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= MS. Found in a Bottle =~

Qui n’a plus qu'un moment a vivre
N’a plus rien a dissimuler.
QuiNAULT—AZys

OF MY COUNTRY and of my family I have little to say. Il
usage and length of years have driven me from the one,
and estranged me from the other. Hereditary wealth afforded
me an education of no common order, and a contemplative
turn of mind enabled me to methodize the stores which early
study very diligently garnered up.—Beyond all things, the
study of the German moralists gave me great delight; not from
any ill-advised admiration of their eloquent madness, but from
the ease with which my habits of rigid thought enabled me to
detect their falsities. I have often been reproached with the
aridity of my genius; a deficiency of imagination has been im-
puted to me as a crime; and the Pyrrhonism of my opinions
has at all times rendered me notorious. Indeed, a strong relish
for physical philosophy has, I fear, tinctured my mind with a
very common error of this age—I mean the habit of referring
occurrences, even the least susceptible of such reference, to
the principles of that science. Upon the whole, no person
could be less liable than myself to be led away from the severe
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precincts of truth by the ignes fatui of superstition. I have
thought proper to premise thus much, lest the incredible tale
I have to tell should be considered rather the raving of a crude
imagination, than the positive experience of a mind to which
the reveries of fancy have been a dead letter and a nullity.

After many years spent in foreign travel, I sailed in the year
18—, from the port of Batavia, in the rich and populous island
of Java, on a voyage to the Archipelago of the Sunda islands.
I went as passenger—having no other inducement than a kind
of nervous restlessness which haunted me as a fiend.

Our vessel was a beautiful ship of about four hundred tons,
copper-fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak. She
was freighted with cotton-wool and oil, from the Lachadive
islands. We had also on board coir, jaggeree, ghee, cocoa-nuts,
and a few cases of opium. The stowage was clumsily done,
and the vessel consequently crank.

We got under way with a mere breath of wind, and for many
days stood along the eastern coast of Java, without any other
incident to beguile the monotony of our course than the occa-
sional meeting with some of the small grabs of the Archipelago
to which we were bound.

One evening, leaning over the taffrail, 1 observed a very
singular, isolated cloud, to the N. W. It was remarkable, as
well for its color, as from its being the first we had seen since
our departure from Batavia. I watched it attentively undl sun-
set, when it spread all at once to the eastward and westward,
girting in the horizon with a narrow strip of vapor, and looking
like a long line of low beach. My notice was soon afterwards
attracted by the dusky-red appearance of the moon, and the
peculiar character of the sea. The latter was undergoing a rapid
change, and the water seemed more than usually transparent.
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Although I could distinctly see the bottom, yet, heaving the
lead, I found the ship in fifteen fathoms. The air now became
intolerably hot and was loaded with spiral exhalations similar
to those arising from heated iron. As night came on, every
breath of wind died away, and a more entire calm it is impossi-
ble to conceive. The flame of a candle burned upon the poop
without the least perceptible motion, and a long hair, held be-
tween the finger and thumb, hung without the possibility of
detecting a vibration. However, as the captain said he could
perceive no indication of danger, and as we were drifting in
bodily to shore, he ordered the sails to be furled, and the an-
chor let go. No watch was set, and the crew, consisting princi-
pally of Malays, stretched themselves deliberately upon deck.
I went below—not without a full presentiment of evil. Indeed,
every appearance warranted me in apprehending a simoom. |
told the captain my fears, but he paid no attention to what I
said, and left me without deigning to give a reply. My uneasi-
ness, however, prevented me from sleeping, and about mid-
night [ went upon deck.—As I placed my foot upon the upper
step of the companion-ladder, I was startled by a loud, hum-
ming noise, like that occasioned by the rapid revolution of a
mill-wheel, and before I could ascertain its meaning, 1 found
the ship quivering to its centre. In the next instant, a wilder-
ness of foam hurled us upon our beam-ends, and, rushing over
us fore and aft, swept the entire decks from stem to stern.

The extreme fury of the blast proved, in a great measure,
the salvation of the ship. Although completely water-logged,
vet, as her masts had gone by the board, she rose, after a mi-
nute, heavily from the sea, and, staggering awhile beneath the
immense pressure of the tempest, finally righted.

