
THE RAVEN by Edgar Allan Poe. Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
 "'T is some visiter," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door-- Only this, and nothing more." Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. Eagerly I wished the morrow:--vainly I had sought to borrow From 
my books surcease of sorrow--sorrow for the lost Lenore-- For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Nameless here for evermore. And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain Thrilled me--filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; So that
 now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating "'T is some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;-- This it is, and nothing more." Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, "Sir," said I, "or 
Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, That I scarce was sure I heard you"--here I opened wide the door;-- Darkness there, and nothing more. Deep into th
at darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore!" This I whispered, and 
an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" Merely this and nothing more. Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, Soon again I heard a tapping, somewhat louder than before. "Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; Let me see, then, w
hat thereat is, and this mystery explore-- Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;-- 'T is the 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 the least obeisance 
made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door-- Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door-- Perched, and sat, and nothing more. Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, By the grave a
nd stern deco rum of th e cou ntena nce i t  wor e,  "Thou gh  thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wan dering fr om t he N ightl y sh ore,--  Tell  me what th
y lordly name  is o n th e Ni ght' s Pl uto nia n shore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so p lain ly, Tho ugh  its ans wer little me

aning--little relevancy bore; For we cannot help agreeing that no living human bein
g Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door-- Bird or beast u
pon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, With such name as "Nevermor

e." But the Rav en, si tting  lone ly on  the placi d bu st, spoke only That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. Nothing further t hen h e utt ered --not  a fe ather then he fluttered--
 Till I scarcely more t han m uttere d, "O ther frien ds ha ve flown before-- On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." Then the  bird  said , "Ne verm ore." Startl ed at t he stillness 
broken by repl y so a ptly s poken , "Do ubtle ss," s aid I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, Caught from some unhappy master whom unmer ciful Disas ter F ollow ed fas t and follow ed faster till 
his songs one burden  bore- - Till t he dir ges o f his Hope that melancholy burden bore Of 'Never--nevermore.'" But the Raven still beguiling all my s ad so ul into  smili ng, St raight  I whe eled a cushioned se
at in front of bi rd and  bust and d oor; T hen, u pon th e velv et sinking, I betook myself to linking Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of  yore- - Wha t this grim, ungain ly, gha stly, ga unt and omin
ous bird of yore  Meant  in cro aking " Neverm ore." T his I s at eng aged in guessing, but no syllable expressing To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned in to my bosom 's cor e; This  and m ore I sa t divinin g, with my he
ad at ease reclining On t he cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o'er, But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o'er She shall press, ah, nevermore! Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer  Swung by seraphim 
whose foot-fa lls tinkled on the tufted floor. "Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these ang els he hath 
sent thee Res pite--respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! Quaff, oh quaff this kind ne penthe, and 
forget this los t Lenore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird o
r devil!-- Whet her Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, Desolate yet all und aunted, on t
his desert land  enchanted-- On this home by Horror haunted--tell me truly, I implore-- Is there--is th ere balm in 
Gilead?--tell m e--tell me, I implore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evi l - - prophet still, 
if bird or devil!  By that Heaven that bends above, us--by that God we both adore-- Tell this soul wit h sorrow lad
en if, within the  distant Aidenn, It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Cla s p  a  rare and radi
ant maiden wh o m the ang e l s  n a me Lenore." 
Quoth the Rave n , " N e vermore. "  " B e  t hat word our 
sign of parting,  b i r d  or fiend!"  I  s h r ie k ed, upstarting
-- "Get thee bac k i n t o  t he tem pest and  t h e  N ig ht's Plutonian 
shore! Leave no  b l a c k p l ume as a token of t h a t li e t hy soul hath s
poken! Leave m y lo n e li n e ss unbroke n!--quit t h e b u s t ab ove my door! 
