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Poe’s prospects seemed very bright and in 1 836 he married Virginia Clemm, 
a beautiful child wife of fourteen years, whom the poet loved and cherished until 
her death. Owing to habits of indulgence his literary career which was so 
promising was interrupted and the following ten years were occupied with a most 
fruitless attempt to keep the wolf from the door.

During these years his life was filled with anxiety and grief. For his beloved 
Virginia was slowly dying under the cruel torture of consumption. And her death 
which occurred in 1847 found him a broken down man. Half insane with grief 
he lapsed into old excesses.

The two remaining years of his life were pitiable enough. He never fully 
recovered from the shock of his wife’s death, and the only works he wrote during 
these years are the “ Bells” and “Annabel Lee.” In the last named poem he 
laments the said memory of Virginia.

On the last day of September, 1849, he started for Baltimore to see some 
friends who were to help him in publishing a new magazine. He reached Balti
more on election day and was drugged by political agents. He was later taken 
to a hospital, suffering from a violent brain fever. He finally passed away 
surrounded by but a few friends. His last words were, “ Lord help my poor soul.” 
The next morning five friends followed the body to its cheerless grave in the old 
cemetery of West Minster church.

Such is the tragic story of the life of Poe. To add to these details would 
only emphasize its sorid aspects. The blighted career, the disastrous climax of his 
misfortunes can excite but one’s feeling; a profound pity for this unhappy soul.

This strange personality is dead, but his spirit lives immortal among the pages 
of America’s best books. The spirit of a lonely man is well expressed in his 
works. A t times he writes with hopelessness of struggle. His is spirit which 
America or the whole world can never forget.

It would be useless to try to give his poems the credit which is rightfully theirs. 
His works express his belief in art for art’s sake, and Poe declared that “The origin 
of poetry lies in a thirst for wilder beauty than the earth supplies and poetry itself 
is the imperfect effort to quench this immortal thirst, and only in the contemplation 
of beauty do we attain that elevation of the soul which we recognize as poetic 
sentiment and which is distinguished from truth, the satisfaction of reason, and 
from passion, the excitement of the heart.” Not only does Poe state these words 
but every line of his great works express his belief in them.

His themes are few, love, beauty and death. These are the springs. His 
verses are piercing sweet at times and at other times wild with all regret. To him 
graves and memories were a heritage.


