
The Raven


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.

"'Tis some visitor," 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

"'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door--

Some late visitor 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 that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness 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 something louder than before.

"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what threat is and this mystery explore--

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;--

'Tis 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 the ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore--

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

     Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning--little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door--

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as "Nevermore."

     But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if its soul in that one word he did outpour

Nothing farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered--

Till I scarcely more than muttered: "Other friends have flown before--

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before."

Then the bird said "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store,

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore--

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of 'Never--nevermore.'"

     But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore--

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Meant in croaking "Nevermore."

     Thus I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er

She shall press, ah, nevermore!

     Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite--respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

     "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!--

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted--

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

Is there--is there balm in Gilead?--tell me--tell me, I implore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!

By that Heaven that bends above us--by that God we both adore--

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore--

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore."

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

     "Be that our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting--

"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul has spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

     And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming

And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadows on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted--nevermore!

THE RAVEN


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.

"'Tis some visitor," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door--

Only this and nothing more."

dreary
lacking interest and tending to cause a slight feeling of sadness

to ponder
to think carefully about (something), esp. for a 


noticeable length of time 
weary
very tired, esp. after working hard for a long time 
quaint
attractive because of being unusual and esp. old-fashioned 
(lore)
(story, book)

to have a nap 
a short sleep, esp. during the day 
to nap

to tap
to knock several times

to rap
to hit or say (something) suddenly and forcefully 
to mutter 
to speak quietly and in a low voice that is not easy to hear, often when you 


are anxious or complaining about something 

     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.

distinct(ly)
clearly noticeable; that certainly exists 
bleak
(esp. of a place or the weather) cold and not welcoming,  
separate
existing or happening independently or in a different physical space 
(ember)
(a small piece of wood or coal that is burning without a flame) 

(wrought )
(past simple and past participle of wreak, to cause) 
eager(ly)
wanting very much to do or have esp. something interesting or enjoyable 
(the morrow)
(old use the next day, or tomorrow )

(vainly) in vain
If you do something ……, you do it unsuccessfully or uselessly. 
to seek  
to search for, look for or try to find or obtain (esp. something which is not a 


physical object) 
to borrow sth from sb
to get or receive (something) from someone with the intention of giving it 

                       off sb
back after a period of time 
sorrow
a feeling of great sadness or regret 

 

(surcease)
(het doen ophouden van)

rare 
not common and therefore sometimes valuable 
radiant
obviously very happy, or very beautiful 
(maiden)
(a girl or young woman (literary))

     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

"'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door--

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;

This it is and nothing more."

silk(en)
zijde, zijden
to rustle 
to make or cause to make soft sounds 
to thrill 
to excite
(to entreat entrance)
(old language to ask for permission to enter)

     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.

presently
now, at the present time, meteen, straks
to implore
to ask (someone) to do or not do something in a determined, sincere and 


sometimes emotional way, met aandrang vragen, smeken 

faint(ly)
not strong or clear; slight 
scarcely
only just or almost not 
     Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness 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. 

to peer (into)
to look carefully or with difficulty 
mortal
literary unable to continue living forever; having to die 

immortal

(token 
sign) 

to murmur
to speak or say very quietly 
merely
only

 

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

Soon again I heard a tapping something louder than before.

"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what threat is and this mystery explore--

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;--

'Tis the wind and nothing more.

(a lattice window 
a window made from small pieces of glass which are held in place by metal 


strips.)  


threat
a suggestion that something unpleasant will happen, esp. if a particular 


action or order is not followed 
to explore
to search and discover (about) 
 

     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. 

to fling flung, flung
to throw suddenly using force, or to throw violently and without care 

a shutter 
a wooden cover on the outside of a window which prevents light or heat 


from going into a room or heat from leaving it

 

(to flirt, to flutter
fladderen)

stately
formal and splendid in style and appearance, statig 

(of yore)
(old use, literary: of a long time ago) 

(obeisance)
(movement where you bend at the waist,  reverence)


(mien)
(literary a person's appearance, esp. the typical expression on their face 

(to perch )
(to sit or be situated on (something high) or on the edge of (something), or 


(of a bird) to sit on a branch or other object) 

a bust 
a statue of the head and shoulders of a person 

     Then the ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore--

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

ebony
a very hard dark-coloured wood of a particular tropical tree, used esp. for 


making furniture literary also used to mean very dark.

(to beguile)
(literary  to charm, attract or interest, sometimes in order to deceive 

(a fancy)
(literary: my thoughts, my fantasy)

grave 
seriously bad 

stern 
severe, or showing disapproval 

(decorum)
(behaviour that is controlled, calm and polite)

(countenance)
(the appearance or expression of someone's face) 
(the crest) 
(the top of the head of the bird)

to shear, shore, shorn 
to cut the wool off (a sheep) 

to  shave
to remove (hair) from (the body, esp. a man's face) by cutting it close to the 


skin with a razor

(craven)
(extremely cowardly, uitertst laf)

ghastly
unpleasant and shocking, or informal extremely bad 
grim
very unpleasant or unattractive 
shore
kust

(Plutonian)
(of Pluto, Greek God of the underworld)

 

(quoth)
(old language: said)

     Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning--little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door--

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as "Nevermore."

to marvel at
to show or experience great surprise or admiration 

marvellous

(ungainly)
(awkward and graceless in movement)

(fowl)
(a bird of a type that is used to produce meat or eggs


old use any bird)

(discourse)
(communication in speech or writing )

plain(ly)
not decorated in any way; with nothing added, gewoon)

relevance, relevancy
importance

to  bless
zegenen
to sculpture
the art of forming solid objects out of a material such as wood, clay, metal or 


stone, or an object made in this way 
     But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if its soul in that one word he did outpour

Nothing farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered--

Till I scarcely more than muttered: "Other friends have flown before--

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before."

