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The term Romance causes endless confusion. 
Tell someone on the street you are a writer of 
romantic fiction and they will envision broad 
chested men with golden hair wooing big 
bosomed women with dark hair. Tell a linguist 
and she will ask if you write in French or Italian. 
Tell an English Professor and he will ask if you 
prefer Keats or Wordsworth (or, perhaps, he will 
ask if the term signifies anything at all).

Romanticism is little better. Clumped with poets 
like Shelley, who wrote with energy of thought 
about individuals and their deep personal 
values, are intellectuals like Schopenhauer who 
taught that individuals were controlled by an 
invisible, powerful will and thus individuals had 
no personal values. 

Romance originally denoted the vernacular 
language of France as opposed to Latin. In 
Lyrical Ballads by WIlliam Wordsworth and 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, they wrote in their 
?Advertisement? to readers that

The majority of the following poems are to be 
considered as experiments. They were written 
chiefly with the view to ascertain how far the 
language of conversation in the middle and 
lower classes of society is adopted to the 
purposes of poetic pleasure.

 Once again, we see an attempt to use 

vernacular language, but not merely as it falls 
from the lips of peasants. First, this literature of 
the people must be forged through the furnace 
of the imagination and tempered by reason.

Romanticism is like Liberty, men have always 
felt a desire for it, but not until a formal 
declaration is announced are they capable of 
fully realizing it. Wordsworth and the early 
romantics, in their ?experiment? attempted to 
create that declaration.

Though there are similarities between 
romanticism and liberty, there are differences 
too. Most importantly is enforcement. The 
Declaration of Independence is a political 
document, which imbued a nation with its 
cohesive spirit. Liberty can be enforced, or, 
more aptly, protected through physical force. 
There can be no liberty when men can use 
force on their neighbors. Romanticism cannot 
be protected in the same way. Moreover, 
political liberty is a prerequisite to aesthetic 
Romanticism. It is no coincidence that the 
romantic poet, Lord Byron, died defending 
Greece?s Independence. It is in the veins of a 
romantic spirit to act such. 

Romanticism is a product of the human mind, 
and thus must use rhetorical devices such as 
argument, inspiration, marketing, conversation 
and most importantly the work itself to persuade 
writers and readers of its value.
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Scholars today would argue the early 
romantics failed in this. After all, the 
movement is no longer in existence. I do not 
believe they failed. They were sabotaged. 
Often, by those very individuals who 
pretended to defend them.

The only way to create a Declaration of 
Romanticism is through reading romantic 
literature. We may declare aloud:? Here, in 
this land, there be Romanticism.? But until 
men and women develop their faculty of 
judgment, they will be like freed slaves who 
remain mentally enslaved.

Wordsworth continues: 

An accurate taste in Poetry, and in all other 
arts?  is an acquired talent, which can only 
be produced by severe thought and a long 
continued intercourse with the best models of 
composition.

This is the first job of Troubadour Magazine. 
To BE the Declaration of Romanticism, by 
cultivating a selection of work for readers and 
writers to use in order to train the mind, 
heighten the senses, and entertain the soul.

In Issue 1, you will read the work of two 
modern romanticists and several elder 
forefathers. 

Included in this issue is:

Essay: A Clarion Call to Readers and Writers 
(from me)

Drama: The Spirit of a Romantic: Cyrano de 
Bergerac's No Thank You Speech by 

Edmond Rostand

Poem: Flower?s Bloom by Jeremiah Cobra 

Poem: The Blossom by William Blake

Tale: For Five Minutes I Lived by Maddox 
Herring

Poem: Ode on a Grecian Urn by John Keats

Tale: Dr. Heidegger?s Experiment By Nathaniel 
Hawthorne

Poem: El Dorado by Edgar Allan Poe

For those of you interested in going on the 
writer's journey into the land of Romanticism, 
please send a docx of your poem, short story, 
or essay to troubadourmag@gmail.com. 



Expense? No thank you! Be the patron saint

Of a small group of literary souls

Who dine together every Tuesday? No

I thank you! Shall I labor night and day

to Build a reputation on one song,

And never write another? Shall I find

True genius only among Geniuses,

Palpitate over little paragraphs,

and struggle to insinuate my name

In the columns of the Mercury?

No thank you! Calculate, scheme, be afraid,

Love more to make a visit than a poem,

Seek introductions, favors, influences??

No thank you! No, I thank you! And again

I thank you!? But...

 

To sing, to laugh, to dream

To walk in my own way and be alone,

Free, with an eye to see things as they are,

A voice that means manhood? to cock my 

hat

Where I choose? At a word, a Yes, a No,

To fight? or write. To travel any road

What would you have me do?

Seek for the patronage of some great man,

And like a creeping vine on a tall tree

Crawl upward, where I cannot stand alone?

No thank you! Dedicate, as others do,

Poems to pawnbrokers? Be a buffoon

In the vile hope of teasing out a smile

On some cold face? No thank you! Eat a toad

For breakfast every morning? Make my knees

Callous, and cultivate a supple spine,?

Wear out my belly groveling in the dust?

No thank you! Scratch the back of any swine

That roots up gold for me? Tickle the horns

Of Mammon with my left hand, while my right

Too proud to know his partner's business,

Takes in the fee? No thank you! Use the fire

God gave me to burn incense all day long

Under the nose of wood and stone? No thank 

you!

Shall I go leaping into ladies' laps

And licking fingers?? or? to change the form?

Navigating with madrigals for oars,

My sails full of the sighs of dowagers?

No thank you! Publish verses at my own

THE SPIRIT OF A ROMANTIC: CYRANO 
DE BERGERAC'S NO THANK YOU SPEECH 

BY EDMOND ROSTAND



Under the sun, under the stars, nor doubt

If fame or fortune lie beyond the bourne?

Never to make a line I have not heard

In my own heart; yet, with all modesty

To say: "My soul, be satisfied with flowers,

With fruit, with weeds even; but gather them

In the garden you may call your own."

So, when I win some triumph, by some chance,

Render no share to caesar? in a word,

I am too proud to be a parasite,

And if my nature wants the germ that grows

Towering to heaven like a mountain pine,

Or like the oak, sheltering multitudes?

I stand, not high it may be? but alone!