Take thy beak fr o m  o u t m y heart, and tak e thy for m  f r o m  o ff  my door!" Qu
oth the Raven, " N e v er m or e. " And the Rave n, never fl it ti n g,  s til l is sitting, still
 is sitting On the  p al li d b u st  of Pallas just a bove my ch a m b er  d o or; And his eye
s have all the see mi ng  o f a de m on's that is dream ing, And  t he  l a m pl ig ht o'er him stre
aming throws his  s ha d o w o n the floor; And my soul from  o ut  t h at  s ha dow that lies fl
oating on the floo r Sh al l b e lif ted--nevermore! TH E RAVEN  b y E dg ar  A ll an Poe. Once u
pon a midnight d re ar y, w hi le  I pondered, weak and weary, O ve r m an y a qu aint and curiou
s volume of forgo tte n l or e,  W hi le  I nodded, nearly nap ping, sud de nl y t he re  c am e a tapping, As 
of some one gentl y ra pp in g,  ra pp ing at my chamber do or. "'T is so m e v is ite r,"  I muttered, "tappi
ng at my chamber  d oo r- - O nl y this, and nothing more. " Ah, dis tin ctl y I  r em em be r it was in the bl
eak December, An d e ac h se pa ra te  dying ember wrought it s ghost u po n t he  fl oo r. Ea gerly I wished th
e morrow:--vainly I h ad  s ou gh t t o borrow From my books s urcease of  s or ro w- -s or row for the lost 
Lenore-- For the ra re an d r ad ia nt m aiden whom the angels na me Lenor e- - N am ele ss  h er e for evermore. A
nd the silken sad u nc ert ai n r us tli ng  of each purple curtain Thril led me--f ill ed  m e wit h f an tastic terrors nev
er felt before; So th at no w, to  s till  th e beating of my heart, I stood  repeatin g " 'T  is  s om e v isi ter entreating en
trance at my cham be r d oo r So me  la te visiter entreating entrance a t my cha mb er do or ;--  T his  it is, and nothing
 more." Presently m y s ou l g re w str on ger; hesitating then no longer, "Sir," said I , " or Ma da m, tru ly your forgiveness 
I implore; But the fa ct is I w as  n ap pin g, and so gently you came rapping, And so  fa int ly yo u c am e tapping, tapping
 at my chamber doo r, Th at I s ca rc e was sure I heard you"--here I opened wid e t he  do or ;-- Da rk ness there, and n
othing more. Deep i nto  th at da rk ne ss  peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,  D ou bti ng , d re am ing dreams no mo
rtal ever dared to dr ea m b efo re ; B ut th e silence was unbroken, and the darkness g av e n o t ok en,  A nd the only word ther
e spoken was the wh isp ere d w or d, "Le no re!" This I whispered, and an echo mur mu re d b ac k t he  w ord, "Lenore!" Mer
ely this and nothing mo re.  B ac k i nto  th e chamber turning, all my soul wi th in me  b urn in g, Soon again I heard
 a tapping, somewha t lo ud er th an  be fo re. "Surely," said I, "surely th at is so me thi ng at my window latti
ce; Let me see, then,  w hat  th ere at i s, an d this mystery expl or e--  Le t m y h ear t b e still a moment an
d this mystery explor e;--  'T  is  th e w ind  an d nothing  m ore !" Op en  he re I flung the shutter, 
when, with many a fli rt a nd flu tte r, I n t he re stepp ed  a sta tel y R av en  of the saintly days
 of yore. Not the least  ob eis an ce  m ade  h e; not a min ute  st op pe d o r s tayed he; But, with 
mien of lord or lady, p erc he d a bo ve my  c hamber d oo r-- Pe rc he d u po n a bust of Pallas ju
st above my chamber  do or- - P er ch ed,  an d sat, an d n oth ing  m ore . T he n this ebony bird be
guiling my sad fancy i nto  s mil in g, By th e grave a nd ste rn dec oru m o f th e countenance it wo
re, "Though thy crest be sh orn  an d s ha ven , thou," I  sa id,  "a rt s ure  no  cr aven, Ghastly grim a
nd ancient Raven wan der ing  fr om  th e N igh tly shore ,-- Tel l m e w ha t th y lo rdly name is on the 
Night's Plutonian shor e!" Qu oth  th e R ave n, "Neverm ore ." Mu ch I m arv elle d this ungainly fowl 
to hear discourse so p lai nly , T ho ug h it s a nswer litt le me ani ng --li ttle  re levancy bore; For w
e cannot help agreeing  th at no livi ng hu ma n being E ver  ye t w as ble ss ed with seeing bird abo
ve his chamber door-- Bir d o r b eas t u po n t he sculp tur ed bus t a bo ve his  chamber door, With 
such name as "Neverm ore ." Bu t th e R ave n, s itting lon ely  o n th e p lac id bu st, spoke only That o
ne word, as if his soul i n t ha t o ne wo rd he did outpo ur. No thi ng fur the r t hen he uttered--not a 
feather then he fluttere d-- Till  I s car cel y m ore  than mu tte red , " Oth er f rie nd s have flown before-- 
On the morrow he will l eav e m e, a s m y h ope s h ave flow n b efo re. " T he n t he bird said, "Nevermor
e." Startled at the stilln ess  br ok en by rep ly so aptly sp oke n, " Do ubt les s," said I, "what it utters i
