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 THE RAVEN. | y * e g
b gt e Then, methought the air grew denser, perfum-
o . ¢d from un unseen censer ¥
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, ; % ’
weak and weary, S8wung by seraplim whose foot-fulls tinkled on
Over :f[mny a quaint and curious volume of thl“ lllﬁ.&i ﬂuUI‘ | ]
~ forgotten lorc— ) 3
Wil o nplindy e “ Wretch,” 1 criea. ** thy God hath lent thoe— |
As of'su;ma nhnn gl'emly rapping, rapping at iny h}- these ungt!lﬂ he hath sent thee [ ‘
chamber door. F :
““Tis some visiter ‘:jl muttered, ‘ tapping at Ragpﬂﬂ'—-rtpﬁplll! and nepe”lhu fvroin lhy memo- |
my chauber door— .
; Only this and nothing more.” ries of lﬁf‘llUl"l! N a 1
f 0 1 ] .
Ah, distinctly T remember it was in the bleak | Qu I'ﬂ" h’ qt thiin kl.r::j nﬂp{*nlha 'lﬂd Urgﬁt '
o Decemter s ; sy this lost Lenore! '
FA aeh separate ' ' yhit its | ‘
v L.I;h]u:lIuprt:n'th(l-yll?sﬁr.(m B R T | QUUHI lh” I{HVCH be hﬂ"ﬂrnlore-” il
lEagerly I wished the morrow ,—vainly I had @ %
sought to borrow | ,
Fro ' bouk cease of —sorrow for > 3
N om s o “ Prophet ! gaid I, “ thing of ewil! prophet
;F'or th::";:;: r;.::l;r]wl:itli‘::]:l::;v-m.alden whom the Bll”, lr l?i]'l"{ or dgvil !. &
Nuweless here for overmore, Wiliether Tempter sent, or whether tempeast
“And the silken, sad_ nneertain rustling of each | | tossed the hare ashore.
yelr 1[1' eartain ! . . . . A . i
"I'hr:ll.-’.: L T o terrors Desolate '!’:l all llﬂl]ﬂkllllﬂd, au this desert land
never tolt be'ore H " . . e
~o lh-’.l'lnw‘-\:, to il thie benting li!'lllﬁ' heart, |1 | . ge) !I]Iiﬂ‘l [
stoog repeating iOn thrs home by Horror hannted —~tai! ne tra-
A el i e : ly, 1 implore-— -
R el R | Is there—is there balm in Gilead? tell me—tell
Pivie it is and nothing more.” ! e, l ””llllll" 193
t '

Quoth the Raven ‘¢ Nevermore.”

Prosently  my sonl grew stronger, hesitaring |
then no longer,

o S sad 4, 0 or Madam, truly your forgive-
ness | imploce

Bot the fare s 1 was napping, and so gently

L ¢ Prophet,® said I, thing ofevill—prophet still,

.\-»ll calle l'llpirlﬂg’. : ] ll'l !Ii'!'d .“r dpv [’ !
And so tintly vou came tapping, tapping at |
my chamber door, By that Heaven that bends above Llﬂ—liy thal
That I scarce was sure I heard you = here | Y (3 we l i \
upl-w-d wide the dgor § —— . | lljli A H,lll AT =—="-
Pharkness there and l’il}lll.ﬂ;'_ morae, : 'I‘HI] 'I”-‘t K1) I W tl:I g+.rr{.“r lll:-ll'll I!‘ “rllllill l}l"
Decp inta the darkness peering, long T stood I distant *'\“it””'*
there wondering, fearing, | o o4 a noQ oY atelis } s v "
Doubting, dicaming dreams no mortal ever II RIS ” chi P + St i lﬂﬂld' n whotn the SU8! 1:1 :
darcd to drean before Bied EDDI l liLurg=-— {
But the silenes was anhroken, and the stillness " . e |
gnve 1o token; Clasp a rare and radiant mden whom the an- !
And the only word there spolken was the whis- Y o Pk . N2l
pered word, ** Lenore ! '.El:l I8 namoe I" nore.
This ! whisprred, and an echo & urmured back Q'i”l htie Raven * Neve rmore )
the word ** Lenore ™ | LRl .
Merely this, and nothing more. '

* Be that word cursign of parting, bird or fiend, |

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul
witiin me burning,

Soon again | Lewrd a tapping somewhat londer
than before.