For too long English prose and 

verse has succumbed to the 

foggy creations of an artistic 

class unworthy of the name. 

"Artists" lack the grit to 

meticulously craft an artwork as 

clearly communicable as it is 

emotionally derived. What is 

titled literary today would not 

serve as a gift shop paper 

towel to clean a coffee spill 

from a Poe, a Hawthorne, a 

Rostand or any number of 

romanticists and romanticists in 

spirit.

?

It is no coincidence that the 

most vile, hateful movements 

arise from such bilious 

nonsense as is exposed in the 

literary journals of our own day. 

Read their pages after 

watching a violent protest on 

the streets of our good country 

and you will see one deviltry in 

the same..

 

 The troubadour is he or she 

who shall pick up the pen as 

a sword, in order to defend 

the dialect of the tribe, to 

challenge the status quo, to 

hack at purple prose and 

stream of consciousness and 

spoken word poetry, to 

expand the language of 

America and the moral lives 

of Americans.

?

You are a troubadour if you 

have a song in your heart. If 

your poetry is both structured 

like a mathematical equation 

and delivers the wisdom of 

the ages, you are a 

troubadour. If your stories are 

unafraid of complexity and 

seek to integrate the four 

indivisible attributes? theme, 

plot, characterization, style? you 

are a troubadour. If with wit and 

humor you seek to expose the 

inanities of the high institutions in 

our culture, you are a troubadour. If 

you are unafraid to call forth your 

inner hero and craft essays for and 

against the most controversial 

topics of our age, you are a 

troubadour. If you wish not only to 

spread stories that build our 

individual souls, but also to create 

stories that build a good society, 

you are a troubadour.

This applies to readers and writers.

The troubadour magazine selects 

stories, poems, and essays based 

not on so trifling a standard as 

genre. We welcome what may be 

called romance or science fiction or 

fantasy or tragedy. Be it high if it be 

at all.

A CLARION CALL



Jerem iah 
Cobra

My heart leapt in my chest

When my eyes met this flower,

Its leaves glistening

From an afternoon shower.

 

I thought I should be

Forevermore inspired

To behold its bloom?

A most radiant fire.

 

I acquired it at once,

And I so adored

That her beauty augmented

My chamber decor

 

My soul was uplifted,

and each day, it's restored

And thus, here's a promise

I shall never ignore:

 

Ma amour, if by chance

I find you neglected

Or left there to suffer

From my own transgressions

 

If I find you wilted,

Alone and distressed,

If your petals sulk,

Or your roots are affected,

 

I'll offer these letters,

As water to nourish

The roots and the flowers

I so dearly cherish

With hope that in time,

You will once again flourish,

And our souls together,

Uplifted. Refurbished.

A FLOWER'S BLOOM 
BY JEREMIAH COBRA



Merry Merry Sparrow

Under leaves so green

A happy Blossom

Sees you swift as arrow

Seek your cradle narrow

Near my Bosom

 

Pretty Pretty Robin

Under leaves so green

A happy Blossom

Hears you sobbing sobbing

Pretty Pretty Robin

Near my Bosom

THE BLOSSOM 
BY WILLIAM BLAKE



But he?s Steve Bellemy!?

 

Bethany was seventeen years old and at 

that moment she was filled with 

overblown teenage incredulity that her 

best friend was going to breakup with the 

most beautiful boy at Metro High.

 

She avoided the cracked sidewalk, 

deciding to walk on the street?s blacktop. 

She could feel the burning heat of the tar 

struggling to reach her delicate feet.

 

Despite the discomfort, she chose the 

street because up ahead was The House. 

It was called, The House, because no one 

cared for it. It wasn?t ?The Jones? House? or 

?The Masons? House?? just The House. 

The wood protecting the house?s frame 

was rotting, and she swore there were 

always some creatures lurking near the 

gate. For some reason she could not 

fathom, the seven-foot high gate that 

protected the house from intruders was 

the only sturdy part of the decrepit hovel. 

Not to keep others out, she thought, but 

to keep something in. That?s what 

everyone said anyway.

 

?Well I would date him in a second. Those 

blue eyes. His stomach... Tttch! You just 

can?t Sarah!? Beth spoke of boys because 

she struggled to be pretty enough to be 

noticed by them. Her hair fell flat in a 

stringy mass like rope. She covered it by 

curling and primping and spraying, but it 

always fell as though having been shot. A 

coon?s hat boys called it when she was 

younger. She wore tight blue jeans, but 

there was little form to reveal.

Her friend was different. Beth stared 

longingly at the dark hair that seemed 

haloed by a beam of sunlight even at 

night. Her dark brown eyes were open 

and intimate. Beth adjusted her bra and 

looked at the full breasts, the long legs 

and the big open grin.

Sarah?s best quality? and Beth knew 

it? was that when you spoke to her, time 

stopped. An earthquake could originate 

under her feet, or the 

FOR FIVE MINUTES I LIVED

BY MADDOX HERRING



pop-star-of-the-moment could walk into 

her presence, and Sarah would still 

maintain the conversation. Everyone who 

spoke to her fell in love. Boys fell over 

themselves to do her homework, but she 

politely turned them down, while 

managing to make them feel as though 

they were her benefactors. Girls talked to 

her of their boy problems and she 

listened without speaking? placing a 

hand on a knee when needed, a hug 

when most desired.

 

The House approached. They did not 

approach it, but it approached them as 

though they were floating down a river 

and it were a waterfall looming on the 

blue horizon.

 

On the corner where Third Street crashes 

into Luther street, and The House stuck 

out like a wart on a smooth face, Beth 

paused and waited. She rolled her eyes 

as she always did. Poking her cuticles she 

gabbed about boys; she could always 

use this opportunity to spew whatever 

came to mind. This was the only time she 

knew Sarah would ignore her.

The only peculiar thing about Sarah was 

The House. Whenever she passed it, she 

stopped and stared into the basement 

window for five whole minutes. Since she 

was eight years old she had been 

fascinated with the broken down house 

and what went on inside.

 

Now, of course, everyone in the town had 

their ideas about why no one ever 

entered or escaped the house. Wives 

would drive down Third street, and meet 

as if by some ritual, at a coffee shop to 

gossip. The House was always a safe 

subject. Like most towns in America, they 

churned through gossip faster than their 

marriages, and this single house was like 

the devoted sunflower. Angry children, 

miserable parents, depressed fathers and 

lonely wives could huddle around coffee 

tables and surmise as to the fate of the 

pitiful inhabitants of The House; Love 

never lasted for them, but the gossip was 

constant.