s its only stock and sto re, Ca ug ht f ro m s om e unhapp y m ast er wh om  un me rciful Disaster Follow
ed fast and followed fas ter till  hi s s on gs on e burden  bo re- - Ti ll t he dir ge s of his Hope that mel
ancholy burden bore O f 'N ev er- -ne ver mo re. '" But th e R av en stil l b eg uili ng all my sad soul int
o smiling, Straight I wh eel ed a c us hio ne d s eat in fro nt of bir d a nd bu st and door; Then, upon 
the velvet sinking, I bet ook  m ys elf to lin kin g Fancy unt o f anc y, t hin kin g w hat this ominous bird 
of yore-- What this grim , u ng ain ly, gh ast ly, gaunt an d o min ou s b ird  of  yo re Meant in croaking 
"Nevermore." This I sat  en ga ge d i n g ues sin g, but no  sy lla ble  ex pre ssi ng  To the fowl whose fi
ery eyes now burned in to my  bo so m's  co re;  This an d m ore  I s at div ini ng , with my head at eas
e reclining On the cushi on' s v elv et l ini ng tha t the lam pli ght  gl oat ed o'e r, But whose velvet viole
t lining with the lamplig ht glo ati ng  o' er Sh e shall pr es s, a h, n eve rm ore ! T hen, methought, the ai
r grew denser, perfume d f ro m a n u ns ee n c enser Sw un g b y s era ph im  w hose foot-falls tinkled 
on the tufted floor. "Wre tch ," I c rie d, "th y G od hath l en t th ee- -by  th es e a ngels he hath sent the
e Respite--respite and n ep en th e f ro m t hy memorie s o f L en ore ! Q ua ff, oh quaff this kind nep
enthe, and forget this lo st Le no re! " Q uot h t he Raven , " Ne ver mo re. " " Pr ophet!" said I, "thing o
f evil!--prophet still, if bi rd or de vil !-- Wh eth er Tempt er se nt, or wh et he r tempest tossed thee 
here ashore, Desolate ye t a ll un da un ted , o n this de ser t l an d e nc ha nt ed-- On this home by 
Horror haunted--tell me tru ly,  I i mp lor e-- Is there--is th ere  ba lm  in  G ile ad?--tell me--tell me, I i
mplore!" Quoth the Rave n, "N ev er mo re. " " Prophet!"  sa id I, " thi ng  o f e vil--prophet still, if bird
 or devil! By that Heaven  th at be nd s a bo ve,  us--by that God we both adore-- Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, It shall cla sp a s ain te d ma id en whom the angels na
me Lenore-- Clasp a rare  a nd  ra dia nt ma id en whom  th e a ng els  n am e Lenore." Quoth the Ra
ven, "Nevermore." "Be th at wo rd  o ur sig n o f parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting-- "Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian  sh or e! Le av e no  black plume as a toke
n of that lie thy soul hath  s po ke n! Le av e m y loneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above my door! Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form f ro m off  m y d oo r!"  Quoth the Raven, "Ne
vermore." And the Raven , n ev er fli tti ng , s till is sitting, still is sitting On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; And his eyes have all t he se em in g of a demon's that is dreami
ng, And the lamplight o'e r hi m str ea mi ng  throws his shadow on the floor; And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Shall be li fte d-- ne ve rm or e!  THE RAVEN by Edgar 
Allan Poe. Once upon a mi dn ig ht  d re ary , w hil e I  p on de re d, weak and weary, Ove
r many a quaint and curio us  v ol um e o f f or go tte n l or e, W hi le I nodded, nearly nap
ping, suddenly there cam e a ta pp in g, As  of  s om e on e g ently rapping, rapping 
at my chamber door. "'T i s so m e v is ite r,"  I mu tt er ed , "t apping at my chamber 
door-- Only this, and noth in g m or e. " A h, di sti nc tl y I r emember it was in the b
leak December, And each  s ep ar at e dy in g em be r wr o u ght its ghost upon the fl
oor. Eagerly I wished the m or ro w: --v ai nly  I had sought to borrow From  m y bo ok s s u rcease of sorrow--sorro
w for the lost Lenore-- Fo r t h e r ar e an d radiant maiden whom the angels nam e L en or e- - N a meless here for evermo
re. And the silken sad un c e rt ai n ru st lin g of each purple c urtain Thrilled m e- -fi ll e d  me with fantastic terror
s never felt before; So th a t n o w,  t o still the beating of my he ar t, I st o o d repeating "'T is some 
visiter entreating entranc e a t m y c hamber door Some late visiter entreating e nt r a n c e at my chamber door;--
 This it is, and nothing m o r e ."  P r esently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then n o lo n g er, "Sir," said I, "or Mad
am, truly your forgivenes s  I  i m plore; But the fact is I was nappin g , a n d so gently you came ra
pping, And so faintly you c a m e t apping, tapping at my chamber d o o r,  That I scarce was sure I h