Then the bird said "Nevermore." 

placid
having a calm appearance

 
(to outpouring)
(to express of strong feeling) 
to utter 
to say (something) or to make (a sound) with your voice 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store,

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore--

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of 'Never--nevermore.'"

a reply
an answer

to reply
to answer

apt 
suitable or right for a particular situation 

aptly

(Stock and store)

(un)merciful
genadevol, mededogend 

burden
a heavy load that you carry or fig. a difficult duty or responsibility you have 


to bear 

to bear, bore, borne
to carry and move (something) to a place 

(dirge)
a slow sad song or piece of music, sometimes played because someone has 


died  


     But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore--

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Meant in croaking "Nevermore."

cushion
een kussen
(velvet)
(fluweel)
(to betake)
(zich begeven naar)
omen
something that is considered to be a sign of how a future event will take 


place, voorteken 

ominous
Something that is ominous suggests that something unpleasant is likely to 


happen. 


 

gaunt
very thin, esp. because of illness or hunger, uitgemergeld 

croak 
(of animals) to make deep rough sounds such as a frog or crow makes, 


or (of people) to speak with a rough voice because of a sore or dry throat 

     Thus I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er

She shall press, ah, nevermore!

to guess
to give an answer to a particular question when you do not have all the facts 


and so cannot be certain if you are correct 
fiery
bright red or very hot like fire
bosom
a woman's breasts, or the front of a person's chest, esp. when thought of as 


the centre of human feelings 
core
the central part of something, esp. the part of some fruits, such as apples, 


which contains the seeds and is usually not eaten, 


more generally, the basic and most important part of something 
(to divine) 
(to guess (something), or to find (something) out without being told about it)
(to recline)
(to lean or lie back with the upper part of your body in a nearly horizontal 


position)
     Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite--respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

(methought)
(old language, I thought)
 dense
thick; close together; difficult to go or see through 
perfume
 liquid with a pleasant smell, usually made from oils taken from flowers

to perfume
geuren 
(censer)
(wierookvat) 
to swing, swung, swung
to (cause to) move, esp. smoothly backwards and forwards or from one side 


to the other and esp. from a fixed point 
(seraphim)
(an angel of the highest rank, serafijn)
to tinkle
(to make) a light ringing sound 
(a tuft)
(a number of short pieces of esp. hair or grass which closely grow 


together or are held together near the base)
wretch 
an unpleasant or unkind person 
(respite)
(a pause or rest from something difficult or unpleasant) 
(nephenthe)
(a potion used by ancients to induce forgetfulness of pain and sorrow)
(quaff)
(curse)
(quoth)
(said)
     "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!--

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted--

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

Is there--is there balm in Gilead?--tell me--tell me, I implore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

(Tempter)
(=satan, he who tempts)
to tempt
verleiden
temptest
a violent storm
to toss
to throw (esp. something light) carelessly 
to toss ahore
aan land gooien
desolate 
(of a person) extremely sad and feeling alone 
(undaunted)
(still determined and enthusiastic, despite problems or lack of 


success, onverschrokken) 
(desert)
(woestijn, dor land)

(to enchant) 
(to have a magical effect on (someone or something), betoveren) 
to haunt
(of a ghost) to appear in a place repeatedly 
truly
sincerely, eerlijk, oprecht
(balm)
(balsem)

Gilead
a mountainous region of Palestine east of the Jordan river

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!

By that Heaven that bends above us--by that God we both adore--

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore--

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore."

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

to bend, bent, bent
buigen
to adore
to worship

(laden)
(beladen, belast)

Aidenn
an Arabic word for Eden or paradise

to clasp
vastgrijpen, stevig omhelzen
     "Be that our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting--

"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul has spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

to part 
(to (cause to) separate, scheiden)
(a fiend)
(an enemy)

to shriek
a short, loud, high cry, esp. one produced suddenly as an 


expression of a powerful emotion, tieren)

(a plume)
( a big feather)

a beak
een bek
to quit
to leave, to stop

     And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming,

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that is floating on the floor

shall be lifted – nevermore.

(to flit)
to fly or move quickly and lightly 
(pallid)
very pale, in a way that looks unattractive and unhealthy 
a demon
een demoon
to float


drijven

Poe's Poetry: The Raven: Summary
R. Moore

First published in the (New York) Evening Mirror in January, 1845, "The Raven" was an overnight sensation and remains the most popular and best known poem that Poe ever wrote. In fact, during the final years of his life, Poe was referred to as "the raven" and his readers often wove short passages of the piece or a simple "nevermore" into their daily talk. The poem is essentially a dramatic monologue; it tells a story that has no real climax but that nonetheless progresses through stages marked by changes in the narrator's mood as he successively interprets the raven's presence and the meaning of its "nevermore" replies. 

