She Lament of Lenore
By: Lonose

On one weary, dveary night S hear Poe once again lamenting,
Oser my death of which he is foreter more bemoaning:
JCe otands Leering through o window looking quite unshaven, going on and on aboul
My buttle bones are neary and my souf fets out an immorlal moan,
WM this demented man, even in muy death, not eder feare me afone?

Creaking, and cracking S gather my death shroud about me,
@3 as S am pulling my Bones fuom. thia cofd, dark grase, S can Rere Ris soice
Pecring thuough hic doomay, it doth appear that he is quite fighteningly incane,
Screaming and ranting ot that Rasen and calling him by MY name, * Lenore,
&w,’,mnww.
“Must § enter the fines of hell Lo escape him?” Lo the Raven § implore-

She Raven’s beady ved eyes 3l into me; he cocks his head and fluffs hio winge,







