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THE RAVEN

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 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
“’Tis 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.
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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 thereat 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.”
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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 /e 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.”

This 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.”
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“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 evill—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 word 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 shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted —nevermore!



THE PURLOINED LETTER

Nil sapientize odiosius acumine nimio.

—Seneca.

At Paris, just after dark one gusty evening in
the autumn of 18—, I was enjoying the twofold
luxury of meditation and a meerschaum, in com-
pany with my friend C. Auguste Dupin, in his little
back library, or book-closet, au troisiéme, No.
33, Rue Dunét, Faubourg St. Germain. For one
hour at least we had maintained a profound si-
lence; while each, to any casual observer, might
have seemed intently and exclusively occupied
with the curling eddies of smoke that oppressed
the atmosphere of the chamber. For myself, how-
ever, I was mentally discussing certain topics
which had formed matter for conversation be-
tween us at an earlier period of the evening; I mean
the affair of the Rue Morgue, and the mystery at-
tending the murder of Marie Rogét. I looked upon
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it, therefore, as something of a coincidence, when
the door of our apartment was thrown open and
admitted our old acquaintance, Monsieur G——,
the Prefect of the Parisian police.

We gave him a hearty welcome; for there was
nearly half as much of the entertaining as of the
contemptible about the man, and we had not seen
him for several years. We had been sitting in the
dark, and Dupin now arose for the purpose of
lighting a lamp, but sat down again, without do-
ing so, upon G.’s saying that he had called to
consult us, or rather to ask the opinion of my
friend, about some official business which had
occasioned a great deal of trouble.

“If it is any point requiring reflection,” ob-
served Dupin, as he forebore to enkindle the wick,
“we shall examine it to better purpose in the dark.”

“That is another of your odd notions,” said the
Prefect, who had a fashion of calling every thing
“odd” that was beyond his comprehension, and
thus lived amid an absolute legion of “oddities.”

)

“Very true,” said Dupin, as he supplied his
visitor with a pipe, and rolled towards him a com-
fortable chair.

“And what is the difficulty now?” I asked.

“Nothing more in the assassination way, Thope?”
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“Oh no; nothing of that nature. The fact is, the
business is very simple indeed, and I make no
doubt that we can manage it sufficiently well our-
selves; but then I thought Dupin would like to hear
the details of it, because it is so excessively odd.”

“Simple and odd,” said Dupin.

“Why, yes; and not exactly that, either. The
fact is, we have all been a good deal puzzled be-
cause the affair is so simple, and yet baffles us al-
together.”

“Perhaps it is the very simplicity of the thing
which puts you at fault,” said my friend.

“What nonsense you do talk!” replied the
Prefect, laughing heartily.

“Perhaps the mystery is a little too plain,” said
Dupin.

“Oh, good heavens! who ever heard of such an
idea?”

“Alittle too self-evident.”

“Ha! ha! ha—ha! ha! ha! —ho! ho! ho!” roared
our visitor, profoundly amused, “oh, Dupin, you
will be the death of me yet!”

“And what, after all, is the matter on hand?”
I asked.

“Why, I will tell you,” replied the Prefect, as
he gave a long, steady and contemplative puff,
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and settled himself in his chair. “Iwill tell you in a
few words; but, before I begin, let me caution you
that this is an affair demanding the greatest se-
crecy, and that I should most probably lose the
position I now hold, were it known that I confided
it to any one.”

“Proceed,” said I.

“Or not,” said Dupin.

“Well, then; I have received personal infor-
mation, from a very high quarter, that a certain
document of the last importance has been pur-
loined from the royal apartments. The individual
who purloined it is known; this beyond a doubt;
he was seen to take it. It is known, also, that it
still remains in his possession.”

“How is this known?” asked Dupin.

“It is clearly inferred,” replied the Prefect,
“from the nature of the document, and from the
non-appearance of certain results which would
at once arise from its passing out of the rob-
ber’s possession; that is to say, from his em-
ploying it as he must design in the end to em-
ploy it.”

“Be a little more explicit,” I said.

“Well, I may venture so far as to say that the
paper gives its holder a certain power in a certain
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quarter where such power is immensely valuable.”
The Prefect was fond of the cant of diplomacy.

“Still T do not quite understand,” said Dupin.

“No? Well; the disclosure of the document to
a third person, who shall be nameless, would
bring in question the honor of a personage of
most exalted station; and this fact gives the hold-
er of the document an ascendancy over the illus-
trious personage whose honor and peace are so
jeopardized.”