A piece of dirt flecked onto the top of 

Sarah?s sneakers as she positioned them 

at the edge of the dirt lawn. She faced 

The House. Her bright eyes bore into the 

window at the bottom of the house: The 

window that touched the dirt. Between 

the window and Sarah were hunks of 

metal, a rusty bike with no wheels, a 

single metal chain dangling from an oak 

tree, and strips of clothing scattered like 

grape shot.

 

Sarah never seemed to notice this; nor 

did she mind the broken gutter, or the 

panels of roof flapping in the wind. She 

faced the house like a parishioner 



preparing for prayer.  As she stood for 

her five minutes, Beth sputtered out 

words like a backfiring muffler.

?I suppose the good thing about you 

going to Columbia is you?ll stop this 

disgusting habit. You know that boy 

must be dead right? We never even 

seen him before. I heard he killed his 

own sister and his parents just left him 

there and no one even bothered to 

check on him.? She repeated the 

traditional banter she?d said many 

times before. ?And those noises. 

Tommy said he?s heard metal 

scrapping on glass. Daddy told me 

one day when he was out on a 

run? we all know he?s walking to the 

bar? and he heard gurgling liquids. 

But not water he said. Oils or 

something like that. Damn Sarah! Did 

you see my dad?s toupee? Who?s he 

think he?s fooling? Probably himself. 

And once I heard an explosion down 

there. It rocked the floor. I thought 

sure the glass would shatter...?

 

Beth flicked a piece of dirt from under 

her nails. ?Mr Tomlin is so wonderful. 

This assignment will be fun. I feel so 

important in his class. What will you 

do your project on?? She brought her 

phone out to check the time. Only 

four minutes. She rolled her eyes 

again and opened her mouth like a 

cow to pop a piece of gum past the 

pearly white teeth. Her best feature, 

one that everyone knew was her best 

feature.

?Anyway. I believe wind-farms will 

change the world. Steve told me he?s 

going to write about how if everyone 

with $250,000 would donate one 

fourth of their yearly salary then we 

could wipe out world hunger. What 

are you going to write? Oh come on! 

The essay? YOOHOOO. It?s been five 

minutes right? This is ridiculous. 

Answer me! Mr. Tomlin?s assignment?? 

She stood taller and fixed her 

imaginary glasses on an imaginary 

cranium and boomed in a feminine?s 

attempt at a masculine voice 

?Students for your final assignment I 

want you to write one thousand words 

on an idea? any idea? that will 

change the world. Have fun! SARAH! 

Damnit!?

 

Pygmalion?s statue did not startle her 

creator more than Sarah startled Beth 

when she finally spoke: ?I?m going to 

kiss the boy in the basement.?



 

She turned on the ball of her right foot 

and sped along the sidewalk. Her white 

fingers grazed the green bush on the 

corner of the street. Looking both ways 

when she reached the end of the curb 

she jogged to the other side.

 

?What boy?? Beth yelled while catching 

up.

 

?The boy in the basement. Why do you 

think I look into that window at the 

base of the house? It?s the basement. 

There?s a boy down there.?

 

?Wait. So it?s true? The rumors??

 

?I don?t know but there?s a boy down 

there. I saw him once. I was eight years 

old. I remember just having finished a 

lollipop and wondering if it looked like I 

was wearing lipstick. There was a loud 

crack and the front door closed. Then a 

car went speeding down the road--the 

wind blew my dress up and I was 

embarrassed. But then he was there. 

Staring through that window. He had a 

round face like he?d been hit over and 

over again. My dad had that face after 

his accident. He wasn?t crying. Yet... His 

eyes. They were... They were gray. As 

gray as a wolf?s. Remember that wolf 

we saw with the beautiful fur? His eyes 

were like that. And even from twenty 

feet away I could see the pupils? they 

were so big.?

 

?What do you mean you?re going to 

kiss him??

 

?For my assignment.?

 

?But how do you know he?s still there. I 

mean you?ve never seen him.?

 

?The rumors. There must be something 

to what people say, even if most of it is 

nonsense. He?s down there and he is 

seventeen just like me.?

 

Sarah ran to cross the street and began 

whistling a song and saying hello to Mr. 

Tomowalker, even though the 

curmudgeon never responded. His 

cough was getting worse, Sarah 

thought.

 

?Sarah!? Steve! You can?t do this to 



Steve. He loves you. He...?

 

?I?m going to Columbia; he?s going to 

Arizona. What are the chances? And 

besides, haven?t you noticed they?re all 

the same? There?s always going to be a 

Steve. If not Steve than Joe or Nick. 

They all say the same things and laugh 

at the same things. Jeez sometimes I 

think God grabbed a hunk of clay and 

molded them all to be slightly different 

variation of the same thing. It?s no 

different with our fathers and their 

friends. The same. Same... SAME! For 

once I want something different. I don?t 

know what or why or how but tomorrow 

I will kiss the boy in the basement. 

That?s how I?ll change the world.

Beth bounced her hair in imitation of a 

movie star no one could ever remember 

the name of and said, ?Steve?ll be 

furious.?

 

----------------------------------------- 

?Get back here Sarah.? Steve screamed, 

his strong jaw quivered in impotent 

rage. He had sandy brown hair and a 

single dimple that every girl in school 

wished she could kiss. Despite being 

the captain of the football team, he had 

not the power to stop his single-minded 

girlfriend.

 

My god I?ll be the laughing stock of 

school, he thought. ?Two years. You 

can?t do this to me.?

 

Sarah was running. She wasn?t running 

away from Steve, for she knew that 

deep down, a part from all his bluster, 

he was a coward. Her hair flew and 

bounced in big circles like a plastic 

windflower fan as she swiftly moved up 

the street to the one unusual, 

strange? grand? spot in the utterly 

mediocre town. The House. And the boy 

in the basement.

The afternoon sun beat down upon 

their necks. Steve swatted at a fly, 

scratched the back of his head, and 

looked around to ensure no one could 

see them. Gripping the strap of his 

shoulder bag, he ran to catch the girl he 

knew all the other guys wanted, but that 

he possessed.