Consisting of eighteen six-line stanzas, "The Raven" is told retrospectively by a first-person narrator. The setting throughout is the narrator's chambers at midnight on a bleak December, as the speaker or student lapses between reading an old book and falling asleep. He is aroused by a tapping sound that he presumes to be made by a visitor outside of his room. He does not immediately answer, but tells us that he is in a sorrowful mood because of the death of his lover, the "lost Lenore." He snaps out of these sad thoughts, assures himself that the sound is that of a visitor, he addresses his unknown guest, but finds no one there when he opens the door. Peering into the silent darkness, the student whispers Lenore's name to himself. When he returns to his room, however, the rapping sound resumes and is even louder than before. He now posits that it is merely the wind beating on the shutters of his window. 

When he opens the shutter, a "stately" Raven appears. It flies to the top of the chamber door and perches upon a bust of Pallas (Athena, the Greek goddess of wisdom). The narrator is initially amused by the raven's "grave and stern" looks. He addresses the bird in lofty terms, and asks what its "lordly" name is. The raven responds with the single word "Nevermore." The student marvels at the winged intruder's powers of speech: he hopes to hear more, but the raven's vocabulary is limited to that one word. He reassures himself that the raven will depart in the morning, but the raven seems to oppose this prospect by uttering "nevermore" again. The narrator speculates that the bird was trained to say "nevermore" by some melancholy master. He smiles to himself, but then begins to think about what the raven means by "nevermore." The creature begins to take on demonic qualities in the student's mind as he notes the bird's "fiery eyes." 

The narrator then connects the bird's appearance and message with the lost Lenore and calls the raven a "wretch" sent by "thy God" to remind him of sorrows that he wants to forget. He now believes that the bird is a "prophet" and asks him whether there is life after death. The reply, of course, is "quoth the Raven, `nevermore'." He repeats the question, this time with specific reference to that "rare and radiant" maiden Lenore, but the response remains the same. The student becomes angry, commands the bird to leave him alone and return to his roost in hell. The raven's "nevermore" is now a strident refusal that the narrator is helpless to counter. In the poem's concluding stanza, the narrator says that the demon-eyed bird is still sitting on the bust above his door, throwing a shadow over his soul. That shadow will never depart, as the narrator himself says that it will be lifted "nevermore."

Poe's Life and Work: Biography
Edgar Allan Poe was born in Boston on January 19, 1809. His mother, Elizabeth Arnold Poe, was an actress who had attained some prominence as a leading lady. His father, David Poe, Jr., had pursued a somewhat less successful career on the stage punctuated by alcoholic binges. Although the precise dates and other details are unclear, Poe's father apparently abandoned his family around the time of Edgar's second birthday. We do know that his mother took Edgar, his brother William, and sister Rosalie with her to Richmond, Virginia sometime in 1811, and that she died there in December of that same year. Edgar was separated from his siblings and placed in the care of a childless couple, John and Frances Allan. 

John Allan was an English/Scottish merchant who kept a tight hold on the family's purse strings but who also recognized the value of education. In 1815, he took his wife and "stepson" (Edgar was never legally adopted by the Allans) to England on an extended business trip. In England, Edgar spent his early childhood at prestigious boarding academies, including the Manor House School of Doctor Bransby at Stoke Newington. Evidently, he was an excellent student: in 1819, John Allan wrote to his friend William Galt that, "Edgar is in the Country at school, he is a very fine boy & a good scholar." It was while he was in England that young Edgar first became acquainted with the Gothic literature that was popular in Europe at the time. 

When Allan returned to Richmond in 1820, Edgar continued his education at private schools, studying Latin, verse, and oratory. He was also an athletic youth, a superior swimmer and marksman. But he was not popular. He was taunted by his peers as the son of actors (a disreputable profession) who occupied an odd status in the Allan household as an unadopted stepson. Poe received support and encouragement from the mother of a classmate, Jane Stith Stanard, but she died of a brain tumor when he was fifteen years old. More so than Elizabeth Poe or Mrs. Allan, he looked upon this woman as his idealized mother, and her untimely death was the apparent cause of his first extended period of psychological depression, during which he often visited her grave. Around this time, John Allan's trading firm suffered a series of financial setbacks, the company itself was dissolved, and Poe's stepfather took to extramarital affairs and to the bottle. 

In 1825, however, John Allan inherited a large sum of money, and this abrupt reversal of fortune enabled him to enroll Edgar at the University of Virginia. Shortly before his departure for college, Poe began to court a fifteen-year-old woman named Sarah Elmira Royster. Whether the two were engaged before he left for college is unclear; that he was serious about his intention to marry Sarah is fairly certain. Poe entered the University of Virginia in 1826 at the age of seventeen, concentrating on classical and modern languages. But he found it difficult to maintain a gentleman's life style on the relatively meager allowance that John Allan furnished to him. He took to gambling and compiled debts of honor amounting to some $2,000, an enormous sum in the 1820s. John Allan refused to pay these debts; Poe left school and returned to Richmond where he worked for a time in Allan's counting house. When he tried to renew his courtship of Sarah Royster, her parents first told him that she was abroad; he eventually learned that his first fiancée had become engaged to another young man. 

