
lengthy and bitterly hostile paper on his life and charaeter
appeared in the New York T'ribune, over the signatore of
“Lndwig” N. P. Willis, commenting in the Home Journal
upon thie posthumous hostility, revealed the fact that the
psendonymous reviler of the dead was Rufus Griswnld,
John Neal immediately denounced the calumniator’s sketeh
a8 “false and malicious,” and other friends and admirers
were equally disgusted with it; whilst Mr. George R
Graham—that ' noble fellow,” as Mrs Clemm styles him—
knowing more of the connection between the dead lion and
bis dissector than any one else, published a long and elo-
quent reply in Grakam’s Magazing for March 1850, in which
he justly termed the characterisation by the soi-disand
% Ludwig,” “the fancy sketch of a jaundiced vision,” “an
immortai infamy,” and other similar appellationa,
Meanwhile, Mr. Powell, an English authorresident in New
York, had just completed & work on *“The Living Authors
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of America,” in which a pleasant, unprejndiced, biographical
sketch was given of Poc's career. The hook, howemw.r:!r,, did
not appear until after the poet’s death ; its dals are very
flattering to Poe, but do not appear very reliable,

In March 1850 was published, in the Soufhern Literary
Messenger, what Griswold styles an “ Eulogium ” on Pos, but
what really was a still more dastardly attack on the dead
man thau the unsavoury “ Ludwig” article. It had evi-
dently been written and printed in hot haste, and was so
disgraceful and cowardly that the editorial proprietor ot
the magazine, Mr. John R. Thompson, deemed it neces-
sary to append a short printed note, to the effect that had
it not been inserted during his absence. and not sesn by
him until too late to stop it, it should not have ap
in the Messenger. Who wrote this article? It is generally
ascribed to Mr. J. M. Daniel ; yot, sirange to sy, it not
oaly uses lengthy passages of * Ludwig's” sketch without
inverted commas, or other signe of gnotation, but, when
Griswold's long “Memoir of Poe” appeared in the Boston
Indernational Magazine, he also made use of long extracts
from the  Eulogium * without acknowledgment. Certainly
be does refer to it as his authority for one of the blackest
crimes he charges Poe with, and which he limself not un-
aptly styles unfit for *sny register but that of hell.” Was
not this miscalled (by Griswold‘g ‘ defender,’ then, Griswold
himself, or some one acting under his ingpiration {

In 1850 appeared the third volume of Poc’s works, pre-
fased by the so-styled “ Memoir” of the poet, & concentration
of hatred and malice that had already done duty, as pointed
out above, in the Julernubiondd Magazine. 1t is quite im-
poszible to comprehend the immense injury this publica-
tion did to Poe’s memory. Its anthor appeared to be in
poasession of the facts—as editor of the poet’s works he
was in possession of the field—and, therefore, all the
numerous Writers, friendly or hostile, who essayed bio-
graphical sketches of Poe, resorted to Griswold for their dafa,
Ans, notwithstanding intermittent bursts of indignation,
no new life of Poe, founded npon ecvidenco independent
of that proffered by this initial biographer, was published
until the present writer's sketeh, introductory of the first
complete edition of the poet's works, appeared in October
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1874. During this quarter of & century, however, several
noteworthy * memoirs of Poe” saw the light. The best
known of these waa the essay of Baudelaire, and it is chiefly
remarkable ag the attempt, by a man of genius, to explain
Poe'e character as descrsbed by Griswold, by an ingenious
theory of his own. Of course he failed in fhal, however
valuable his essay otherwise may be and truly is. Baude-
laire, it should be added, had read the ¢ Eulogium,” and,
probably, Powell's account of Poe already referred te.

Next in importance to the French eritie’s characterieation
of Poe, is that by James Ha.nn‘n‘.;, prefixed to the 1353
English edition of the Poetical Works, It is a charming
and appreciative aketch, but having no biographical details
other than Griswold's o go by, and being as instinctively
attracted to Poe as was Bauvdelaire, Hannay also staried a
theory as ingenious and as unsatisfactory aa his, to asconnt
for the poet’s presumed misdeeds, A writer in the Brilish
Quarlerly Review for July 1875, now understood to bs Dr. A
H. Japp, in a elever and impartial article on “Edgar Allan
Poe,” has very thoroughly sifted the errors promulgated by
the two writers, and thus disposes of the latest offspring of a
remarkable group : * Owing to influences precisely similar,
Mr, Curwen, in his ‘Sorrow and Song,’ errs in the same
direction as Baudelsire and Hannay; and Ais eympathy
seems wholly misplaced, because he will drive against
society, instead of acknowledging frankly Poe’s faults and
perversities.”