 

The sound of horns blaring made him 

shudder. The intersection around the 

corner was changing lights. At this time 

of day someone was bound to come 

down the street and they would see her 

walking to The House to kiss some 

dude. She had told everyone in 

class? stupid bitch, he thought.



 

A car was veering the corner; it?s loud 

rumbling sound picked up speed. 

Steve pictured his friends with their 

torsos hanging out of a car and 

catcalling them. Sarah didn?t care. He 

did.

 

He planted his left foot firmly on the 

earth, like a quarterback preparing to 

throw a Hail Mary. He grabbed her arm 

and whipped her around so hard she 

stumbled backward and tripped on his 

foot and fell back from the sidewalk. 

He watched her slow descent to the 

ground. Her butt hit the curb and then 

she landed with half her body in the 

street. She hit her head, but it wasn?t 

very hard. She was fine. Fine, until Mr. 

Tomowacker?s Oldsmobile ran over her 

neck.

 

Steve froze.

 

The over-medicated Tomowacker 

drove on thinking he had hit the curb 

again. Steve tried to move toward her, 

but her head was turned all the way 

around; her tongue touching the gravel 

of the oil colored street.

 

Then he heard a scream. It ripped 

through Steve?s soul. He ran. He ran 

and didn?t look back. He was the 

fastest boy in school, and he ran faster 

than he?d ever run.

 

Across the street a middle-aged 

woman wearing a straw hat with dirt on 

her knees flew from her garden threw 

open the metal gate and screamed 

again for good measure. Like gophers 

emerging from their mounds, people 

slowly opened their doors to find out 

why the crazy neighbor was screaming 

again.

 

Almost instantaneously with the first 

discovery of what had happened, 

videos were streaming over the 

ephemeral land of floating images 

connecting each household to every 

other household on the planet. On one 

channel was a video of Sarah?s broken 

body; another showed wailing 

neighbors; another had a young girl 

pretending to be a reporter on the 

scene. The world knew what 

happened before Sarah?s parents.

Everyone was pacing as though it 

would solve some problem or reverse 

time and bring back the girl who 

always smiled. Each person slapped 



their thighs or brought their hand to 

their neck, or hugged whoever was 

nearby. The pitch of crying and chatter 

rose in volume until one more door 

was opened and slammed.

 

The House.

 

A young man with white goggles 

pulled on top of his head and a long 

white coat stepped out of the house 

and stood on his porch. His shoulders 

filled the doorway; his presence filled 

the block. His hair was dirty with soot, 

his fingers, pristine. He had a small 

nose and broad cheeks. His eyebrows 

seemed stuck in a permanent glare of 

wonderment. But it was the color of his 

eyes that unsettled the townspeople. 

To him, however, no one existed. He 

only noticed Sarah. Boots thudded as 

he walked toward her. No one stopped 

him when he approached her.

 

Four freshmen wanted to protect the 

pretty girl. They felt powerless, for no 

one told them what they should be 

doing. The shortest boy grabbed a 

rock. He steeled his resolve, affirming 

to himself that he must protect the girl 

from the freak. He cocked his arm to 

throw it. The Freak lifted his head and 

stared, unmoving. The boy dropped 

the rock and sat on the curb.

 

Then the whole town noticed it. The 

young man was kneeling. The same 

voice, as though a recording in the 

mind of each citizen, spoke the same 

thought? Is he praying?

?Look!? Said the boy with the rock, ?look 

in his hands.?

 

There in his right hand was a potion. It 

was a vial of purple liquid with bright 

red spots bubbling within.

 

?So it?s true! He?s been experimenting!? 

Said The Town.

 

?It can?t be. Must be something else. 

Must be snake oil. Can?t be real. Can?t 

be what Sheila said it was. She?s wrong 

about everything of importance. 

What? some kind of resurrection juice 

box? Can?t be. Can?t be. Can it?? Said a 

fat man to his obese friend.

 

The young man bent his long torso and 

kissed Sarah?s forehead. Then he 



opened her mouth. Steve, who finally 

returned after changing his pants into 

his workout shorts, shouted: ?Freak! 

Leave her!? he started to run, full of a 

courage fired by the dozens of 

eyeballs all round the scene. Then, 

suddenly, he found himself flat on his 

back, staring up at the short boy with 

the rock.

 

The young man poured the entire vial 

into Sarah?s mouth. Every, single, 

solitary drop. Save one. Holding his 

concoction high above his head, he 

tilted his neck back and the last drop 

slowly fell. He caught it with the tip of 

his tongue. Then he bent down and 

kissed her mouth.

 

Mortified, the people ran to stop the 

act of necrophilia. A tightening band 

with no Will only a bodiless Form 

were they. At the very moment they 

would all have converged in a noose 

around the two young people, Sarah?s 

fingers wiggled. She flexed her fingers 

open and closed like someone whose 

hand had fallen asleep. Her flat neck 

inflated like a balloon. Several 

moments passed and she took a huge 

inhalation of breath as a downing 

person takes a first breath of air.

 

She sat up and saw the gray eyes. 

They swirled like a stormy cloud when 

she smiled at him. It was the same 

special smile she had given to him 

when she was an eight year old girl 

with ruddy lips.

 

?So that?s what you?ve ben up to.?

 

?It is.? His deep voice vibrated through 

her bone marrow.

 

?I hope you didn?t waste it all on me...?

 

?Frederick,? he said anticipating her 

question, and then sat back on his 

heels, gulping for air.

 

?Frederick. I studied a man named 

Frederick the Great! But you?re much 

more handsome then I imagined he 

was. He sounded awfully ugly.?

 

Frederick smiled and just stared at her 

as one stares at an exotic animal 

walking down a suburban street.

 

She talked to him about social studies 



class and the boy who won?t stop 

talking to her, and how she always 

laughs at Mr. Tomlins? jokes, but she 

only does so to make him feel better 

and how she just got into Columbia 

and she?s planning on becoming a 

journalist so that she can tell people 

about all the important events of the 

day. She chirped for three minutes and 

thirty seconds without pause and 

Frederick sat, contented. His hands 

were on his knees but his eyes 

suddenly became droopy.

 

?Oh!? Sarah said, slightly agitated. ?You 

save my life and I bore you to death,? 

she pouted.

