The Ravin'

Once upon a midnight dreary, 
While Hart plundered, weak and weary,
Over many trees of curious volume from forgotten floor,
While he chain-sawed, nearly snapping, 
Suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, 
Travelling from House Chamber floor.
“'Tis some visitor,” he muttered, 
“Travelling from House Chamber floor-
Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly Hart remembered
It was in the bleak December,
And each separate dying tree
Wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly he wished the morrow;- 
Vainly he had sought to ‘borrow’
From the trees he sought to ‘borrow’- 
'Borrowed’ trees lost by the score-
From the rare and radiant trees
Of which his voters knew before-
Still elect him evermore.

Now House Speaker sitting lonely
On a placid stump, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul
In that one word he did outpour.
Nothing further then he uttered- 
Not a word that he stuttered-
Till Hart scarcely more than muttered, 
“Other friends have sawed before-
On the morrow folks elect me, 
Though no taxes have shown before.”
Then, quoth the Speaker, “Nevermore.”

Today the Speaker, never flitting,
Still is sitting, still is sitting
From the pallid stumps of forest
Just below Hart’s Chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming
Of a demon's that is dreaming,
And the lamplight o'er him streaming
Throws Hart’s shadow on House floor;
“Though voters should have shown the door”, 
The Speaker’s shouting from House floor:
“Hart not welcome- nevermore!”
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