Alienated from his stepfather and rejected by Sarah's family, the headstrong Poe set out on his own, moving first to Baltimore in March, 1827 and then back to the city of his birth, Boston, where he took the first of several pseudonyms, calling himself Henri Le Rennet. It was in Boston that Poe wrote the first poems that would eventually bear his real name. Without a regular source of income, Poe joined the army at the age of eighteen, enlisting under the fictitious name of Edgar A. Perry. He was initially assigned to duty with coastal artillery at Fort Independence in Boston Harbor and later transferred to Fort Moultrie on Sullivan's Island outside the harbor of Charleston, South Carolina. With his keen mind and still sturdy body, Poe did well in the military, rising to the rank of sergeant major during his two years stint. While he was stationed at Fort Independence, Poe prevailed upon a local published to print his first volume of verses, Tamerlane and Other Poems, By a Bostonian in1827 under the name of Edgar Perry. To these, he would eventually add six new poems for a volume that would be published in Baltimore under his real name at the end of 1829. By then, however, tragedy struck Poe's life once more. In February, 1829, Poe's stepmother, Frances Allen, died, the third mother figure in his life to suffer an untimely death. 

The death of Frances Allan set the stage for reconciliation between Poe and John Allan. According to some accounts, it was through Allan's influence that Poe received an appointment to the United States Military Academy at West Point. He did enter West Point in July, 1830, but a few months later he learned that John Allan had remarried a woman with children and realized that he would never receive any inheritance from his stepfather. Poe resumed his losing ways at cards, drank heavily, and neglected his duties, refusing to leave his room at the Academy for days on end: he was dismissed from West Point in March, 1831. Poe took up residence at the home of his aunt, Maria Clemm, with her young daughter (and Poe's cousin) Virginia Clemm, and Poe's paternal grandmother, Elizabeth Poe. Shortly thereafter, he brought out a third slim volume of poems; like its predecessors, this third book was comprised on verses on conventional romantic subjects, notably the myth of an idealized world of beauty and joy recaptured as dreams and memories. Unfortunately, like his first two collections, it failed to receive any reviews. Poe applied for editorial and teaching positions, but was unsuccessful in his effort to gain regular employment. 

In 1831, Poe entered into a new stage in his fledgling literary career. The tastes of the American reading public had turned from romantic poetry and toward humorous and satirical prose. By June of that year, he had submitted five comic pieces to the Philadelphia Saturday Courier---"Metzengerstein," "The Duc de L'Omelette" "The Bargain Lost," "A Tale of Jerusalem," and "A Decided Loss"--- all of which were first published in 1832. Throughout the remainder of his career, Poe would write comic and satiric tales, including parodies, burlesques, grotesques and outright hoaxes. In 1833 and 1834, Poe wrote two serious short stories, "MS Found in a Bottle" (the first of his sea tales) and "The Assignation" (the first Poe story to appear in a magazine with national circulation). Poe would rework both of these early efforts in the 1840s. He also proposed to publish a volume of short stories under the title of Eleven Tales of the Arabesque, devising a framework of assigning each tale to a fictional member of a literary club, which he tentatively called the Folio Club. 

All eleven stories were eventually published, but not as a Folio Club group. Yet his proposal brought his talents to the attention of John Pendleton Kennedy, and through Kennedy, Poe received entree to the Southern Literary Messenger. It was in the Messenger that Poe published his first true horror story, "Berenice," in 1835. Shortly thereafter, he became and editor of this journal, to which he would contribute additional tales, poetry, and scores of book reviews. Many of the latter were extremely abrasive; having secured a permanent position in the literary world, Poe quickly made enemies that would come back to haunt him, even after his death. 

When John Allan took ill in 1834, Poe traveled to Richmond in the hope of some positive resolution of his conflict with his erstwhile stepfather. The dying man would have none of it; Allan refused to see Poe and threatened to cane him if he dared entered his sick room. A year later, his grandmother, Elizabeth Poe died, and Poe moved from Baltimore back to Richmond with his aunt and cousin. On May 16, 1836, Poe married his cousin Virginia Clemm, who was just thirteen years old at the time. Poe, his bride and his mother-in-law then moved to New York City, where they would remain for about 18 months before relocating again, this time to Philadelphia. 

The year 1837 marked the start Poe's most productive period as a fiction writer; during the next eight years, Poe composed most of the tales of terror with which he is customarily identified. Following "Berenice," Poe wrote "Morella" (1835), "Ligeia" (1838), "The Fall of the House of Usher" (1839) and "William Wilson" (1840). In 1839, having moved his household to Philadelphia, Poe became co-editor of Burton's Gentleman's Magazine, where he was responsible for most of literary reviews and at least one feature per month. In 1840, Poe financed the publication of twenty-five short stories as Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque. But sales of this volume were surprisingly poor; its appearance was neglected by other reviewers, many of whom Poe had already alienated through his criticism of their talents and tastes. Poe fired back, with sharply-barbed literary parodies like "How to Write a Blackwood's Article," and through political satires, many of which were aimed at the bourgeois life-style and sensibilities of the rising middle class. Poe's unkind cuts caused him to quarrel with his co-editor, the eponymous owner of Burton's, and after he wrote a review in which he accused the popular American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow of plagiarism, Poe was fired by Burton. He tried to found his own literary journal, "Penn Magazine," but found no financial backers for the project. Thereafter, he worked for a year (April 1841 to May, 1842) as an editor at Graham's Magazine. Wearied by his family's financial insecurity, Poe attempted to gain a position at a custom's house (like his colleague Nathaniel Hawthorne), but was again rebuffed. To earn a living, Poe wrote turned again to the composition of comic pieces like "Never Bet the Devil Your Head." But in 1842, his young wife Virginia suffered a burst blood vessel and contracted tuberculosis. The influence of the latter on Poe's mind may be reflected in his 1842 allegory of epidemic disease, "The Masque of the Red Death," published at a time when Philadelphia was suffering from an outbreak of cholera. In March, 1843, he went to Washington, D.C. in search of a job with the federal government. But he was waylaid by an extended drinking binge, Poe taking to the bottle with increasing frequency after Virginia became ill. 