By what miracle 1 escaped destruction, it is impossible to
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say. Stunned by the shock of the water, I found myself, upon
recovery, jammed in between the stern-post and rudder. With
great difficulty 1 gained my feet and looking dizzily around,
was, at first, struck with the idea of our being among breakers;
so terrific, beyond the wildest imagination, was the whirlpool
of mountainous and foaming ocean within which we were en-
gulfed. After a while, I heard the voice of an old Swede, who
had shipped with us at the moment of our leaving port. I hal-
looed to him with all my strength, and presently he came reel-
ing aft. We soon discovered that we were the sole survivors of
the accident. All on deck, with the exception of ourselves, had
been swept overboard;—the captain and mates must have per-
ished as they slept, for the cabins were deluged with water.
Without assistance, we could expect to do little for the security
of the ship, and our exertions were at first paralyzed by the
momentary expectation of going down. Our cable had, of
course, parted like pack-thread, art the first breath of the hurri-
cane, or we should have been instantaneously overwhelmed.
We scudded with frightful velocity before the sea, and the wa-
ter made clear breaches over us. The framework of our stern
was shattered excessively, and, in almost every respect, we
had received considerable injury; but to our extreme jov we
found the pumps unchoked, and that we had made no great
shifting of our ballast. 'T’he main fury of the blast had alreadyv
blown over, and we apprehended little danger from the vio-
lence of the wind; but we looked forward to its total cessation
with dismay; well believing, that in our shattered condition,
we should inevitably perish in the tremendous swell which
would ensue. But this very just apprehension seemed by no
means likely to be soon verified. For five entire days and
nights—during which our only subsistence was a small quan-



MS. Found in a Bottle

tity of jaggeree, procured with great difficulty from the forecas-
tle—the hulk flew at a rate defving computation, before
rapidly succeeding flaws of wind, which, without equalling the
first violence of the simoom, were still more terrific than any
tempest | had before encountered. Our course for the first four
days was, with trifling variations, S. E. and by S.; and we must
have run down the coast of New Holland.—On the fifth dayv
the cold became extreme, although the wind had hauled round
a point more to the northward.—The sun arose with a sickly
yellow lustre, and clambered a very few degrees above the
horizon—emitting no decisive light.—There were no clouds
apparent, vet the wind was upon the increase, and blew with
a fitful and unsteady fury. About noon, as nearly as we could
guess, our attention was again arrested by the appearance of
the sun. It gave out no light, properly so called, but a dull and
sullen glow without reflection, as if all its rays were polarized.
Just before sinking within the turgid sea, its central fires sud-
denly went out, as if hurriedly extinguished by some unac-
countable power. It was a dim, silver-like rim, alone, as it
rushed down the unfathomable ocean.

We waited in vain for the arrival of the sixth day—that day
to me has not arrived—to the Swede, never did arrive.
Thenceforward we were enshrouded in pitchy darkness, so
that we could not have seen an object at twenty paces from
the ship. Eternal night continued to envelop us, all unrelieved
by the phosphoric sea-brilliancy to which we had been accus-
tomed in the tropics. We observed too, that, although the tem-
pest continued to rage with unabated violence, there was no
longer to be discovered the usual appearance of surf, or foam,
which had hitherto attended us. All around were horror, and
thick gloom, and a black sweltering desert of ebonv.—Super-



Epcar ALLaN PoOE

stitious terror crept by degrees into the spirit of the old Swede,
and my own soul was wrapped up in silent wonder. We ne-
glected all care of the ship, as worse than useless, and securing
ourselves, as well as possible, to the stump of the mizen-mast,
looked out bitterly into the world of ocean. We had no means
of calculating time, nor could we form any guess of our situa-
tion. We were, however, well aware of having made farther
to the southward than any previous navigators, and felt great
amazement at not meeting with the usual impediments of ice.
In the meantime, every moment threatened to be our last—
every mountainous billow hurried to overwhelm us. The swell
surpassed anything I had imagined possible, and that we were
not instantly buried is a miracle. My companion spoke of the
lightness of our cargo, and reminded me of the excellent quali-
ties of our ship; but I could not help feeling the utter hope-
lessness of hope itself, and prepared myself gloomily for that
death which I thought nothing could defer beyond an hour,
as, with every knot of way the ship made, the swelling of the
black stupendous secas became more dismally appalling. At
times we gasped for breath at an elevation beyond the alba-
tross—at times became dizzy with the velocity of our descent
into some watery hell, where the air grew stagnant, and no
sound disturbed the slumbers of the kraken.