 

?No.? He said, still struggling to smile. 

His chest lumbered in and out with 

quivering finality.

 

?What?s wrong? Freddie? You look 

sick.? She crawled to him and held his 

hand to her chest.

 

?Freddie? My sister called me Freddie.?

 

?Why are you so pale? I mean you are 

always in that basement, but now 

you?re as white as a ghost.?

 

?yes.?

 

?You?re not... Freddie no! What did you 

do??

 

?One day.? He flexed his long fingers 

proudly and then clenched them 

painfully. ?One day I may have 

perfected my creation. But not today. 

And you were lying there, dead, but 

still so pretty, so pretty like a trampled 

rose. You looked in my window once. 

Do you remember? From that moment 

I had a dream to strive for. During 

every second since then I worked for 

the day I could complete my project 

and join the world. I just had 

someone?s mistake I had to rectify.? He 

turned his head and coughed. She put 

her hand on his cheek, and he held her 

hand there. ?That day hadn?t 

come? maybe it never would have.? He 

faced her, his gray eyes aswirl, ?I?m 

leaving you, Sarah. When I gave you 

that potion I gave you my life in 

exchange. But it?s ok Sarah. It?s all right. 

I can go into the blankness proudly. 

You see I was alone down there while I 

made this. Then you were here. And 

for five minutes I lived.?



 

His breath was coming in stertorous 

gasps now. He looked up into her eyes 

and grinned like a man seeing for the 

first time the image of the world he 

had slaved to create. Yet it was a weak 

smile, one that a person gives as they 

begin to fall into nightly repose. She 

moved her head down and her lips 

connected with his. They shared a kiss 

that should have begun a lifelong 

stream of neverending kisses. Her lips 

wet, his hard and strong and 

unforgiving. She liked the feel of that 

first kiss. That first kiss which was their 

last. She kissed and he held her face in 

his right hand. So tight, she felt his life 

force pouring into her. She held on to 

his hand and kept his mouth on hers, 

until Freddie stopped moving.

She sat and could not cry. She 

touched his face and took the time to 

realize he was truly handsome. He was 

skinny but strong with hard muscles 

and a sharp, angular visage. He had 

grown into a man and the man could 

have changed the world. She thought, 

maybe he did.

 

Steve ran to her, rubbing his jaw. He 

hugged her but she pushed him away. 

He started to speak. And then he 

stopped and retreated two steps 

backward.

 

?Sarah... Your... Your eyes... They?re 

Gray!?
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Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,

 Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

 A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape

 Of deities or mortals, or of both,

 In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

 What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

 What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard

 Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,

 Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave

 Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

 Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal yet, do not grieve;

 She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

 For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

 

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN

BY JOHN KEATS



Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed

 Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;

And, happy melodist, unwearied,

 For ever piping songs for ever new;

More happy love! more happy, happy love

 For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,

 For ever panting, and for ever young; All breathing human passion far above,

 That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,

 A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

 To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

 And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

What little town by river or sea shore,

 Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

 Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore

 Will silent be; and not a soul to tell

 Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

 

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede

 Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed;

 Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

 When old age shall this generation waste,

 Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

 "Beauty is truth, truth beauty,? that is all

 Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."



THAT VERY SINGULAR man, old Dr. 

Heidegger, once invited four venerable 

friends to meet him in his study. There 

were three white-bearded gentlemen, 

Mr. Medbourne, Colonel Killigrew, and 

Mr. Gascoigne, and a withered 

gentlewoman, whose name was the 

Widow Wycherly. They were all 

melancholy old creatures, who had 

been unfortunate in life, and whose 

greatest misfortune it was that they 

were not long ago in their graves. Mr. 

Medbourne, in the vigor of his age, had 

been a prosperous merchant, but had 

lost his all by a frantic speculation, and 

was now little better than a mendicant. 

Colonel Killigrew had wasted his best 

years, and his health and substance, in 

the pursuit of sinful pleasures, which 

had given birth to a brood of pains, 

such as the gout, and divers other 

torments of soul and body. Mr. 

Gascoigne was a ruined politician, a 

man of evil fame, or at least had been 

so till time had buried him from the 

knowledge of the present generation, 

and made him obscure instead of 

infamous. As for the Widow Wycherly, 

tradition tells us that she was a great 

beauty in her day; but, for a long while 

past, she had lived in deep seclusion, 

on account of certain scandalous 

stories which had prejudiced the gentry 

of the town against her. It is a 

circumstance worth mentioning that 

each of these three old gentlemen, Mr. 

Medbourne, Colonel Killigrew, and Mr. 

Gascoigne, were early lovers of the 

Widow Wycherly, and had once been 

on the point of cutting each other's 

throats for her sake. And, before 

proceeding further, I will merely hint 

that Dr. Heidegger and all his four 

guests were sometimes thought to be 

DR. HEIDEGGER'S EXPERIMENT 
BY NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE



a little beside themselves--as is not 

unfrequently the case with old people, 

when worried either by present 

troubles or woful recollections.

 

"My dear old friends," said Dr. 

Heidegger, motioning them to be 

seated, "I am desirous of your 

assistance in one of those little 

experiments with which I amuse 

myself here in my study."

 

If all stories were true, Dr. Heidegger's 

study must have been a very curious 

place. It was a dim, old-fashioned 

chamber, festooned with cobwebs, 

and besprinkled with antique dust. 