In 1843 as well, Poe began a series of murder stories told from the narrative perspective of the fictional murderers. These would eventual include "The Tell-Tale Heart," "The Black Cat," and, somewhat later, "The Imp of the Perverse" and "The Cask of Amontillado." In that same year, Poe enjoyed the most important boost to his career with the publication of "The Gold Bug," a mystery tale whose protagonist, William Legrand, shared traits similar to Poe's most famous detective, C. Auguste Dupin. The success of "The Gold Bug," allowed Poe to publish three stories in which Dupin solves crimes that baffle the French police, "Murders in the Rue Morgue," "The Mystery of Marie Roget," and "The Purloined" Letter." He also enjoyed success at this time with some of his comic and satiric pieces such as "Diddling Considered as One of the Exact Sciences" (1845). 

In 1845 that Poe's career received two additional boosts. The first came after Poe and his family moved back to New York City, taking residence at a cottage in Fordham, and began to write poetry again. It was in New York that he wrote "The Raven." The poem was a popular sensation, and it gave him a new source of income, reciting his own verses (and later lecturing) to paying audiences. During the remaining years of his life, Poe wrote virtually all of his most famous poems, including "Ulalume," and "Annabel Lee." The second boost came when James Russell Lowell wrote a laudatory essay about Poe that appeared in Graham's Magazine. With Lowell's assistance, Poe became the editor of the Broadway Journal, to which he contributed some 60 reviews and essays, a few new stories, and revised versions of others. In the fall of 1845, Poe borrowed a large sum of money and bought the Broadway Journal. But it failed to turn a profit and ceased publication altogether in early1846. 

Poe now watched as his wife Virginia's health deteriorated. In his own words, he suffered "the horrible, never-ending oscillation between hope and despair." But on January 30, 1847, Virginia Poe died. Poe lapsed into depression and hard drinking. But he pulled out of this descent, turning to the composition of theoretical works about literature, human nature, and the cosmos at large, including Eureka: A Prose Poem (1848), in which he advanced a complete theory about God's will and the universe. He also took to the lecture circuit, giving talks on "The Poetic Principle" and Eureka. During this time, Poe developed friendships with several women, including Sarah Helen Whitman, Mrs. Annie Richmond, and Mrs. Sarah Elmira Shelton (formerly Sarah Elmira Royster, Poe's adolescent erstwhile fiancée). He became conditionally engaged to the somewhat older Sarah Helen Whitman, but their relationship ended abruptly when he called upon her in a drunken state. 

Contrary to popular belief, in his final year (1849), Poe's life was relatively stable. He continued to earn a living through his lectures and recital performances, he visited friends that he had made in Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Richmond. In fact, Poe spent two months in Richmond, calling upon Sarah Shelton, who had become a widow and reportedly accepted his proposal of marriage. In Richmond that Poe wrote his last poem, the melancholy "Annabel Lee." In late September and in seemingly good health, Poe left Richmond for New York where he planned to assist another lady friend in the editing of her manuscripts. But for some unknown reason, Poe stopped in Baltimore. On October 3, 1849, an election day, Poe was found deliriously ill, lying half-conscious in the street outside of a polling place and a few yards away from a tavern. Whether Poe was drunk or not has never been conclusively determined. He was taken to a local hospital, still in a delirious state and calling for a polar explorer of the day named Reynolds. He uttered his final words and epitaph, "Lord help my poor soul," on October 7, 1849, and was buried the next day in Baltimore's Presbyterian Cemetery.


 

 

Vocabulary: context sentences

The room is so (saai, somber). You really ought to brighten it up a little.
dreary

You’re looking so worried. – Yes I’ve been (zorgen maken over, piekeren) over 

my daughter’s odd behaviour for some time.
pondering

The soldiers had been marching for three days and they were dirty, (vermoeid) 

and uncomfortable.

weary

The boys in the photograph look so  (raar, gek) in their capes and short pants.
quaint

Try to take a (een uiltje vangen) in the afternoons if you feel tired.
nap

The conductor (vlug and krachtig kloppen) the music stand with his baton and 

the violins stopped playing.

rapped

“Why do I always have to do all the work?” she (mompelen, mopperen) irritably.
muttered

A cold (guur) wind was howling round the house.
bleak

Far away but (duidelijk) was the dark shape of a boat.
distinct

Teachers thought it best to (scheiden) Paul and Fred and put them in different 

classes.

separate

At night we could still see the glowing (sintels)of that high bonfire we had lit 

in our back garden yesterday morning.

embers
The teacher could see the children little (geestdriftig) faces as she told them about 

their trip to the zoo.

eager

He’s really (enthousiast) to see you? Well I’m also looking forward to seeing them.
eager/keen

Police have spent hours searching (tevergeefs) to trace the snipers.
in vain

Economics graduate, aged 25, with business experience, (zoeken) interesting 

part-time in the West London area.

seeks

Could I (ontlenen) this book (preposition)  you for a few weeks.
borrow from

He came to express his (smart, pijn) and to offer his help in organizing the funeral.
sorrow

This plant is very (zeldzaam) over here. It’ll be hard to find one.
rare

She announced with a (stralend) smile that she was going to have a baby.
radiant

There was no sound in the library except the occasional cough and (het ritselen) 

of papers.