The ahove writers, as infimated, did not dispute Gris-
wold's premiges, only his inferences, but others, more or
less known in the literary world, doubted the trustworthi-
ness of both, The editor of Chambers’ * Handbook of
Ameriosn Literatare,” writing in 1854, mildly expressed
doubts of several of the allegations made against Poe by
his biographer. Nemesis began to loom in the distance.
In April 1857 Mr, Moy Thomas drew attention to the
fact ¢ that Pos's miserable story rested whelly upon Gris.
wold's Memoir; that all eince him have followed Griswold,
with the exactness of a Hebrew copyist, trembling at the
prophet's carse upon all who sliould add to or take away one
tittle of the text.” It did appear to me to be an important
and an interesting point,” he remarks, “to learn what
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explanation, if any, Griswold himself had given of the
reasons which hu{ determined him to falfil his painful
task.” Mr. Moy Thomas then proceeded to show, “what
even Amerlcan readers appear to have forgotten, that whea
Mr, Griswold’s Memoir waa first published, its assertions
were denied by many who had known Poe, that no person
corroborated the worst parts of his story, that some went
so far a8 to im}gu his motives; and that others, who had
knowa and closer relations with the poet, gave
accounta differing materially from Griswold’s” Finaily,
after alluding to the enmity existing between the poet and
his biographer, Mr. Moy Thomas concludes his highly
suggestive paper, by reminding English readers that there
are * portraits of Poe less repulsive than that one which
is best known.” In November 1857 appeared in Bussell's
Magazine, Charleston, S,C., a still more remarkable vindicz-
tory article, by Professor James Wood Davideon; in this
defence of Figar Poe’s fair fame, many of Griswold's
imputations were proved to be false, whilst others were
rendered extremely improbable, This important step was
contemporaneous with similar efforts made by Captain
Mayne Reid, Mr. T. C. Clarke, and other personal
acquaintanees of the deceased poet, in the magasines and
newspapers, and by Mr. L. A, Wilmer, in his book ecalled
“QOur Press Gang.” The slow progress made by these
justificatory pieces may be comprehended when reading the
last named anthor’s words respecting an article he had
pnblished on “Edgar A. Poe and his Calumniators” “I
do not know,” he states, “ that this vindication was copied
by a single paper ; whereas the whole press of the country
seemed desirous of giving circulation and authenticity to
the slanders.”

But the ball had been set rolling, and in 1860, when
Mrs, Whitman published her beautiful little monograph
on “Edgar Poe and his Critics,” ssveral influential literati
were prepared to add the impetus of their words towards
aiding the eauge of truth and justice, Mrs, Whitman’s
defence of her dead friend dealt almost entirely with his
literary character, “leaving to some later writer the task
of giving to the world a more impartial memoir of the poet
than Qriswold’s,” but at the same time she pointed cut that
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that anthor’s “perverted facts and baseless assumptions
kad been adopted into every subsequent memoir and notice
of the poet,” and therefore she published her book as an
earnest protest against such a ¢ great wrong to the dead.”

Harper's New Monthly Magazine for September 1872,
contained an article on * Edgar Allan Poe” which, although
showing animus against the poet, was noteworthy as afford-
ing evidence of original research. In 1875 this article,
revised and enlarged, and for gome ocenlt reason “sub-
mitted” to English readers, did duty as “sn original
memoir,” a8 the introduction to a new American edition of
the Poetical Works In the Brifish Quarferly Review it is
disposed of thus: “The last addition to the Poe biography
is ‘An Original Memoir,' by B. B. Stoddard, a gentleman
of New York, who denounces Griswold, and then proceeds
simply to surpass him in his own line; raking together
such a mass of irrelevant gossip as we never read before.”