Around the walls stood several oaken 

bookcases, the lower shelves of which 

were filled with rows of gigantic folios 

and black-letter quartos, and the upper 

with little parchment-covered 

duodecimos. Over the central 

bookcase was a bronze bust of 

Hippocrates, with which, according to 

some authorities, Dr. Heidegger was 

accustomed to hold consultations in all 

difficult cases of his practice. In the 

obscurest corner of the room stood a 

tall and narrow oaken closet, with its 

door ajar, within which doubtfully 

appeared a skeleton. Between two of 

the bookcases hung a looking-glass, 

presenting its high and dusty plate 

within a tarnished gilt frame. Among 

many wonderful stories related of this 

mirror, it was fabled that the spirits of 

all the doctor's deceased patients 

dwelt within its verge, and would stare 

him in the face whenever he looked 

thitherward. The opposite side of the 

chamber was ornamented with the 

full- length portrait of a young lady, 

arrayed in the faded magnificence of 

silk, satin, and brocade, and with a 

visage as faded as her dress. Above 

half a century ago, Dr. Heidegger had 

been on the point of marriage with this 

young lady; but, being affected with 

some slight disorder, she had 

swallowed one of her lover's 

prescriptions, and died on the bridal 

evening. The greatest curiosity of the 

study remains to be mentioned; it was 

a ponderous folio volume, bound in 

black leather, with massive silver 

clasps. There were no letters on the 

back, and nobody could tell the title of 

the book. But it was well known to be a 

book of magic; and once, when a 

chambermaid had lifted it, merely to 

brush away the dust, the skeleton had 

rattled in its closet, the picture of the 



young lady had stepped one foot 

upon the floor, and several ghastly 

faces had peeped forth from the 

mirror; while the brazen head of 

Hippocrates frowned, and 

said--"Forbear!"

 

Such was Dr. Heidegger's study. On 

the summer afternoon of our tale a 

small round table, as black as ebony, 

stood in the centre of the room, 

sustaining a cut-glass vase of 

beautiful form and elaborate 

workmanship. The sunshine came 

through the window, between the 

heavy festoons of two faded damask 

curtains, and fell directly across this 

vase; so that a mild splendor was 

reflected from it on the ashen visages 

of the five old people who sat around. 

Four champagne glasses were also on 

the table.

 

"My dear old friends," repeated Dr. 

Heidegger, "may I reckon on your aid 

in performing an exceedingly curious 

experiment?"

 

Now Dr. Heidegger was a very strange 

old gentleman, whose eccentricity 

had become the nucleus for a 

thousand fantastic stories. Some of 

these fables, to my shame be it 

spoken, might possibly be traced back 

to my own veracious self; and if any 

passages of the present tale should 

startle the reader's faith, I must be 

content to bear the stigma of a fiction 

monger.

 

When the doctor's four guests heard 

him talk of his proposed experiment, 

they anticipated nothing more 

wonderful than the murder of a mouse 

in an air pump, or the examination of a 

cobweb by the microscope, or some 

similar nonsense, with which he was 

constantly in the habit of pestering his 

intimates. But without waiting for a 

reply, Dr. Heidegger hobbled across 

the chamber, and returned with the 

same ponderous folio, bound in black 

leather, which common report 

affirmed to be a book of magic. 

Undoing the silver clasps, he opened 

the volume, and took from among its 

black-letter pages a rose, or what was 

once a rose, though now the green 

leaves and crimson petals had 

assumed one brownish hue, and the 

ancient flower seemed ready to 



crumble to dust in the doctor's hands.

 

"This rose, said Dr. Heidegger, with a 

sigh, "this same withered and 

crumbling flower, blossomed five and 

fifty years ago. It was given me by 

Sylvia Ward, whose portrait hangs 

yonder; and I meant to wear it in my 

bosom at our wedding. Five and fifty 

years it has been treasured between 

the leaves of this old volume. Now, 

would you deem it possible that this 

rose of half a century could ever 

bloom again?"

 

"Nonsense!" said the Widow Wycherly, 

with a peevish toss of her head. "You 

might as well ask whether an old 

woman's wrinkled face could ever 

bloom again."

"See!" answered Dr. Heidegger.

 

He uncovered the vase, and threw the 

faded rose into the water which it 

contained. At first, it lay lightly on the 

surface of the fluid, appearing to 

imbibe none of its moisture. Soon, 

however, a singular change began to 

be visible. The crushed and dried 

petals stirred, and assumed a 

deepening tinge of crimson, as if the 

flower were reviving from a deathlike 

slumber; the slender stalk and twigs of 

foliage became green; and there was 

the rose of half a century, looking as 

fresh as when Sylvia Ward had first 

given it to her lover. It was scarcely full 

blown; for some of its delicate red 

leaves curled modestly around its 

moist bosom, within which two or 

three dewdrops were sparkling.

 

"That is certainly a very pretty 

deception," said the doctor's friends; 

carelessly, however, for they had 

witnessed greater miracles at a 

conjurer's show; "pray how was it 

effected?"

 

"Did you never hear of the 'Fountain of 

Youth'?" asked Dr. Heidegger, "which 

Ponce de Leon, the Spanish 

adventurer, went in search of two or 

three centuries ago?"

 

"But did Ponce de Leon ever find it?" 

said the Widow Wycherly.

 

"No, answered Dr. Heidegger, "for he 

never sought it in the right place. The 

famous Fountain of Youth, if I am 

rightly informed, is situated in the 



southern part of the Floridian 

peninsula, not far from Lake Macaco. 

Its source is overshadowed by several 

gigantic magnolias, which, though 

numberless centuries old, have been 

kept as fresh as violets by the virtues 

of this wonderful water. An 

acquaintance of mine, knowing my 

curiosity in such matters, has sent me 

what you see in the vase."

 

"Ahem!" said Colonel Killigrew, who 

believed not a word of the doctor's 

story: "and what may be the effect of 

this fluid on the human frame?"

 

"You shall judge for yourself, my dear 

colonel," replied Dr. Heidegger; "and all 

of you, my respected friends, are 

welcome to so much of this admirable 

fluid as may restore to you the bloom 

of youth. For my own part, having had 

much trouble in growing old, I am in 

no hurry to grow young again. With 

your permission, therefore, I will 

merely watch the progress of the 

experiment."

 

While he spoke, Dr. Heidegger had 

been filling the four champagne 

glasses with the water of the Fountain 

of Youth. It was apparently 

impregnated with an effervescent gas, 

for little bubbles were continually 

ascending from the depths of the 

glasses, and bursting in silvery spray 

at the surface. As the liquor diffused a 

pleasant perfume, the old people 

doubted not that it possessed cordial 

and comfortable properties; and 

though utter sceptics as to its 

rejuvenescent power, they were 

inclined to swallow it at once. But Dr. 

Heidegger besought them to stay a 

moment.

 

"Before you drink, my respectable old 

friends," said he, "it would be well that, 

with the experience of a lifetime to 

direct you, you should draw up a few 

general rules for your guidance, in 

passing a second time through the 

perils of youth. Think what a sin and 

shame it would be, if, with your 

peculiar advantages, you should not 

become patterns of virtue and 

wisdom to all the young people of the 

age!"