“But this ascendancy,” I interposed, “would
depend upon the robber’s knowledge of the los-
er’s knowledge of the robber. Who would dare—”

“The thief,” said G., “is the Minister D——,
who dares all things, those unbecoming as well
as those becoming a man. The method of the
theft was not less ingenious than bold. The doc-
ument in question—a letter, to be frank—had
been received by the personage robbed while
alone in the royal boudoir. During its perusal
she was suddenly interrupted by the entrance of
the other exalted personage from whom espe-
cially it was her wish to conceal it. After a hur-
ried and vain endeavor to thrust it in a drawer,
she was forced to place it, open as it was, upon a
table. The address, however, was uppermost,
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and, the contents thus unexposed, the letter es-
caped notice. At this juncture enters the Minis-
ter D——. His lynx eye immediately perceives
the paper, recognises the handwriting of the ad -
dress, observes the confusion of the personage
addressed, and fathoms her secret. After some
business transactions, hurried through in his
ordinary manner, he produces a letter somewhat
similar to the one in question, opens it, pretends
to read it, and then places it in close juxtaposi-
tion to the other. Again he converses, for some
fifteen minutes, upon the public affairs. At
length, in taking leave, he takes also from the ta-
ble the letter to which he had no claim. Its right-
ful owner saw, but, of course, dared not call at-
tention to the act, in the presence of the third
personage who stood at her elbow. The minister
decamped; leaving his own letter—one of no im-
portance—upon the table.”

“Here, then,” said Dupin to me, “you have
precisely what you demand to make the ascend-
ancy complete—the robber’s knowledge of the
loser’s knowledge of the robber.”

“Yes,” replied the Prefect; “and the power
thus attained has, for some months past, been
wielded, for political purposes, to a very danger-
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ous extent. The personage robbed is more thor-
oughly convinced, every day, of the necessity of
reclaiming her letter. But this, of course, cannot
be done openly. In fine, driven to despair, she has
committed the matter to me.”

“Than whom,” said Dupin, amid a perfect
whirlwind of smoke, “no more sagacious agent
could, I suppose, be desired, or even imagined.”

“You flatter me,” replied the Prefect; “but it is
possible that some such opinion may have been
entertained.”

“It is clear,” said I, “as you observe, that the
letter is still in possession of the minister; since it
is this possession, and not any employment of the
letter, which bestows the power. With the em-
ployment the power departs.”

“True,” said G.; “and upon this conviction
I proceeded. My first care was to make thorough
search of the minister’s hotel; and here my chief
embarrassment lay in the necessity of searching
without his knowledge. Beyond all things, I have
been warned of the danger which would result
from giving him reason to suspect our design.”

“But,” said I, “you are quite au fait in these
investigations. The Parisian police have done this
thing often before.”
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“Oh, yes; and for this reason I did not despair.
The habits of the minister gave me, too, a great
advantage. He is frequently absent from home all
night. His servants are by no means numerous.
They sleep at a distance from their master’s
apartment, and, being chiefly Neapolitans, are
readily made drunk. I have keys, as you know,
with which I can open any chamber or cabinet in
Paris. For three months a night has not passed,
during the greater part of which I have not been
engaged, personally, in ransacking the D——
Hotel. My honor is interested, and, to mention a
great secret, the reward is enormous. So I did not
abandon the search until I had become fully sat-
isfied that the thief is a more astute man than my-
self. T fancy that I have investigated every nook
and corner of the premises in which it is possible
that the paper can be concealed.”

“But is it not possible,” I suggested, “that al-
though the letter may be in possession of the
minister, as it unquestionably is, he may have
concealed it elsewhere than upon his own prem-
ises?”

“This is barely possible,” said Dupin. “The
present peculiar condition of affairs at court, and
especially of those intrigues in which D—— is
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known to be involved, would render the instant
availability of the document—its susceptibility of
being produced at a moment’s notice—a point of
nearly equal importance with its possession.”

“Its susceptibility of being produced?” said I.

“That is to say, of being destroyed,” said
Dupin.

“True,” I observed; “the paper is clearly then
upon the premises. As for its being upon the per-
son of the minister, we may consider that as out
of the question.”

“Entirely,” said the Prefect. “He has been
twice waylaid, as if by footpads, and his person
rigorously searched under my own inspection.”

“You might have spared yourself this trouble,”
said Dupin. “D——, I presume, is not altogether
a fool, and, if not, must have anticipated these
waylayings, as a matter of course.”

“Not altogether a fool,” said G., “but then
he’s a poet, which I take to be only one remove
from a fool.”

“True,” said Dupin, after along and thought-
ful whiff from his meerschaum, “although I have
been guilty of certain doggrel myself.”

“Suppose you detail,” said I, “the particulars
of your search.”
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“Why the fact is, we took our time, and we
searched everywhere. I have had long experience
in these affairs. I took the entire building, room
by room; devoting the nights of a whole week to
each. We examined, first, the furniture of each
apartment. We opened every possible drawer;
and I presume you know that, to a properly
trained police agent, such a thing as a secret
drawer is impossible. Any man is a dolt who per-
mits a ‘secret’ drawer to escape him in a search of
this kind. The thing is so plain. There is a certain
amount of bulk—of space—to be accounted for in
every cabinet. Then we have accurate rules. The
fiftieth part of a line could not escape us. After the
cabinets we took the chairs. The cushions we
probed with the fine long needles you have seen
me employ. From the tables we removed the tops.”

“Why so?”

“Sometimes the top of a table, or other simi-
larly arranged piece of furniture, is removed by
the person wishing to conceal an article; then the
leg is excavated, the article deposited within the
cavity, and the top replaced. The bottoms and
tops of bedposts are employed in the same way.”

“But could not the cavity be detected by sound -
ing?” I asked.
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