During the last fifteen years the writer of the present
biography has published papers in vindication of Poe’s
memory, but it was not until the beginning of 1874 that
he was enabled to adduce more than a few isolated items
in aupport of his theory of Griswold’s untrustworthiness.
In January of that year he commenced a series of articles
in the Mirror, on glew Facts” about the poet; in June
the same year he contributed a still more exculpatory
sketeh to Temple Bar Magazine, and in the following October
published a thorough vindication of Poe, 28 an introduc-
tion to the first volume of a complete edition of his works.
In March 1845, he revised and abridged this sketch of
#“Edgar Allan Poe,” for the Infernational Review, and in
1874 contributed a further revizion of it, as an introduction
to the Balfimore Memorial, a livre de luze in every respect
most creditable to the * Monumental City :” this handsome
volnme, besides other interesting and original matter, con-
tained Colonel Preston's pleasant reminiscences of his
famous school-fellow.

In 1877, a New York edition of Poe’s poems was pre-
faced by “a New Memoir ” by Mr. E. L. Didier, a gentleman
who appears to have been collecting “Poeana” for some
time past, and who, ultimately, came into posgession of the
present writer'’s life of the poet: by aid of this he was
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enabled to compile “ 4 New Memoir,” forgetﬁn&lhowmr,
in the hurry of publication, to acknowledge the chief sonrce
of his “mnch fresh and interesting information,” Mr.
Francis Qerry Fairfield, a New York journalist, and the
suthor of an innumerable number of “ queer ” on,
Jfrom, and about Poe, thus briefly summarised his opinion
on Mr. Didier’s book :—

* Dear D—, in your biography of Foe,
Ths real cause tor ruo 1s,

That what is true was published yenrs age,
uﬁn&:hatisnew::gtmia:um
new at you te

Uponthetiﬂm mzllwleft out.”

“The Last Days of Edgar Poe,” by Mrs 8. A, Talley-
Weiss, was a noticeable contribution towards the poet's
biography that appeared in Serébner's Magazine for March
1878, The present writer has ventured to avail himself
i):; some portions of this account of Poe's last fow weeks

e.

NumerfoE oﬁer bo;;ks smtlil sll::tches he:rdi’n up';::y the
subject of this bio wight be mentioned, but beyond
thoie already refexg-tr:g ti heli{;e, or in the body of the work,
few or any are of biograplical value, although several
might be cifed as of critical worth, such as Dr, Landa’s
1 Noticias Biograficas de Edgard Poe,” prefixed to the 1858
Spanish collection of Poe’s tales, and Dr. W. Hand Browne's
clever analysis of *“ Eureka,” in the New Eclectic Magazine for
1868, remarkablo as the enly known attempt to examine
that scientific work scientifically.
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APPENDIX G,
THE BIBLIOGRAPHY OF EDGAR ALLAN POE.

Tee following record of the bibliegraphy of Edgar Allan
Poe is searcely likely to prove complete, or exhaustive,
although no pains have been spared to make it both, It
hag now been brought down to date and should be aceurate
as far as it goes, a8 copies of most of the works mentioned
are in possesgion of the present writer. Doubtless many
translations have ap snd disappeared, without leav-
mg any discoverable traces in the imparfectly-kept book

of the past, whilst even several American and
Engl:sh distinet publications—anonymous and pseudony-
mous—ag well ag various edifions of Poe’s known works,
are no longer recognisable. Only separate book publica-
tions are herein referred to, and no notice has been taken
of various works wrongly ascribed to Poe: magazine,
newspaper, and such-like ephemeral issues have also been
ignored. It may be mentioned that the poet's name and
works are well known in most Europeen countries (as well
a8 in the British eolonies), but whother by means of native
or foreign versions, or by journals or books, cannot always
be ascertained. In France and other countries, translations
of Poe’s tales have frequently been published in the jowrnals,
en feuilleton,

AMERICAN,
PUBLIFHED DURING POR'S LIFETTME.

Tamerlane and Other Poems, Boston, 1827, 16mo.

Al Aaracf, Toamerlans, and Minor Posms. Baltimore,
1829. 16mo,

Poems, (Second edition.) New York 1831 16me,
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The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym. New York. 1838
1210,

Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque, Philadelphis, 1840

ted 1839). 1zmo. 2 vols.

The Conchologist's Firet Book, Philadelphin. 1840 (printed
1839). (Second edition same yesr.)