 

The doctor's four venerable friends 

made him no answer, except by a 

feeble and tremulous laugh; so very 

ridiculous was the idea that, knowing 

how closely repentance treads behind 

the steps of error, they should ever go 



astray again.

 

"Drink, then," said the doctor, bowing: "I 

rejoice that I have so well selected the 

subjects of my experiment."

 

With palsied hands, they raised the 

glasses to their lips. The liquor, if it 

really possessed such virtues as Dr. 

Heidegger imputed to it, could not 

have been bestowed on four human 

beings who needed it more wofully. 

They looked as if they had never 

known what youth or pleasure was, but 

had been the offspring of Nature's 

dotage, and always the gray, decrepit, 

sapless, miserable creatures, who now 

sat stooping round the doctor's table, 

without life enough in their souls or 

bodies to be animated even by the 

prospect of growing young again. They 

drank off the water, and replaced their 

glasses on the table.

Assuredly there was an almost 

immediate improvement in the aspect 

of the party, not unlike what might 

have been produced by a glass of 

generous wine, together with a sudden 

glow of cheerful sunshine brightening 

over all their visages at once. There 

was a healthful suffusion on their 

cheeks, instead of the ashen hue that 

had made them look so corpse-like. 

They gazed at one another, and 

fancied that some magic power had 

really begun to smooth away the deep 

and sad inscriptions which Father Time 

had been so long engraving on their 

brows. The Widow Wycherly adjusted 

her cap, for she felt almost like a 

woman again.

 

"Give us more of this wondrous water!" 

cried they, eagerly. "We are 

younger--but we are still too old! 

Quick--give us more!"

 

"Patience, patience!" quoth Dr. 

Heidegger, who sat watching the 

experiment with philosophic coolness. 

"You have been a long time growing 

old. Surely, you might be content to 

grow young in half an hour! But the 

water is at your service."

 

Again he filled their glasses with the 

liquor of youth, enough of which still 

remained in the vase to turn half the 

old people in the city to the age of 

their own grandchildren. While the 

bubbles were yet sparkling on the 

brim, the doctor's four guests snatched 

their glasses from the table, and 

swallowed the contents at a single 

gulp. Was it delusion? even while the 



draught was passing down their 

throats, it seemed to have wrought a 

change on their whole systems. Their 

eyes grew clear and bright; a dark 

shade deepened among their silvery 

locks, they sat around the table, three 

gentlemen of middle age, and a 

woman, hardly beyond her buxom 

prime.

 

"My dear widow, you are charming!" 

cried Colonel Killigrew, whose eyes 

had been fixed upon her face, while 

the shadows of age were flitting from it 

like darkness from the crimson 

daybreak.

 

The fair widow knew, of old, that 

Colonel Killigrew's compliments were 

not always measured by sober truth; 

so she started up and ran to the mirror, 

still dreading that the ugly visage of an 

old woman would meet her gaze. 

Meanwhile, the three gentlemen 

behaved in such a manner as proved 

that the water of the Fountain of Youth 

possessed some intoxicating qualities; 

unless, indeed, their exhilaration of 

spirits were merely a lightsome 

dizziness caused by the sudden 

removal of the weight of years. Mr. 

Gascoigne's mind seemed to run on 

political topics, but whether relating to 

the past, present, or future could not 

easily be determined, since the same 

ideas and phrases have been in vogue 

these fifty years. Now he rattled forth 

full- throated sentences about 

patriotism, national glory, and the 

people's right; now he muttered some 

perilous stuff or other, in a sly and 

doubtful whisper, so cautiously that 

even his own conscience could 

scarcely catch the secret; and now, 

again, he spoke in measured accents, 

and a deeply deferential tone, as if a 

royal ear were listening to his 

well-turned periods. Colonel Killigrew 

all this time had been trolling forth a 

jolly bottle song, and ringing his glass 

in symphony with the chorus, while his 

eyes wandered toward the buxom 

figure of the Widow Wycherly. On the 

other side of the table, Mr. Medbourne 

was involved in a calculation of dollars 

and cents, with which was strangely 

intermingled a project for supplying 

the East Indies with ice, by harnessing 

a team of whales to the polar icebergs.

As for the Widow Wycherly, she stood 

before the mirror courtesying and 

simpering to her own image, and 

greeting it as the friend whom she 

loved better than all the world beside. 

She thrust her face close to the glass, 



to see whether some 

long-remembered wrinkle or crow's 

foot had indeed vanished. She 

examined whether the snow had so 

entirely melted from her hair that the 

venerable cap could be safely thrown 

aside. At last, turning briskly away, she 

came with a sort of dancing step to the 

table.

 

"My dear old doctor," cried she, "pray 

favor me with another glass!"

 

"Certainly, my dear madam, certainly!" 

replied the complaisant doctor; "see! I 

have already filled the glasses."

 

There, in fact, stood the four glasses, 

brimful of this wonderful water, the 

delicate spray of which, as it 

effervesced from the surface, 

resembled the tremulous glitter of 

diamonds. It was now so nearly sunset 

that the chamber had grown duskier 

than ever; but a mild and moonlike 

splendor gleamed from within the 

vase, and rested alike on the four 

guests and on the doctor's venerable 

figure. He sat in a high-backed, 

elaborately-carved, oaken arm-chair, 

with a gray dignity of aspect that might 

have well befitted that very Father 

Time, whose power had never been 

disputed, save by this fortunate 

company. Even while quaffing the third 

draught of the Fountain of Youth, they 

were almost awed by the expression of 

his mysterious visage.

 

But, the next moment, the exhilarating 

gush of young life shot through their 

veins. They were now in the happy 

prime of youth. Age, with its miserable 

train of cares and sorrows and 

diseases, was remembered only as the 

trouble of a dream, from which they 

had joyously awoke. The fresh gloss of 

the soul, so early lost, and without 

which the world's successive scenes 

had been but a gallery of faded 

pictures, again threw its enchantment 

over all their prospects. They felt like 

new-created beings in a new-created 

universe.

"We are young! We are young!" they 

cried exultingly.