eard you"--here I opened  wi d e t he door;-- Darkness there, and no t hi n g  mor e. Deep into that darkne
ss peering, long I stood  the r e  wondering, fearing, Doubting, dre a min g dreams no mortal e
ver dared to dream bef ore;  B ut the silence was unbroken, and the  d a r kne ss gave no token, An
d the only word there s pok e n  was the whispered word, "Lenore!" Thi s  I  wh ispered, and an ech
o murmured back the wo rd, " L enore!" Merely this and nothing more. Back  i nto t he chamber turning, 
all my soul within me burni ng, S o on again I heard a tapping, somewhat louder th an be fore. "Surely," said I, "su
rely that is something at my w indo w lattice; Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this  myst ery explore-- Let my heart 
be still a moment and thi s my stery  explore;-- 'T is the wind and nothing more!" Open here  I flun g the  shutter, when, with m
any a flirt and flutter, In t here  step ped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. Not the le ast o beis ance made he; not a m
inute stopped or stayed he; But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door -- Pe rche d upon a bust of Palla
s just above my chambe r do or-- Perched, and sat, and nothing more. Then this ebony bird be guili ng m y sad fancy into smilin
g, By the grave and ster n de cor um of the countenance it wore, "Though thy crest be shorn an d s have n , thou," I said, "art su
re no craven, Ghastly g r i m an d a ncient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore,-- Tell me what  th y lor dl y name is on the Nigh
t's Plutonian shore!" Q u ot h th e R aven, "Nevermore." Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear  di scou r se  so plainly, Though it
s answer little meanin g- -l i ttle rel evancy bore; For we cannot help agreeing that no living human bei ng E ve r yet was blessed with
 seeing bird above his  c ha m b er door -- Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber doo r, With s u ch  n ame as "Nevermore.
" But the Raven, sittin g lo n el y on the placid bust, spoke only That one word, as if his soul in tha t o ne  w ord he did outpour. 
Nothing further then he  u tt er e d --not a feather then he fluttered-- Till I scarcely more than muttered, " O th er  fr ie nds have flown bef
ore-- On the morrow  h e w ill  le a v e me, as my hopes have flown before." Then the bird said, "Neverm o r e."  S ta rtl ed at the stillness 
broken by reply so a ptl y s po ke n,  " Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, Cau gh t f ro m so me  unhappy master 
whom unmerciful D is as te r F oll ow ed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore-- Till  t he  d irg es  of  his Hope that me
lancholy burden bo re Of 'N ev er --n evermor e.'" But the Raven s til l b eg uil in g a ll my sad soul int
o smiling, Straight I w he ele d a  c us hioned seat in fro nt  o f b ird  a nd  bust and door; T
hen, upon the velv et sin kin g, I b et ook my self to l in kin g F an cy un to fancy, thinkin
g what this omino us bir d o f y or e--  What this gri m,  u ng ain ly,  g hastly, gaunt an
d ominous bird of  yo re Me an t i n croaki ng "Ne ve rm or e."  T his  I sat engaged i
n guessing, but n o s yll abl e e xp re ssing  To the  fo wl wh os e f ier y eyes now bur
ned into my boso m's  c ore ; T hi s and more I sa t d ivi nin g, wit h my head at ea
se reclining On t he cu sh io n's  v elve t linin g t ha t t he la mp light gloated o'
er, But whose ve lve t v iol et lin in g wi th th e l am pli gh t g lo ating o'er She 
shall press, ah, n eve rm ore ! T he n, meth oug ht,  th e a ir gr ew  denser, perfu
med from an un see n c ens er Sw un g by  ser ap him  w ho se fo ot-falls tinkled 
on the tufted flo or. "W ret ch ," I c ried,  "th y Go d h ath  le nt thee--by these
 angels he hath sen t t he e R es pit e--respite and nepe nth e f ro m t hy  m em ories of Lenor
e! Quaff, oh qu aff thi s k in d n ep enthe, and forget this lost Lenore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!- - W he th er Te mp ter sent, or w
hether tempest  to ss ed the e h er e ashore, Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted-- On this home by Horror haunted--tell me truly, I implore-- Is th ere --i s t her e b alm in Gilead
?--tell me--tell me,  I i mp lor e!"  Q uoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil--prophet still, if bird or devil! By that Heaven that bends above, us- -b y t ha t G od we  both adore--
 Tell this soul wit h s orr ow  la de n if, within the distant Aidenn, It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Clasp a rare and radiant maiden w ho m t he an gel s n ame Lenore."
