Edgar Allan Poe

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.

| 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 | weep — while | weep!

Onrap Amias ITo
COH BO CHE

[TycTp ocTanercs ¢ To0Oi
[Tourenyit mpoimanbHbIN MOit!
OT 10 g yXOKY,

U tebe Tenepsb CKaxy:

He omm6iack Tel B O4HOM,—
JKu3Hb MOS ObLIA JIMIIIE CHOM.
Ho meudra, 4TO CHOM KHUIIa,
JlHem J11, HOYbIO JIM ylIa,
Kax BuzmeHbe 11, KaK CBET,
Yro MHE B TOM,— €€ yX Hem.
Bce, uTo 3puTCs, MHUTCSI MHE,
Bce ecth TOIBKO COH BO CHE.

S ctoro Ha Gepery,

Bypro B3opom crepery.

U nepxy B pykax cBOUX

['opcTh NECYMHOK 30JI0THIX.

Kak onu nackarot B3ruisia!

Kaxk nx mano! Kak ckonp3sr

Bce — Mex nanbplieB — BHU3, K BOJIHE,
K rnyOune — Ha rope mue!




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?

(1827-1849)

Kak ux 6er mHe 3aepxarsb,
Kak cunbHee pyku cxxath?
CoxpaHHUTCS JIb XOTb 00HA,
Wnu Bce Bo3bMET BOJTHA?
Wnu To, 9TO 3pUMO MHE,

Bce ecTb TOIBKO COH BO CHE?

(1901)