 

Youth, like the extremity of age, had 

effaced the strongly-marked 

characteristics of middle life, and 

mutually assimilated them all. They 

were a group of merry youngsters, 

almost maddened with the exuberant 

frolicsomeness of their years. The most 

singular effect of their gayety was an 



impulse to mock the infirmity and 

decrepitude of which they had so 

lately been the victims. They laughed 

loudly at their old-fashioned attire, the 

wide-skirted coats and flapped 

waist-coats of the young men, and the 

ancient cap and gown of the blooming 

girl. One limped across the floor like a 

gouty grandfather; one set a pair of 

spectacles astride of his nose, and 

pretended to pore over the black-letter 

pages of the book of magic; a third 

seated himself in an arm-chair, and 

strove to imitate the venerable dignity 

of Dr. Heidegger. Then all shouted 

mirthfully, and leaped about the room. 

The Widow Wycherly-- if so fresh a 

damsel could be called a 

widow--tripped up to the doctor's 

chair, with a mischievous merriment in 

her rosy face.

 

"Doctor, you dear old soul," cried she, 

"get up and dance with me!" And then 

the four young people laughed louder 

than ever, to think what a queer figure 

the poor old doctor would cut.

 

"Pray excuse me," answered the doctor 

quietly. "I am old and rheumatic, and 

my dancing days were over long ago. 

But either of these gay young 

gentlemen will be glad of so pretty a 

partner."

 

"Dance with me, Clara!" cried Colonel 

Killigrew.  

"No, no, I will be her partner!" shouted 

Mr. Gascoigne.

 

"She promised me her hand, fifty years 

ago!" exclaimed Mr. Medbourne.

 

They all gathered round her. One 

caught both her hands in his 

passionate grasp--another threw his 

arm about her waist--the third buried 

his hand among the glossy curls that 

clustered beneath the widow's cap. 

Blushing, panting, struggling, chiding, 

laughing, her warm breath fanning 

each of their faces by turns, she strove 

to disengage herself, yet still remained 

in their triple embrace. Never was 

there a livelier picture of youthful 

rivalship, with bewitching beauty for 

the prize. Yet, by a strange deception, 

owing to the duskiness of the 

chamber, and the antique dresses 

which they still wore, the tall mirror is 

said to have reflected the figures of the 

three old, gray, withered grandsires, 

ridiculously contending for the skinny 

ugliness of a shriveled grandam.

 



But they were young: their burning 

passions proved them so. Inflamed to 

madness by the coquetry of the 

girl-widow, who neither granted nor 

quite withheld her favors, the three 

rivals began to interchange 

threatening glances. Still keeping 

hold of the fair prize, they grappled 

fiercely at one another's throats. As 

they struggled to and fro, the table 

was overturned, and the vase dashed 

into a thousand fragments. The 

precious Water of Youth flowed in a 

bright stream across the floor, 

moistening the wings of a butterfly, 

which, grown old in the decline of 

summer, had alighted there to die. 

The insect fluttered lightly through 

the chamber, and settled on the 

snowy head of Dr. Heidegger.

 

"Come, come, gentlemen! come, 

Madam Wycherly," exclaimed the 

doctor, "I really must protest against 

this riot."

 

They stood still and shivered; for it 

seemed as if gray Time were calling 

them back from their sunny youth, far 

down into the chill and darksome vale 

of years. They looked at old Dr. 

Heidegger, who sat in his carved 

arm-chair, holding the rose of half a 

century, which he had rescued from 

among the fragments of the 

shattered vase. At the motion of his 

hand, the four rioters resumed their 

seats; the more readily, because their 

violent exertions had wearied them, 

youthful though they were.

 

"My poor Sylvia's rose!" ejaculated Dr. 

Heidegger, holding it in the light of 

the sunset clouds; "it appears to be 

fading again."

 

And so it was. Even while the party 

were looking at it, the flower 

continued to shrivel up, till it became 

as dry and fragile as when the doctor 

had first thrown it into the vase. He 

shook off the few drops of moisture 

which clung to its petals.

 

"I love it as well thus as in its dewy 

freshness," observed he, pressing the 

withered rose to his withered lips. 

While he spoke, the butterfly fluttered 

down from the doctor's snowy head, 

and fell upon the floor.

 

His guests shivered again. A strange 

chillness, whether of the body or spirit 



they could not tell, was creeping 

gradually over them all. They gazed at 

one another, and fancied that each 

fleeting moment snatched away a 

charm, and left a deepening furrow 

where none had been before. Was it 

an illusion? Had the changes of a 

lifetime been crowded into so brief a 

space, and were they now four aged 

people, sitting with their old friend, Dr. 

Heidegger?

 

"Are we grown old again, so soon?" 

cried they, dolefully.

 

In truth they had. The Water of Youth 

possessed merely a virtue more 

transient than that of wine. The 

delirium which it created had 

effervesced away. Yes! they were old 

again. With a shuddering impulse, that 

showed her a woman still, the widow 

clasped her skinny hands before her 

face, and wished that the coffin lid 

were over it, since it could be no 

longer beautiful.

 

"Yes, friends, ye are old again," said Dr. 

Heidegger, "and lo! the Water of Youth 

is all lavished on the ground. Well--I 

bemoan it not; for if the fountain 

gushed at my very doorstep, I would 

not stoop to bathe my lips in it--no, 

though its delirium were for years 

instead of moments. Such is the 

lesson ye have taught me!"

 

But the doctor's four friends had 

taught no such lesson to themselves. 

They resolved forthwith to make a 

pilgrimage to Florida, and quaff at 

morning, noon, and night, from the 

Fountain of Youth.

 -------------------------------

NOTE. In an English review, not long 

since, I have been accused of 

plagiarizing the idea of this story from 

a chapter in one of the novels of 

Alexandre Dumas. There has 

undoubtedly been a plagiarism on one 

side or the other; but as my story was 

written a good deal more than twenty 

years ago, and as the novel is of 

considerably more recent date, I take 

pleasure in thinking that M. Dumas has 

done me the honor to appropriate one 

of the fanciful conceptions of my 

earlier days. He is heartily welcome to 

it; nor is it the only instance, by many, 

in which the great French romancer 

has exercised the privilege of 

commanding genius by confiscating 

the intellectual property of less 

famous people to his own use and 

behoof.

September, 1860
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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!? 

EL DORADO

BY EDGAR ALLAN POE
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