¢ Snarely,” said 1, “ warely that 1s sometling at
my window [attice ,

Let me see, then, wh
tery explore

Let my heart ne still @ moment and this myste
ry explore 3—

| siirtesed, upstogling--- |
“Gel the baes 1uto Lthe Leinpest and the N;g];[‘,
iatuniiag saora!
Leave no bilack plame g w token of that lie thy
suul bhath puaen -

ereat is, and this mys

Tis the wind and nothing more !” Li;h VO iy JouChiiuss u“urutgﬁ“ l—gauit tho Lust |
iRk 74 \ ; {
Gpen here T flung the shutter when, with ma- ubove "“J woul .
ny @ {lirt and Autter, , g s Eidsiade. 1 Em 0
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly l dnt l.tl_) i,L: Lk trotn UU‘[ "'Y hvnrt, n!ld LI.I\U
days of yore ; “l)' form frou Oil 11!_'}' .iﬂu;‘ ¢!
Not the least obeisance mado he ; nota minute . A ]
stopped or staved he ; Qu“ul Lue raven " Nuvelraore.
Bat with mean of lord or lady, perched above
my chamber door—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my

chumber door— And the Raven, never flitting, still is eidting,
P erched, and sat, and nothing more. T | o) I
still 15 sitting

. ; i
Then this eho_n bird beguiling my sad faney in- Ull Lilg i Litd Dust vl Pil ;LLE JUHI. auove [ny Cildlll=
to smiling, . ]
By the grave and stern-decorum of the counte- ber suur
“nance it wore, ' i A (A s nl! 1) T . ' !
“Though thy crest be shornand shaven, thou,” .‘f\”‘” ihig ." s llave ‘ll' Lhe h“‘*““”,-;' Ui a dt‘“l““ B
| mid ‘art sure 110 craven. : I,h dL IS Hl';'dllill;;",
Ghastly, giim and ancient Raven wandering l e
from the Nightly shoro— ‘\llu L LL.I“,J-I.%“L O er Ll stred!tn jljg lhrt}“'& !
Tell me whatthy lordly name is on the Night's hi1s W . ﬂ
Pintonirn shore!™ IS siildow vl e vur
> i " . "
Quothitheibiavan:lYsvotisore And my soul fiom ovut that shadow that lics
Much 1 marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear . UUH e p oun bin ﬂuur
digcotrse so plain'y, i1 i ;
Though its answer little meaning—little rele- DAL Le llllhd -== HCVeriore !
vaney hore:
For we cunnav help agreeing that no living hu- I TR B e Mt et s LR s O L A Wik S st et B 1 e B e b
man heingr S S - - - - = =

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his
chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sealpured bust above
his chamber door,
W ith such name as * Nevermore. ™

But the Ravan, sitting lonely on the plaeid
hust, spoke on'y

That one ward, as if his soul in that one word
he did ontponr,

Nothing farther then he uttered—mot a feather
then he fluttered —

Till | searcely more than muttered *° Other
friends have Aown hefore—

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes
have flown hetore.™

Then the bird said ¢ Nevermore,”

Startled at the stillnegs broken hy replv g0 apte
Iy spoken, [

“ Donbtless " wnid . ¢ what it u'te-z is ts only |
gtock and store |

Canght from some unhappy mastar whom nn-
mercitu! Digister

Followed fist and followed fister til] his RUNgESs
one hurden hore—

Till the dirges of his Hope thut melancholy
burden bora

Of** Nevor— nevermoro.®?

But the Raven still beguiling my sad faney
inta emiling,

Strait [ wheeled # eushioned seat in front of
bird, and bust and door,

Then upou the velvet sinking, and betook my-
self to linkin

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this omine:'s
bird of yore—

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and
omninus bird of yore .

Meant in croaking ‘“ Never more." !

Thus [ sat engaged in guessing, but no sylluble
expressing

To the fow] wiuse fiery eys now burned inte my
hosom’'s core ;

This and more I sat divining, w h iny head at
ease reciining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-

light gloated o'er ;

But whose velvet-viol:t lining with the lgmspe

light gleating o'er,
She sal] press, ab, nevermore! ]



