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Upon Reading Edgar Allan Poe 
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Upon reading Edgar Allan Poe, scenes of

the grotesque facilitates nightmares 

in my mind.

By the candle light I stand, dreading to

open my window for air; the night.

The pendulum rock back and forth upon 

my desk, it makes the time of my

existence even less.

––––––––
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Closed chambers of my mind, open, and 

unleash the imagination.

I succumb to the horrors of recurrent dreams;

Phantasms rambling anew transfusing

idiosyncrasies throughout my room.

Bleakness enshrouds my chambers,

my bed the only refuge.
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The kingly velvet comforter ripples in shadows

of violet waves on a stormy night.

The feather pillows acquiesce at the weight

of my head and neck.

The blue silk covers feel cold,

where my body does not lay.

Ghosts are amidst the murk in which I cannot see.

––––––––
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A peculiar doorway opens inside of me.

Listen to the music playing, hear the voice, 

of beautiful Lenore.

Sing to me a violent ballad of love.

––––––––
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The candle begins to wilt.

I can still hear the horrible lore;

Stop, and understand her words of death.
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Of course, the bird outside my chamber-

Rapping at my pane, quoath him, “nevermore”

to the dead lover of Lenore.

I hear the hauntings in my psyche of words,

reality fights me, as I follow to the window.

Eyes peer in and graves freshly dug, 

falter under the rain.
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The drops wash away the footprints, 

made by another lover-Berenice.

I hear the door open below me, 

unbridled silence fills the air;

for the footsteps clatter up the stairs.
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The shadow precedes the body

in the candle lit hall,

I see, underneath my door.

The knob turns-cannot shriek-

I’m not the lover of Berenice.

Cracking, creaking, stopping time-

stands a man in the light.
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Of course, he cannot be in my head.

“Hello, honey,” he calmly states.

Tonight he came home very late.
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I go to him and give a kiss, 

his hand cold upon my cheek.

The mud on his feet makes a path

To my bedroom door.

The tile is stained with dirt and blood.

––––––––
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Knowing forever he will come,

the bird chimes outside;

The last fateful, “nevermore.”

I learned for next time:

to bury him deeper than before.
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Because I Could Not Stop for Death
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by Emily Dickinson

––––––––
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Because I could not stop for Death –

He kindly stopped for me –

The Carriage held but just Ourselves –
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