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We copy the following poem fiom the American Review,
on account of its unusual beauty. Mr. Willis remaiks:—
“In our opmton u is the most effective single example of fu-
gitive poelry ever published in this country; and unswur-
passed in English poetry for subtle conceplion, masterly in-

genuily of versification and con<istent sustaining of imagi-
native lift. It is one of those ‘dainties bred in a book,’
which we feed on. It will stick to the memory of every

body who reads it.”
The IRaven.

BY EDGAR A. POE.

- Once upon a midnight dreary, while [ pondered weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,

While I nodded, early napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

“'Tis some visiter,” I muttered, *‘tapping at my cln.bet door—
Only this and nothing wore.”

Ab, distinetly [ rm-ber it was in the bl Deecember,

And each separate dying ember wrouzht ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly | wished the morrow ;—vainly [ had tried to horrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—
For the rare and radient maiden whom the angeis name Lenore—

Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken and unzertaiff rustling of each purple curtain
Thurilled me—fiiled me with fantastic terrors never felt betore ;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart | stood repearing
“ "T'is some visiter entreating entrance at wy chamber door—
Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door ;—

T his it is, and nothing more.”
Presently my soul grew stronger : hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore ;

Butthe fact is T was napping, and so gently you came rapping
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber doo:.

. That I scarce was sure | heard you"—here | opened wide the door:

Darkness there and nothing wmore.
Deep :‘“.i that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering
earing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to drean, before ;
But the silence was unhro n, and the darkness gave no token,

en was the whispered word, “Le-

nore !
Thh ' | whi;?ered, and an “&cho murmured back the word, “Le-
nore!

Mere'y this and nothing more.

'l'hen Into the chambher turning, all my soul within me burning,
» Soon I heard again a tapping somewhat louder than before. .
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice ;
Let me seé, then, what thereut is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment:nd this mystery explore ;—

he wind and nothing more !™
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,

In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not ih:. least obeisance made he ; not an instant stopped or stayed

But, with mien of lord or lady, perehtd above my chamber door—
Porchod upon the bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

‘l'hen this ebony bird h?umu my sad finey into smiling.
B{‘UI. grave and s'ern decorum of the countenance it wore, !

bough thy crest be shorn and .lum,tho- I sdid, “art sure
no craven,

Ghanly rimn and ancient raven wandering &on the Nizhtly shore—

Teliln wlut thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore I

Quoti the rave ““Nevermore."

i llncll I marvelled this ungainly fow! to hear discourse 80 pldnly.
- T'hough its answer little meaning—little relevanéy hore;
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| On the morrow uwtu Jeave hopes have flown hefore, -

| Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly

For we cannot help agreeing that no living hu-un heing

Ever yet was bu-d with seeing bird nbon his chamber door—

Bird or beast upon the sculptured hust above his chomber doar,
With such name as “*Nevermore. »

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bBust, spoke only

That one word, as ll’ his nou] in that one word he did ontpoyr,

Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he flutiered —

Tl u:'amly more than muttered **Other friends have fiown Le-
ore—

1

mn thc duﬂ“ﬂ rmore."”

“Donhtiess,” said I, ““what it utters is its only noel and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one Lurden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope the melancholy burden hore

or « Nc'utmn "—of “ Nevermore."
But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling
Inhbtl whuld a cushioned seat in front of Nrd,udhﬂ and

M . 'the velvet sinking, T betook myself to linking

| Fancy Into fancy, thinkinz what this ominous bird of ﬁr
of yore

il ke, S gy P i

Thhl-tclzllﬁiazqﬂdﬂl'htn le expressing
To the fow! ) nbw bu into my huln'im.

This and more lndlvhlq my Mummnaiu
On the cushion's velvet liing the hnpll'ht gloated o 'er,
m-mmmm the lamp light gloating o’er,

-+ 'She shall press, ah. nevermore !
Then, -uhu:ht.th air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen

hmb audﬁwhon faint foot-falis tinkled on the tufted floor-
“Wu:ub,:.l.:rtﬂ » “thy Ged hath lent thee—by these angels he
Réspite— respite Wﬁuthy“udlmu
M.lquflhh nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore I
Mthonm*ﬂm" :
Ml".ﬂl."ﬂ!ﬁ.dﬂﬁ’ ﬂ,lltlﬂotdorlli
Whether T ﬂl‘.ﬂ"bﬂlﬂhm llpohr‘-hn.
08 shtrtinas by Borver Roomebiieh tor
On this home by Horror haun -ltnly.linﬂ.n—
Ipthn—ulhni“h Gihll!—‘t:l.l-c—t:ﬂ -a.ll-phu!"
raven
uﬂ.lt&lwdnl!
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maiden whom the
- Quoth the raven lﬂ—n" ,

«Be that word our Yol oF pstihe Med.o¢ fiend ™ I shrieked, up-

Plutonian shore !
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