A Dream Within a Dream

          Take this kiss upon the brow!

          And, in parting from you now,

          Thus much let me avow-

          You are not wrong, who deem

          That my days have been a dream;

          Yet if hope has flown away

          In a night, or in a day,

          In a vision, or in none,

          Is it therefore the less gone?

          All that we see or seem

          Is but a dream within a dream.

          I stand amid the roar

          Of a surf-tormented shore,

          And I hold within my hand

          Grains of the golden sand-

          How few! yet how they creep

          Through my fingers to the deep,

          While I weep- while I weep!

          O God! can I not grasp

          Them with a tighter clasp?

          O God! can I not save

          One from the pitiless wave?

          Is all that we see or seem

          But a dream within a dream?

Eldorado

                   Gaily bedight,

                   A gallant knight,

               In sunshine and in shadow,

                   Had journeyed long,

                   Singing a song,

               In search of Eldorado.

                   But he grew old-

                   This knight so bold-

               And o'er his heart a shadow

                   Fell as he found

                   No spot of ground

               That looked like Eldorado.

                   And, as his strength

                   Failed him at length,

               He met a pilgrim shadow-

                   "Shadow," said he,

                   "Where can it be-

               This land of Eldorado?"

                   "Over the Mountains

                   Of the Moon,

               Down the Valley of the Shadow,

                   Ride, boldly ride,"

                   The shade replied-

               "If you seek for Eldorado!"

Imitation

A dark unfathomed tide

Of interminable pride -

A mystery, and a dream,

Should my early life seem;

I say that dream was fraught

With a wild and waking thought

Of beings that have been,

Which my spirit hath not seen,

Had I let them pass me by,

With a dreaming eye!

Let none of earth inherit

That vision of my spirit;

Those thoughts I would control,

As a spell upon his soul:

For that bright hope at last

And that light time have past,

And my worldly rest hath gone

With a sigh as it passed on:

I care not though it perish

With a thought I then did cherish.

The Valley of Unrest

       Once it smiled a silent dell

       Where the people did not dwell;

       They had gone unto the wars,

       Trusting to the mild-eyed stars,

       Nightly, from their azure towers,

       To keep watch above the flowers,

       In the midst of which all day

       The red sunlight lazily lay.

       Now each visitor shall confess

       The sad valley's restlessness.

       Nothing there is motionless-

       Nothing save the airs that brood

       Over the magic solitude.

       Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees

       That palpitate like the chill seas

       Around the misty Hebrides!

       Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven

       That rustle through the unquiet Heaven

       Uneasily, from morn till even,

       Over the violets there that lie

       In myriad types of the human eye-

       Over the lilies there that wave

       And weep above a nameless grave!

       They wave:- from out their fragrant tops

       Eternal dews come down in drops.

       They weep:- from off their delicate stems

       Perennial tears descend in gems.