 Quoth the Rav en,  "N ev er mo re. " "Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting-- "Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Pluton ia n s ho re!  Le av e no black pl
ume as a toke n o f t hat  lie  th y s oul hath spoken! Leave my loneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above my door! Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy fo rm  fr om  of f m y d oor!" Quoth 
the Raven, "N eve rm ore ." An d t he Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; And his eyes have  al l t he se em ing  of a demon'
s that is drea min g, An d t he la mplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Sha ll b e li fte d-- ne ve rmore! THE 
RAVEN by Ed gar  Al lan  P oe.  O nce upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, While  I no dd ed,  ne arl y napping, 
suddenly the re ca me  a tap pin g, As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. "'T is some visiter," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door-- On ly thi s, an d n othing mor
e." Ah, distin ctl y I re me mb er it was in the bleak December, And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. Eagerly I wished the morrow:-- vai nly  I h ad so ug ht to borro
w From my b oo ks su rce as e o f sorrow--sorrow for the lost Lenore-- For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Nameless here for ever mo re.  A nd  th e s ilken sad u
ncertain rust lin g o f e ac h p ur ple curtain Thrilled me--filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood rep eat in g " 'T is so me visiter e
ntreating ent ran ce at my  c ha mber door Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;-- This it is, and nothing more." Presently my soul grew st ro ng er;  he sit ati ng then no 
longer, "Sir, " s aid  I, "o r M ad am, truly your forgiveness I implore; But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, And so faintly you came t ap pin g, t ap pin g a t my cham
ber door, Th at I  sc ar ce wa s s ure I heard you"--here I opened wide the door;-- Darkness there, and nothing more. Deep into that darkness peering, long I sto od  th ere  w on der ing, fearin
g, Doubting,  dr ea mi ng dre am s no mortal ever dared to dream before; But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, And the only word th er e s po ke n w as the whisp
ered word, " Le no re! " T his  I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" Merely this and nothing more. Back into the chamber turning, all  m y s ou l w ith in me burnin
g, Soon aga in I h ea rd a t ap ping, somewhat louder than before. "Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; Let me see, then, what th ere at i s, an d t his  mystery 
explore-- L et my  h ea rt be  still a moment and this mystery explore;-- 'T is the wind and nothing more!" Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a fl irt  a nd  fl utt er, In ther
e stepped a s tat ely  R av en  of the saintly days of yore. Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; But, with mien of lord or la dy,  p er ch ed  ab ove my c
hamber do or- - P erc he d u po n a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door-- Perched, and sat, and nothing more. Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad  fa nc y i nto  s mil ing, By t
he grave a nd  st er n de co rum of the countenance it wore, "Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, Ghastly grim and  a nc ie nt Ra ve n wander
ing from th e Ni gh tly  s ho re,-- Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." Much I marvelled this un ga inl y f ow l t o hear di
scourse s o pl ai nl y, Th ough its answer little meaning--little relevancy bore; For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being Ever yet was b le ss ed  w ith  s eeing bir
d above hi s ch am be r d oo r-- Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, With such name as "Nevermore." But the Raven, sitting  lo ne ly on  th e placid b
ust, spoke  o nl y Th at on e word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. Nothing further then he uttered--not a feather then he fluttered-- Till I  s ca rc el y mo re than 
muttered,  " Ot he r f rie nd s have flown before-- On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." Then the bird said, "Nevermore." S ta rtl ed  a t t he  stillnes