Tales of the Grotesqus and Arabesque. {Second edition.)
New York, 1845, 16mo. 2 vola

Tales, Now York. 1845 12mo,

Dhe Rowen and Other Poems. New York, 1845, 12mo.

Eureka. A Pross Poem, New York. 1848. 8vo. {Second
edition is said to Lave beon issued, but canuot be
traced.)

TOATHUMNOUS.

The Workivs of Edgar Allan Poe, New York. 1850, 12mo.
2 vols,

The Literats, (Memoir by R, W, Griswold.) New York,
1850, 12mo. (Issued as vol. iii, of the Works.)

The Works, ko, New York. 1850. 12m0. Now edifion.
3 vole,

The Works, Now York. 1853, 12mo0, 4 vols, {Voliv.
contained # Arthnr Gordon P'ym,” nnd other hitherto
uncollected 1ales.)

The Works. New Yok, 1858, 12mo. Fifteenth edition,
(All later editions of The Worls weve merely reprints
of this collection uniil 1876, when ndditional pieces
from the Edinburgh collection of 1874~75 were
included,)

The Postical Works. (With Memoir, founded on Griswold's,
and ascribed to C. Briggs) New York. 1853, 8vo.

Editions of the Poetica! Works, in all sizes, with or with-
out memodr, illustrated or not, continued to issue from tho

Press of New York. The poems were merely reprints of

those published in volume ii. of the 1850 collection, un-

altered and unadded to, until 1875, when the early lines

% To Helen" ware omitted, and eight juvenile pieces (which

had recently been reprinted by J. H. Ingram from the 1831

edition) were included. In the *Memorial ¥ edition of

the Poems and Essays (New York. 1876. 8vo. Memoir
by J. B. Ingram) “To Holen" reappesred, and seven of
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the 1831 pieces were again omitted, Other variations, of

more or less importance, occur in the different editions

now in eirculation,

Select Works. Poetical and Prose. (Memoir by R. H.
Btoddard. * Household” edition,) New York and
London. 1884 8vo.

Z%s Raven. (Ilustrated by G. Doré, Commentary by E. C,
Stedman.) New York and London. 1883 Folio,

The Works. (Introduction and Memoir by R. H. Stoddard.)
New Yok and London. 1884. 8vo. 6 vols

Beirise.  (Prosz)

The Narvalive of Arthur Gordon Pym. TLondon. 1838,
8vo. (A reprint of the New York edition, ingued by
the London branch of the American firm.)

The Narrative of Avthur Gordom Pym. Londom. 1841,
4to. (In the “ Novelist's Newspaper.”)

The Narvative of Arthur Gordon, Pym. Lendon, 1859,
8vo.

The Nasrative of Arthur Gordon Pym. London. 1861
8vo. (No. 3 of “The Shilling Series.”)

Beveral other reprints of this romance have appeared in
England, but cannot now be traced,

Tales, London. 1845 8vo. (Reprint of the New York
colleetion.)

Meamerism, “In Articulo Mortis,” London. 1846, 8vo.
(Pamphlet reprint of “ M, Valdemar's Case.”)

Eureks, A Prose Poem. London, 1848, 8&vo. (Appar-
ently the New York edition with another title-page.}

Talss and Shetches. London. 1852, 8vo,

Tales and Poems. London, 1852. 8vo,

Tales of Mystory, Imagination, and Humowr. London,
1852, 8vo. Illustrated. 2 vols. (Two series, being
vols, i, and ix. of the “ Readable Books ” Library.)

Toles of Mystery, Imagination, and Humowr, Tondon,

Toles of .Mystery, I'magination, and Humowr. Halifax.
1855 16mo. {In the “Cottage Library.”) Various
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editions of this collection sppeared in 1856 and
snbsequently, in London and elsewhere.

Tales and Fooms. London. (Ward, Lock & Co.) 1864
12m0.

The Works. London. 1872. 8ve. (This so-called collection
OPf The Works doIes not conlain more than a third of

oe’s writings. It is believed to have had & ve
e:irculation.)g& Y g

The Complste Works. (Edited, with Memoir, by John H.
Ingram.) Edinburgh. 187475. 8vo. 4 vuls. (This
has passed through various editions.)

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and Other Stories. Hlustrated,
London. No date. 8vo.

Talss of Mystery and Imagination. Tondon, 1883 8vo,
(“Bixpenny Novels” Series.)