rustling

This dress is quite expensive, it’s a (zijden) one.
silk

Finally she wrote to the president, (smeken) him to intervene in the situation.
imploring

She was too (zwak) to walk. We had to carry her upstairs to her bedroom.
faint

He was whispering so silently we could (nauwelijks) understand him.
scarcely

Roger was (turen) into the dark corridor to see what was making the noise.
peering

The doctor couldn’t help the soldier. He was (dodelijk) wounded.
mortally

“I love you, Matthew.” (mompelen) Fiona as their lips met.
murmured

He made no response at her accusation, he (slechts) looked at her and walked 

away.

merely

Every time they have an argument his wife (bedreigen) to leave him.
threatens

The letter was full of (dreigingen) and accusations and she decided to show it 

to the police.

threats

We’ll be in York for three days so there will be time enough to (verkennen) 

the city.

explore

He pulled the knife out of her hand and (wegslingeren) it out of the window.
(fling) flung flung

The (luik) suddenly blew shut with a loud bang.
shutter

The situation is (ernstig). War now seems inevitable.
grave

“Be quiet!” I said trying to sound (streng).
stern

John is on the yard, (scheren van dieren) some sheep.
shearing

John is in the bathroom (scheren van mensen) his beard.
shaving

What was the hotel like? – (vreselijk).

ghastly

Things look pretty (beroerd) for his business at the moment. That’s why he 

is so nervous.

grim

I (vol bewondering vaststellen) how they managed to pull it off.
marvelled

She was dressed (gewoontjes) and wore no make-up.
plainly

If you join the discussion make sure what you say is (belangrijk).
relevant

I didn’t really understand the (belangrijkheid) of her comments.
relevance

It’s wondrous how they can (beeldhouwen) such a beautiful statue out of stone.
sculpture

Henry Moore is a very famous British (beeldhouwer) who lived in the twentieth 

century.

sculptor

She’s a sweet and (kalm, vredig) child who rarely gets upset or angry.
placid

Pat was shaking with rage, unable to (zeggen, uiten) a word.
utter

“Aren’t weddings boring?” isn’t a very (geschikt) remark when you’re standing 

next to the bride’s father.

apt

I waited for Smith to (antwoorden) but he didn’t say anything.
reply

He’s (knap, schrander) at maths.

apt

Carrying the (last) of leadership is never an easy task.
burden

At the head of the procession a group of men (dragen)the coffin into the church.
bear, bore, borne

Oh, you (hevig doen schrikken) me. I didn’t see you.
startled

The noise   (hevig doen schrikken) him and he dropped his glass on the floor.
startled

He was lounging in the settee with his feet resting on a (kussen) that was lying on

the coffee table.

cushion

At dawn we could hear the frogs (kwaken) in the pond.
croaking

He gave me a (vurig) cocktail of whisky and rum.
fiery

Samantha won a huge fruit cake by (gissen) its weight.
guessing

The word “estimate” consists of three (lettergrepen).
syllables

She had the ability to cut through the (kern) of a problem.
core

Nurses should do all they can to make their patients (op hun gemak voelen).
feel at ease

This part of the country is very (dicht) populated.
densely

Graham could smell the (parfum, geur) of roses from the park.
perfume

There were little bells attached to the horse that (rinkelen) whenever it moved.
tinkled

We couldn’t decide which movie to go to, so in the end we just 

(hoog in de lucht gooien) a coin.

tossed

Because of the heavy storm a few ships had been driven (aan land, aan de kust).
ashore

He felt really (eenzaam) when his wife had died.
desolate

The people in the village refuse to go near the castle because they think it is 

(bezocht door spoken, geesten).

haunted

All of a sudden he let out a piercing (gil) , and I dashed upstairs to see what the

 matter was.
shriek


He had carelessly (nonchalant gooien) the clothes into the machine without checking 

the pockets. 
tossed

The ship was blown 200 miles off-course by the (zware storm).
tempest. 

What do you want to (stoppen, verlaten) this job?
quit

Match the synonyms

eager
keen
mortally
very tired

grave
smell
faint

weak

plain
horrible
scarcely
calm 

placid
important
weary

serious

perfume
odd
ghastly
boring and a bit sad 

relevant
hardly
stern

deadly

dreary
common
quaint

strict

to seek 
to carry 
to reply
to answer

to bear
to scare a lot
to implore
to answer

to frighten
to think hard and worry
to ponder
to say


to utter
to tap very quickly and loudly
to rap

to look for

to quit
to flip

to toss

to stop, to leave

Two parodies
The End of the Raven

 -- by Edgar Allen Poe's Cat

On a night quite unenchanting, when the rain was downward slanting,

I awakened to the ranting of the man I catch mice for.

Tipsy and a bit unshaven, in a tone I found quite craven,

Poe was talking to a Raven perched above the chamber door.

"Raven's very tasty," thought I, as I tiptoed o'er the floor,

        "There is nothing I like more"

Soft upon the rug I treaded, calm and careful as I headed

Towards his roost atop that dreaded bust of Pallas I deplore.

While the bard and birdie chattered, I made sure that nothing clattered,

Creaked or snapped or fell or shattered, as I crossed the corridor;

For his house is crammed with trinkets, curios and weird decor -

        Bric-a-brac and junk galore.

