ULALUME REVISITED


Inspired by an ecstatic prescience of the glories beyond the grave, we struggle, by multiform combinations among the things and thoughts of Time, to attain a portion of that Loveliness whose very elements, perhaps, appertain to eternity alone. – Edgar Allan Poe

It was October. I had astonishingly recovered from an extraordinary ailment that I, to this day, know neither the cause nor how I so miraculously escaped the ever-present clutch of death. The night – it was the thirty-first – was of an illusory nature. The skies were so pale that it was, at best, difficult to be aware of the lateness of the hour. I had arisen from my potential deathbed during the zenith of my malady and delivered myself from the room. I descended two flights of stairs and walked the streets for endless hours – although it seemed like hours, I may have been deceived by my vapid disposition at the time. Presently, I began to weaken. As I weakened, I lost all recollection of my location and direction, save for some ungodly reason I walked and walked; as if torn by my very soul to some foreordained eternal destiny – a definite fate of some sort.


Before long, my waning condition could not tolerate the exercise and I willed my body to stop – to stop and rest, but I could not control my movement. Something had displaced my mind as liege of my own “self” and had sewn itself into my soul! I was possessed! My propensity was of a sophistic nature and, accordingly, I controlled the horror of my domination of spirit – the horror that was distinguishing itself by freezing my spine into a mold of shuddering and agitated palpitations. How, it is impossible to relate.


With my fear repressed, I abided my attraction and awaited its resolve, and this I accomplished with near complacency. It was though I was adrift – floating through the air. My transport was through woodlands and over mountains. I recall endlessly passing across beds of crisp withered leaves and by small pools of dank feculent water. I wondered if my abduction would ever cease. I vividly recall one signpost along the way – just as I grew void of endurance – of an ancient oak panel spiked to a bare tree, moss swaying from its pointed edges; on it was burnt the word “AUBER.” From that point on, any recollection I have of this bizarre journey is hindered by the repeated onset of incredible phantasms that I suffered as a part of my illness. At length I was aghast and lost consciousness – if, indeed, I was ever conscious at all!


It was in the dim hours of the morning when I regained my conscious mind. Instantaneously, I was both pleased and horrified upon my awakening – pleased at the awareness of my mental faculties, and horrified at finding myself prostrate at the rusted gate of a singularly horrid graveyard. There was a mist in the air – a mist so dense that I was almost suffocated by it – perhaps this was the reason why I remained on the ground as I continued to examine this macabre locality.


The graveyard was strewn with shriveled leaves; mold embraced every tree, as if life were nonexistent; and the air smelled of decay so strong that its taste was in my mouth. The sound of rats scurrying over the leaves chilled my spine. I was conscious for quite some time before I regained my capacity for feeling sensation. When I did regain it, it happened immediately, for I was suddenly aware that I was extensively entangled in a fantastic complex of spider webs – it was as though a large number of spiders had attempted to cocoon my body while I was unconscious! I frantically leaped to my feet and began to violently beat the webs from my body. My heart was pounding strongly and my enraged senses were now at a peak. Then I realized something more – there were dozens of white maggots all over me, squirming in the webs! – I furiously fought the webs and maggots from my, now hyper sensitized body. The unendurable horror and the strain overtook me and I, again, lapsed into insensibility.


Upon my recovery it appeared to be early morning. I felt as though I had been unconscious for a very long time – perhaps this morning was subsequent to many that had passed while I was in this condition. Almost oblivious to concern, I surveyed my body and, with a remarkable lack of anxiety, I realized that the webs and maggots no longer covered me. For several moments I was in a state of complete apathy. Then, I slowly rose to my feet. As my ears cleared themselves of the ringing that sometimes accompanies the awakening from a deep sleep, I harkened to the eerie sound of the shuffling of dirt and the occasional clang of a shovel striking rocks. I knew not from whence the sounds came. – For a moment I had the curious feeling that I had been to this sorrowful place in my distant past. – “But I’ve never been to a cemetery,” I thought. – My thoughts were interrupted by the shoveling sounds again, which were now growing louder. These peculiar sounds seemed to be coming from deep within the burial grounds. I strained my eyes trying to see from where they came. I stared hard. At length my eyes focused on two men digging a grave. I stared harder. They weren’t digging a grave – they were exhuming a body! “Knaves,” I thought. “Ghouls!” I turned in disgust. – I know not how much time passed as I stood there mentally decomposed – empty – my environment had completely engulfed me – I was at the mercy of whatever was to happen. It was as if any care of living had left my body, I was in an apathetic stupor of some sort and was just waiting for something to lead me out of my state of mind.


Presently, the sight of a miraculous crescent in the sky captivated me. Its tremendous light bore directly onto a path that led deep into the cemetery sky. I knew not why, but I was compelled to follow this light – this crystalline light. It was as if the beams of light it shed were an omen beckoning me from my insufferable gloom. I spoke faintly, “She is warmer than Dian: She rolls through an ether of sighs – She revels in a region of sighs: She has seen that the tears are not dry on these cheeks, where the worm never dies. And has come past the Lion, to shine on us with her bright eyes – Come up through the lair of the Lion, with love in her luminous eyes.” For moments on end I stood in terror of what I had just uttered; for I had no recollection of any forethought, the phrases seemed to have been extracted from my lips – beyond my control. Then, from deep within my soul, a feeling of mistrust in this luminary emerged. Suddenly, I began to speak without control, and again in faintly audible verse, “Sadly this star I mistrust – Her pallor I strangely mistrust: Oh, hasten! – oh, let us not linger! Oh fly! – let us fly! For we must.” Again I was bewildered. I labored to think. Eventually I concluded that I was dreaming and thus pacified my tormented brain. At length, and of my own free will, I muttered, “This is nothing but dreaming.” In pacifying my soul I boldly spoke, “Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, and be sure it will lead us aright – We safely may trust to a gleaming, that cannot but guide us aright, since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.” Thus I regained control of my mind and soul and began to follow the liquescent beaming of this bediamonded light.


I followed the path – under the guidance of this luminous beacon – around trees and over Cairns. The barrows, the pathway, everything was covered by inches of loose powdered earth. Somehow the dust managed to diffuse into the dense humid air, adding still another peculiarity to its presence. I traveled up hills and across puddles of dank water, by interminable graves and ever deeper into the cemetery. My macabre excursion was further obscured by a singularly lurid mist that adhered to the air like an ominous forebodance of something to come. Then my heart was stricken with fear as I suddenly recalled this morbid place, that before I but vaguely recollected. Of course! Unquestionably, I was in the woodlands of the mid region of Weir! For where else could this dismal atmosphere prevail? That would also explain the ghouls in the graveyard – this place is noted for its extent of ghouls. Yes, I was in Weir on this dour night in October, following a lighted crescent of strange pallor – following this nebulous luster through gossamer-laden hillsides.


Then I was stopped at the edge of a tomb, the lighted crescent faded – as though I had come to the edge of a vista – and I fell to my knees and read: “Ulalume – Ulalume – ‘Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!” “My God!” I thought, “this is exactly the night; yes, the thirty-first, that I brought her here and buried her. Ah, what demon has tempted me here?”



“Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber –




This misty mid region of Weir –



 Well I know, now, this Dank tarn of Auber –




This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”
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