The Tales and Poems. Including “The Journal of Julius
Rodman.” (Edited, with Fseays, by J. H. Ingram,
DMlustrated with original etehings, &c.) London,
1884. 8vo. 4 vols. (150 lnrge paper copies printed.)

Tales. (Edited, with Note, by J. H. Ingram.) ILeipzig.
(Other editions in London,) 1884. 8vo. (Tnuchnitz
“ Collection of British Authors.”)

Selections. Prows and Postry, London, &e, 1885, 8vo,
(“The Red Library.”)

Tales of Mystery and Imagination. Selected. (Introduc
tion by H. R. Haweis,) London, 1886. 16mo. (“The
World Library.”)

Talss and Other Prose Writings. Selected. (Introduction
by E Rhys.) London. 1889. 8vo. {“The Camelot”
Beries.)

Tales of Adventurs, Mystery, and Imagination. (Introdue-
tion by G. T. Bettany.) London, &e. Illustrated.
18go. 8vo. (*Minerva Library of Famous Books.")

Brrrise. (PoxTRY.)

The Raven, and Other Poems, London. 1846. 16mo. {A
reprint of the New Yok edition, 1845.)
Ths Pootical Works. London. 1852, 12mo.
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Tha Poetical Works. (Life by J. Hanvay) Ilustrated.
London, 1853, 8vo, (Many editions of this colleo-
tion have appeared.

The Posticul Wgr.h. (Poems by R, H. Dana in same
volume.) Hlustrated, London. 1857. 12mo,

Ths Poetical Works. (With Memoir) London. 1858
(printed 1857). 8vo,

The Poetical Works. London. 1858: rzmo. 1859: 8vo.
1860 : 18mo,

Many reprints of these collections have been published,
some with memoir, some with illustrations, but only
those hereafter specified call for separate mention.

The Poems. London. 12mo. or 8vo, 1862, &e. Ilus-
trated. (“The Emerald” Series) The thirteenth
thousand wos announced some years ago.

The Poetical Works, (With Life, and Selections from bis
Sketches and Reviews.) London. 1866, 8vo. (“The
Library of Popular Authors.”) _

The Postical Works, (“Original Memoir,” derived from
Griswold,) Edinburgh, 1869. 8vo.

The Postical Works. Illustrated. Edinburgh, 1869. 4to.

The Raven. Penny edition. Qlasgow. 1869. 2z4mo.

T Poems. (Ward and Lock's edition.) London, 1870,
ato,

T%e Poems. Edinburgh., 1871 Bmall 4to. Ditto 8vo
Ditte 12mo, (Variously reprinied at London and
Edinburgh, and many other editions more or less
important issued.)

Poems. {With Hesay by A, Lang.) London. 1881, 8vo,

The Poetical Works, (Memoir by F. M. H.) Tllustrated.
London. 1882. 8vo. (“Mozon'’s Popular Poeta”)
With new Preface, 1887.

The Raven. (Illustrated.) London. 1883 8vo.

The Raven, (Illustrated by W. L. Taylor.? London. No
date. 4to.

T%s Raven, (Commentary by E. O, Stedman. IMlustrated
by G. mmhndon. 1883. Folio,"

Tamerians Posme. a0 by R. H. Bhepherd.
London. 1884, 1fmo, (Prclaco by )

Posms and Essays, (Memoir by J. H. Ingram, Leipaig.
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Also in Tondon) 1884, 16mo. (Tauchnitzs “Collec-
tion of British Authors,”)

The Raven. (Literary and Historical Commentary by J.
H. Ingram.) London, 1885, Svo.

Poetical Works, (Prefstory Notice by J. Skipeoy. “The
Canterbury Poets.”) London. 1885, 8vo,

Postical Works. (With Memoir.) New York and London.
1886, 12mo.

Poems. London, 1887, 16mo. (*The Pocket Library.”)

Complets Postical Works. (With Momoir, and edited,
snnotated and arranged by J. H. Ingram.) London
and New York, 1888, d8ve, (“Tho Chandos
(laseics.”)

The Bells. lllustrated, London, (Nwemberg printed.)
1888, 8vo.