Still the Raven never fluttered, standing stock-still as he uttered,

In a voice that shrieked and sputtered, his two cents' worth -

        "Nevermore."

While this dirge the birdbrain kept up, oh, so silently I crept up,

Then I crouched and quickly leapt up, pouncing on the feathered bore.

Soon he was a heap of plumage, and a little blood and gore -

        Only this and not much more.

"Oooo!" my pickled poet cried out, "Pussycat, it's time I dried out!

Never sat I in my hideout talking to a bird before;

How I've wallowed in self-pity, while my gallant, valiant kitty

Put an end to that damned ditty" - then I heard him start to snore.

Back atop the door I clambered, eyed that statue I abhor,

        Jumped - and smashed it on the floor.

http://www.webenglishteacher.com/text/raven.txt
Abort, Retry, Ignore?

(Edgar Allen Poe for the Modern World)

 Once upon a midnight dreary , fingers cramped and vision bleary,

 System manuals piled high and wasted paper on the floor, 

 Longing for the warmth of bed sheets, still I sat there doing spreadsheets, 

 Having reached the bottom line. I took a floppy from the drawer. 

 I then invoked the SAVE command and waited for the disk to store. 

 Only this and nothing more.

 Deep into the monitor peering, long I sat there wond'ring, fearing,

 Doubting, while the disk kept churning, turning yet to churn some more.

 But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token.

 "Save!" I said. "You cursed machine! Save my data from before!'"

 One thing did the phosphors answer, only this and nothing more,

 Just, "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"

 Was this some occult illusion, some maniacal intrusion?

 These were choices undesired, ones I'd never faced before.

 Carefully I weighed the choices as the disk made impish noises.

 The cursor flashed, insistent, waiting, baiting me to type some more.

 Clearly I must press a key, choosing one and nothing more,

 From "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"

 With fingers pale and trembling, slowly toward the keyboard bending,

 Longing for a happy ending, hoping all would be restored,

 Praying for some guarantee, timidly, I pressed a key.

 But on the screen there still persisted words appearing as before.

 Ghastly grim they blinked and taunted, haunted, as my patience wore,

 Saying "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"'

 I tried to catch the chips off guard, and pressed again, but twice as hard.

 I pleaded with the cursed machine: I begged and cried and then I swore.

 Now in mighty desperation, trying random combinations,

 Still there came the incantation, just as senseless as before.

 Cursor blinking, angrily winking, blinking nonsense as before.

 Reading, "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"

 There I sat, distraught. exhausted, by my own machine accosted.

 Getting up I turned away and paced across the office floor.

 And then I saw a dreadful sight: a lightning bolt cut through the night.

 A gasp of horror overtook me, shook me to my very core.

 The lightning zapped my previous data, lost and gone forevermore.

 Not even, "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"

 To this day I do not know, the place to which lost data go.

 What demonic nether world us wrought where lost data will be stored,

 Beyond the reach of mortal souls, beyond the ether, into black holes?

 But sure as there's C, Pascal, Lotus, Ashton-Tate and more,

 You will one day be left to wander, lost on some Plutonian shore,

 Pleading, "Abort, Retry, Ignore?"

http://www.webenglishteacher.com/text/poe-computer.txt
audio

http://archive.salon.com/audio/poetry/2000/10/31/poe/
dvd – video : 

http://bestofyt.com/video/vincent-price-performs-the-raven
http://bestofyt.com/video/john-astin-reads-the-raven-by-edgar-allen-poe

http://bestofyt.com/video/the-raven-1963
The Simpsons – The Raven: 3rd Pard of Halloween Special #1. After a poem by E.A. Poe, scary but funny as hell. xD
http://marticia.hi5.com/friend/video/5232203--16822190--The+Raven+-+The+Simpsons--view-html

The Simpsons: the complete second edition disc 1  treehouse of Horror No. 4 The Raven

script: cfr. infra

http://www.webenglishteacher.com/poe.html
verzameling links

http://www.cummingsstudyguides.net/Guides2/Raven.html#Text
erg goed  annotations bij de tekst naar inhoud en vorm

http://www.teachersfirst.com/share/raven/
power point presentatie strofe per strofe met annotaties
http://drb.lifestreamcenter.net/Lessons/Poetry/index.htm
gedicht Annabel lee

+analysis

+overzicht technieken van dichtkunst   erg goed!
The Raven                            Written by Edgar Allan Poe and Sam Simon

                                                   Directed by David Silverman

==============================================================================

In the treehouse, Lisa reads a book.  Bart chokes himself, trying to get her attention.  Lisa is reading ``a classic tale of terror by Edgar Allan Poe.''  
Bart suspiciously observes that she's reading a school book.

 ``Don't worry, you won't learn anything.  It's called...''
As Lisa reads, the scene changes to a scary mansion.

Lisa:     Once upon a midnight dreary,[...]

Narrator:                        [...] while I pondered, weak and weary,

             Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore --

   -- Lines 1-2 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer sits, asleep, with a book titled ``Forgotten Lore Vol.~II'' on his lap.

When the tapping occurs in the next stanza, Homer wakes up with a start and

looks around nervously.

Narrator: While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

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

Homer:    "'Tis some visitor,"
Narrator:                      I muttered,
Homer:                                     "tapping at my chamber door -

                                                    Only this and nothing more."
Bart:     Are we scared yet?
   -- Lines 3-6 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer returns to sleep.

Narrator: 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 --

-- Lines 7-10 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer wakes up and walks to a tall portrait of Lenore (Marge), her hair

going up so far that it requires a second panel.

