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;' BY EDGAR A. POE, '
Om"‘?’l.’_‘ int and carious volame of W*""i

od, nearly napping, sudden'y there came
‘M vapping, rapping at my ehamber
“"T's sowe visiter,” | muttered, “tapping at my cham-
ber dor—
A), distinetly T remsember it was in the bleak Decem-
h; . |
And ?‘?ﬂ. dying ember wrouZlt its ghost vpn
t : |
Fagely | wished the mwrow; —vainly | had songht 1o "

From my hooks surcease of sirrow—sorrow fur the loat
Vonre —

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the ang-ls name [
Nameless here for evermore.

And the silben, sod. encertain rustling of each parpie ‘

Thrilled me —6lled me with fantastic terrors never feli

~ helwe;
So that now, ta still the beating of my heart, I stood re-

e

_

dewig,

peating b
“*Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my  chanber
h-l'-—- )
Some late wisiter estreating estrance st my chamber
dussr 7 (1l

This it is and nothing more.*’ e

Pl‘l!ll"ﬁ“f my swal grew strongerl ;hmtatmg then no | T
bonger "

“Kig,” aand | “or Madam, trely your fogiveness|im- '),
phore ™
Bat the fact i« | was mapping, and so gently you came
rappeng. . q
And so faintly you came Sapping, tapping at my chamber
sl L ks
That | scarce was sure | heard you' —lote | opened |
wide the daa: — 3 b

Darkness there and n -':f.:'ng maore, i“

{r

Deep into that derkness peering, long | stood there won-
4 1Tiag, lanng, Jo

) wlaing, “reaming dreams po merial ever dared b

drea whate W

Dat the silence was vnbrden, and the atillness gave o
taken, a

And the only word there spoken was 1he whispered word, |
“f rovre 77 ' q
This | whisp rod, and an echo murmured back the word, | .,
L VT l i
Mer-ly thes and nothing mere. |y

A

Doeck inte the chamber turning, all my soul within me
mreine, !¢
Soon agnin | beard a tappine  sanewhat bomder than e 11
fowe c:
“Sarely " said |, “snrely that 15 something st iny win-

oW l‘::ii'l';
Lot we sor, then, what thereat 18, and this mystery ex-

i
|
e — t
Lt my heatt bestill a moment and this mystery ex- |
plun; o ' | b
Fis the wind and nothing more '™ i"'
Open hete | flang the shutter, when, with many a flint | ;"
and flaiter, | ¥
Ia there stepped a stately Raven of the saiotly days of | l
yores "
Not the least olwisance made he; not a minute st pped
or Flaved he;
Hat, with wien ol lord o |:ldj', pvmlm] above iny cliam ";
ber door — '
l‘rrr!:lod upon g bust  of Pallas just sabove my chamber ::
0Of = :
l'ﬂl’rllﬂd. and sat, and nulhing inore, :
']'hen'_lhin ebony hird beguiling my sad fancy into ami o
ing, '
By the grave and atern decorum of the countenance i}
WwWaore, “I
“Thongh thy erest be shorn and shaven, thou,”’ | said, :
““art sure po craven, U
Ghastly grnim and ancient  Raven, wandering from the
Nightly shore - [
Tell me what thy lordly name is on  the Night's Pluto- :
nian shore 1Y ;
(Quoth the Raven *“Nevermore.”

Muach T warvelled this ungainly fuwl to hear discourse so
planly,

Thongh s answer little meaning = litde relevaney bore; g
For we cannot help agreeing that no living huinan be- ‘rl‘
ing '
Fver yet was blessed with seeing bird above Lis eham- U
het dowor — -
Bird or beast upon the scalptured bast above his cham | P
u dlllf. | "
With such name as “Nevermuore”! w
n
But the Raven, sitting Linely on the placid bust, gpoke U
unly h
Thatone word, ae if his soul in that word he did out- ;ll
r. a
Nothing farther then he uttered —not a feather then he | ™
- ?uw- 1|1
more than muttered **Other friend 1
‘m‘— ® have I
Oa the morrow he will leave me, 26 my Hopos have :
Then the bird said ** Nevermore.” :

Starticd at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, | P
‘Doubtless,”” said I, “what it uuau[l'l‘ 18 only ’m::k and | "

stote tl
Canght from some unhappy master whom unmereiful | 0
Dhsaster \
Followed fast and fullowed faster till his songa one bur | %
 den hore— : | .
Tl the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bure | ®
Of *‘Never—nevermore,’ f

a

But the Raven still heguiling my sad faney into umiling,u

Straight | wheeled a cushioned seat in front of ird, ang
hast and door;

Then, apon the velvet sinking, I betook mysclf 1o litlli-‘\

Ing l
Faney unto faney, thinking what this ominous bird of | |
Ore —
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous
bird of yore e

Meaut in croaking “Nevermore.”

This 1 sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable express-

ing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burnod into my bo-
san’s core;

This and more | sat divining, with my head &t case re-
clining

On l::m;di-m’n velvet lining that the lamp light gloat.

u ”l
But whuse velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gluat-

u’ﬂl‘.
She shall press, ah, nevermore !

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from

AN unseen ccuser

Swun iz seraphim whose oot falls tinkled on the tuft-
e,
“Wreteh,” | eried, “ihy God hath lent thee—by 1]
angels he hth sent thee ; S e

Respite —respite and nepenthe frum thy memories of I.0-
nore;

Quafl, oh qn!a”ﬁ' this kind nepeuthe and forget this lust

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”
-'rnﬁ?';'{; said 1, *thiug of evil Y —pruphot w1l i bird
or )

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest 1ossed (i
hiere fishore, I -

Dunl.:i'o yet all undaunted,on this desert land enchant-

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I im-

plore—
s lb:n:;.-u l!i:m balin in Gilead !~ tel) mne—tell me, | l
Quoth the Raven ““Nevermore.”’ -' ’

_ EY :

“Prophet 1" said 1, “*ihing of evil ! — prophet #till, if 1ird
o ur dewny) ! | | - |
B’ -'ffh" 'I'"'f';“_w“ blmdn abuve us—ty ._Hm God w.'w.a1

!
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{On the pallid bust of Pallas just abeve my chamber door;

--IP*- — —-nl'—-u-——--u-q_....._ _.-.__.;-.
- e

e il
Tc-ﬂ thie mui *m!h SOTTOW htleu If whn the distan

’ Ahif‘ﬂﬂ
' ihall olasp 8 m m whom tlw l"ll name

lasp a mua* Q’lwhl ﬁhﬁnu'll name

Loenore”
" Quoth the Ravea ' Ntvermare.”

“Bo that  word our sign of parting, bird or fiend ' |

shrieked, upstariing —
“(yotthan baok into the lecapest and the Night's Ploto

nian shore ! TRTR
i.aave oo black plame a9 a woken of that lie thy soul hath

spoken !
leave my boncliness aabroken ' —quit the bust alove my

door !
Take thy beak from out my heartand take thy form from

off my den!”
@Quoth the Raven “Nevermore,''

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is mt-
ting |
And his eyes have sll the seeming of a damon’s that 1s

dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws Lis shad

ow on the floor;
And my soul foom out that shadow that lies Mating on

the floor
Shall be lified —nevermore !
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