Frenco,

Ilistoires Extraordinaires. Paris. 1856, 1azmo,
Nouvellea Histoives Extraordinaires, Paris, 1857, 12me.
Aventures &’ Asthur Gordon Pym, Paris, 1863 12mo.
Furéka, Parie 1863. 12mo,
Histoires Crotesipues et Sériouses, Paris. 1865 ramo.
The above five are Baudelaire's world-fameil translations
of Poe’s works. They have gone through numerous
editions, and have circulated by tens of thousands,
culminating in the following superbly illustrated
volumes -
Histoires Extraordinaires. (La vie par C. Bandelaire), and
Nouvelles Histoires Extraordinaires, {Notes nouvelles par
C. Baudelaire.) Paris. 1884 8vo.
Les Contes &' Edgar Poe. Paris, 1846. 12mo.
Nouvellss Choisies. Paris, 1853. 12mo.
Contes Imédits. (Traduits par W. L. Iughes) Paris.
1862, ‘12mo,
Mills &t Deuxiéme Nuit, THuatrd, Coulommiers, 18G9. 4to.
Le Corbean. (Traduit par 8. Mallarmé, Tllustré par E.
Manet.) ig, 1875, Folin.
A magnificent chef &'eeuvre, worthy of all concarned.
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Conies Grotesgues. (Tradnc‘blonavecheparﬁ.Hann nin,
Vignette par Odilon Bedon.) Paris. 1882, §vo,
%mc’ﬁm (Traduction Nouvelle par W. L. Hughes.)
Paris. 1885, &vo.

Derniors Contes. (Traduits par F. Babbe, &e.) Paris, 1887,

Ls Sosrabés &'Or, (Tradmit par C. Simond. Iliwstrd.)
Paris, 1887. 8vo.

Lz ‘Scarabés &'Or, (Ilustrations de Brossi-le-Vaignesu.)
Parie. 1888, 8vo.

Aventures d'4, G. Pym. (Traduction de C. 8imond.,) Paris,
1888. S8vo.

Les Potmes. (Traduction de 8. Mallarmé, avec notes.
Portrait, et fieuron per E. Manet.) Bruzelles, 1888,
4to,

GERMAN,

Novellon von E. A, Poe. Tllustrated, Leipzig. 1855-58. 2
vola, ’ )pp. 192, 192. (Issued in the * Familien-Biblio-
thek.”

Auegewdhits Werke, Leipsig. 1853-58. 3 vols. pp. zoo,
214, 197. (Issued in the “ Amerikanische-Bibliothek,"”
a8 vole, xxxvii,, xxxviii, and xeix.)

Talee of Mystery, Imagma!m:, and Humour. leipzig,
1855—56 2 vols. (Vols, vi. and vii. of “ The English
Lik

SM%?:JY E. A. Poe. (With Memoir.) Leipzig. 1854-
58. 2 vols, (Vols. xiii. and xiv. of “Diirr's Collec-
tion of American Authors,”) pp. 246, 280.

Unlbegreifiiche Ersignisse und gehsimniszeolle Thaten. Btutt-
gart, 1861, pp. 580. 8vo,

Brataunlichs Geschichten und wnheimlicke Begebenfieiten.
Btuttga.rt. 1859 PP- 4356,

Unkeimlichs Geach g' 1879. pp. 164. 8vo,

Der Rabs, die Glocben, und Lenore, Phﬂs.delphia. 1864.
16mo,

Der Rabe. (Mit einer biographischen Skizze.) Philadelphia.
1869. 8vo. Ilustrated
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SraNisH,

ITistoréas Exiraordinarias. (Noticias por el Doctor Landa.)
Madrid. 1858. 16mo,

Historins Extrgordinarias. (Two Series} Madrid, 1850
16mo. 2 vole. (In the “Biblioteca de Viaje.”)
Aventuras de Arturo Gordin Pym. Barcelona. 1863 8vo,
Aventuras ds Ariuro Gordin Pym. Madrid, 1887, 36mo,

(In the ** Biblioteca Universal.”)

ITALIAN,
Racoonts Tnoredibiki. Illnstrated. Milan. 1376, 8vo.
Racconti, Milan, 137% (No. 38 of the *Biblioteea
Nuova.")
Nuovi Racconti Straordinari. Milan, 1885. 8vo. (No.
143 of the “Biblioteca Universal,”)

AUSTRALIAN,

Pootical Works, Melbourne, :868. 8vo,
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