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From the Amencan Revew for Felruvars.
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Oxcz upon

Over many & qusiat ard curioas volume of forgotten lore,

d

As of som» one geutly rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
o "I i vome visiter,”” I mutiered, ** tapping &t wy chamber door—

Whils 1 nodded, nearly nappinz, suddenly thers came a tapping,

& midnight dreary, while T ponderad, weak and weary,

Orgly this, and nothing more.”

Ab, distinetly I remember it was in the bleak wecember,

And each s-parzle dying ¢mber wronght its ghost upon the fioor.

Eagerly I wished the mairow ;—vainly | had 17i+d 10 borrow

From my books surcease of serrow—sorrow L7 ihe logt Lenore—
For the rare and rediant maiden whomn the anzels pame Lenoree—
Nameless here [Gr evermore,

And the silken sad uncertain raztling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me—filled me wiih fantastic terrors nover fo!t bhefors:
- So that now, to =1j!l the bealick of my heart, 1 stood repesting
“"T is some virilcr entresting entrance at my chunber door—

Some late vieiter entreating enirance at iy chasuber Joor i—

This it is, and nothing mo:e.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
*“8Sir,"” sid I, “or Madam, truly your forzveness [ implore ;

But the lact is | was napping, and 80 geatly you came rapoing,

And 00 faintly you came tapping, tepping at my chamber door,

That 1scarce was eure I heard you''—hare [ cpened wide the door ;—

Darkaess there, and nothiog more.

Deep into that darkness peceniog, long 1 stood there wondering, feaniag,

Doubting, dreariing dreams no mortal ever darvd 10 dream before
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no tokeo,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, ¢ Lenore ™
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This I whispered, and an ecno murmured back the word, * Lenor:
| Merely this, and nothing more.

Then into the chamber turninz, alf my soul within me barniog,
Soou { heard ngain a tapping gomewhat louder nan hefore.

“ Burely,” said | ¢ surely that ig something at my window latiice
Let me wen, then, what thereat is, and this maystery vxplore—
1et iy beart be siili a moment =nd thia moystery explore (—

'"T is the wint, and poimipg mcre!

Open here T flung the shutter, wien, with many o flirt and nutier,
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In there stepped a staiely raven of the seintly days of yore

Not the least ohelcance made he - not an natant qloirprd Or 531a% ed hi‘:;,

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched ahove gy chamber door—
Perched npon a buost of Palizs just above mv chamber door—-

Then this ebony bird bezuiling my #ad fascy iato smiling,
By the grave and stern cecorum of the conotenance it wore,

“I'hough thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” [ said, *“ art sure no craven,
from the Nightly shore—

Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering ‘
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Piutonian shore!”

(luoth the raven, ** Nevermore,”

Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse go plainiy,
Though ita answer little meaning—little relevency bore ;

For we cannot help sgreeing thut no sublupary bring

Ever vet was blessed with seeing bird above his chomber door—
Bird or kesst upon the sculptured bust ubove lus chamber coar,
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- With such name as “ Nevermore.
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Perched, and sat, and m;thint_{ more,
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But the raven, sittinz lorely on the placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if hiz rcul in that ons word be did cutpeur.

Nathing ferther ihen he uttered—sor a feathér then he fluttersd—

Tiil | scarcely more than muttered, * Other fn-ads have fiown before—

(n the moyrrow ke will leave me, as my hope2 nave fown before.”
Then the bird 823, “° Nevermore.
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~iariled at the suilness broken Ly reply 50 aptlv spoken,

“OIouitiess.” suid |, tit uitera 18 18 oniy stock and
Ceuoht from seme vunhanny masier wnom unmerciiul Disaster
Folloxed fast s1d followed fasier 1i]] his sopz3 one Loréen borr—

Tl thee dirges of iz Hope tiie melenchaiv burden i
Nevermore—ah, nevermore |

COE R i o ¥ P

‘{ whe sfore

T '

el e e O

LJ‘; rP-

- . -

the raven still bezuiling il v sad sopl mto smling,
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Siraizht [ whesled 2 cushioned s«ati1a ‘ront of hird, and bust, and dogr

Tnen upon the velvet gmiking, 1 deicok mys=d (o linKing
Fancy unto fancey, thinking what tha ominous fard of sore—
What 158 grin, unzainly, ghastiv, gaunt, ng cMminons bird of vore

* _ “Meant in croakine, * Nevermaore.”
This 1 sal engaged in geeesing, Lot 0o syiliable expreasing
T'o the fow!] whose fierv e1e2 nos burned nto my hosom’s core ;
This end more 1 821 divininz, with my kead at ease rechining
On the cushion's yelve! ;i;_nng ipat {11 ]s;mpi;gh: z{;,&{gd () *r.
But whoee veivel violet Hining with the lamplizht glosting o'er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore.

- g -

Then, methouzht, the sir crew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swupg by anzels whose faint foot-fziis tinkled cn the tufted 8oor.
“Wretch,” | cnied. * thy God bate lent thee—bhv these anz«ie he hath s=nt
( fLenare | [ thee
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Regpite—reapite anii Nepenthe from thy memories ¢
21 e quall this Kind Nepenthe and forzet this lost Lenors
(Juotlh the raven, ** Nevermore

“ Prophet!" said I, ¢ thing of evil l=—propnet still, it bird or devii!
Yhether Trmpter eont, or whether tempest 10ssed thes here sshore,
l'*"ﬁ“itllﬂ. }‘t’-.[ ail undaunied, on 1his desert land epchianlsrd—
Oa this homs by Horror hauated—teli me traly, 1 1mplore—
I8 therm—18 there balm in Gilend T—i¢ll me—tell e, | implor=
Cluoth the raven, * Nevermore.™
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‘“Prophet!” aaid [, © thing of evii !—prophet siill, if bird or cevii !

Ly that Heaven that berds above ne—by that God we both adoie—

Tell this goul with sorrow {eden ¥f, withig the distant Aidenn,

It shall clagp a painted maiden whom the snzels name Lenoie—

Ciesp a rare and radiant maiden whom the anzeis name Lenore.’
Quonth the raven, “ Nevermore."”’

‘ Be that word our sign of parting, Lird or fiend!” | shrieked, upsiariing—
“ Get thee buck into the tempest and the Night's Piutonian srhore !
l.eave no black plume as s token of that lie thy soul hath epoken’
Leave my lonehness unhroken !—quit the bust above my door !
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form {rom off my door!
Qucth the raven, ‘* Neverinore.”
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And the raven, never flitting, 2till is sitting, still is sitting
On the pailid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door ;
And hig eyes have al] the seeming of a demor that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light ’er him streaming throws his skadow on the flcor;
Avnd my soul from ont that shadow that lies flosting on the floor
Shatl be lilled—novermors !
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