Narrator:                                     sorrow for the lost Lenore --

Homer:    [plaintively]  Oh, Lenore...
Narrator: For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore --

                                                    Nameless here for evermore.
-- Lines 10-12 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

A rustle is heard outside.  Homer screams and hides behind the chair.

Narrator: 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,
-- Lines 13-15 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer hides under the chair.

Homer:    "'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door --

                                                 This it is and nothing more."

-- Lines 16,18 (17 omitted) of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Narrator: Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

Homer:    "Sir,"

Narrator:        said I,
Homer:                   "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 "

Narrator:                                      -- here I opened wide the door; ---
Homer:    [throws open the door and covers his eyes]

Bart:     [impatiently]  This better be good.
Homer:    [peeks through his fingers]

Narrator:                                        Darkness there and nothing more.
Homer:    Huh?
-- Lines 19-24 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Sitting outside the treehouse is Homer, clearly scared.  Bart complains,

`You know what would have been scarier than nothing?''  ``What?''
``ANYTHING!''

Narrator: Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

          Soon again I heard a tapping something<1> louder than before.

Homer:    "Surely,"
Narrator:           said I,
Homer:                      "surely that is something at my window lattice;

          Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore -- ["]

-- Lines 31-34 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer opens the window.

Narrator: 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;

-- Lines 37-38 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

The raven bears a striking resemblance to Bart.

Narrator: 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.

-- Lines 39-42 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer chuckles.

Homer:    "Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," 
Narrator:                                               I said,
Homer:                                                      "art sure no craven,

          Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore --

          Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"

Narrator:                                        Quoth the Raven 

Bart/Raven:                                                      Eat my shorts!

-- lines 45-48 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Lisa tells Bart that the Raven says ``Nevermore'' and nothing else.

Bart reluctantly gives in.

An odor wanders past, and Homer catches a whiff of it.

Narrator: Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed by some unseen censer
-- line 81 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

The `unseen' censer whaps Homer upside the head.  (``D'oh!'')
Narrator: Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

-- line 82 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

The seraphim in question are an angelic Lisa and Maggie.

Homer:    "Wretch,"
Narrator:           I cried,
Homer:                       "thy God hath lent thee -- by these angels he hath sent thee
          <3>respite and nepenthe, from thy memories of Lenore;["]

-- lines 83-84 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer orates before the portrait of Lenore.

Homer:  ["] Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!"

Narrator:                                           Quoth the Raven
Bart/Raven:                                                         "Nevermore."
Homer:    D'oh!
-- lines 85-86 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer is really angry now.

Homer:    "Be that word our sign of<4> parting, bird or fiend!"

Narrator:                                                             I shrieked, upstarting --

Homer:    "Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore!

          Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul has<5> spoken!

          Leave my loneliness unbroken! -- quit the bust above my door!

          Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"

Narrator:                                           Quoth the Raven
Bart/Raven:                                                         "Nevermore."
Homer:    [trying to stay calm]

          ["]Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"

Narrator:                                           Quoth the Raven
Bart/Raven:                                                         "Nevermore."

Homer:    Why you little...!

Bart/Raven: Uh-oh!
-- lines 99-104 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer lunges for the Raven, who flits off.  Homer chases the bird across

and around the room, but it remains barely out of reach.

Homer:    Come back here, you little Raven!

-- An incidental moment of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer's chase makes a mess of his chamber.

Homer:    D'ah, grf, son-of-a, d'oh!
-- An incidental moment of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

Homer throws a potted plant at the Raven, who dodges the projectile.  In

true cartoon fashion, the plant hits Homer on the head.  Tiny Ravens dance

around Homer's head, chanting, ``Nevermore, Nevermore, Nevermore...''
The chase continues.  The Raven plucks books from the shelf and drops them.

The Raven has returned to its place atop the bust of Pallas.  Below lies

the carnage it has wrought upon the room.

Narrator: And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

          On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

          And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming,

          And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

          And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

                                                  Shall be lifted -- nevermore!

-- lines 105-110 of ``The Raven'' in ``Treehouse of Horror''

The Raven chuckles evilly.

Fade back to the treehouse.

Bart: Lisa, that wasn't scary.  Not even for a poem.

Lisa: Well it was written in 1845.  Maybe people were easier to

      scare back then.

Bart: Oh, yeah.  Like when you look at ``Friday the Thirteenth, Part 1.

      Pretty tame by today's standards.

-- Lisa reads ``The Raven'', ``Treehouse of Horror''

Marge calls the kids to bed, and Bart brags that he won't have any trouble

falling asleep tonight.  As the kids descend, we see Homer sitting outside

the treehouse, shivering.

Maggie, Lisa, and Bart all sleep soundly in their respective rooms.  Homer

begs Marge not to turn off the light, with no success.  Through the window,

he sees the Bart/Raven, which chuckles before flying away.  ``Oh, I hate

Hallowe'en.''

 [End of Act Three]

http://www.snpp.com/episodes/7F04.html
key

eager
keen

grave
serious

plain
common

placid
calm

perfume
smell

relevant
important

ghastly
horrible

stern
strict

scarcely
hardly

mortally
deadly

faint
weak

weary
very tired

dreary
boring and a bit sad

quaint
odd

to seek 
to look for

to reply
to answer

to bear
to carry

to implore
to beg

to frighten
to scare a lot


to utter
to say

to rap
to tap very quickly
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