We were at the bottom of one of these abysses, when a
quick scream from my companion broke fearfully upon the
night. “‘See! see!” cried he, shricking in my ears, “Almighty
God! see! see!” As he spoke, I became aware of a dull, sullen
glare of red light which streamed down the sides of the vast
chasm where we lay, and. threw a fitful brillancy upon our
deck. Casting my eyes upwards, | beheld a spectacle which
froze the current of my blood. At a ternfic height directly
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above us, and upon the very verge of the precipitous descent,
hovered a gigantic ship of, perhaps, four thousand tons. Al-
though upreared upon the summit of a wave more than a hun-
dred times her own altitude, her apparent size stll exceeded
that of any ship of the line or East Indiaman in existence. Her
huge hull was of a deep dingy black, unrelieved by any of
the customary carvings of a ship. A single row of brass cannon
protruded from her open ports, and dashed from their polished
surfaces the fires of innumerable battle-lanterns, which swung
to and fro about her rigging. But what mainly inspired us with
horror and astonishment, was that she bore up under a press
of sail in the very teeth of that supernatural sea, and of that
ungovernable hurricane. When we first discovered her, her
bows were alone to be seen, as she rose slowly from the dim
and horrible gulf beyond her. For a moment of intense terror
she paused upon the giddy pinnacle, as if in contemplation
of her own sublimity, then trembled and tottered, and—came
down.

At this instant, I know not what sudden self-possession
came over my spirit. Staggering as far aft as [ could, I awaited
fearlessly the ruin that was to overwhelm. Our own vessel was
at length ceasing from her struggles, and sinking with her head
to the sea. The shock of the descending mass struck her, con-
sequently, in that portion of her frame which was already un-
der water, and the inevitable result was to hurl me, with
irresistible violence, upon the rigging of the stranger.

As [ fell, the ship hove in stays, and went about; and to the
confusion ensuing I attributed my escape from the notice of
the crew. With little difficuley I made my way unperceived to
the main hatchway, which was partially open, and soon found
an opportunity of secreting myself in the hold. Why I did so
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I can hardly tell. An indefinite sense of awe, which at first
sight of the navigators of the ship had taken hold of my mind,
was perhaps the principle of my concealment. I was unwilling
to trust myself with a race of people who had offered, to the
cursory glance 1 had taken, so many points of vague novelty,
doubt, and apprehension. I therefore thought proper to con-
trive a hiding-place in the hold. This I did by removing a small
portion of the shifting-boards, in such a manner as to afford
me a convenient retreat between the huge timbers of the ship.

I had scarcely completed my work, when a footstep in the
hold forced me to make use of it. A man passed by my place
of concealment with a feeble and unsteady gait. I could not
see his face, but had an opportunity of observing his general
appearance. There was about it an evidence of great age and
infirmity. His knees tottered beneath a load of years, and his
entire frame quivered under the burthen. He muttered to him-
self, in a low, broken tone, some words of a language which I
could not understand, and groped in a corner among a pile of
singular-looking instruments, and decayed charts of navigation.
His manner was a wild mixture of the peevishness of second
childhood, and the solemn dignity of a God. He at length went
on deck, and I saw him no more.

+ + +

A feeling, for which I have no name, has taken possession of
my soul—a sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which
the lessons of by-gone times are inadequate, and for which I
fear futurity itself will offer me no key. To a mind constituted
like my own, the latter consideration is an evil. I shall never—
I know that I shall never—be satisfied with regard to the nature
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of my conceptions. Yet it is not wonderful that these conceptions
are indefinite, since they have their origin in sources so utterly
novel. A new sense—a new entity is added to mv soul.

+ + +

[t is long since 1 first trod the deck of this terrible ship, and the
ravs of my destiny are, I think, gathering to a focus. Incompre-
hensible men! Wrapped up in meditations of a kind which 1
cannot divine, they pass me by unnoticed. Concealment is utter
folly on my part, for the people wi// not see. It was but just now
that I passed directly before the eves of the mate—it was no
long while ago that I ventured into the caprtain’s own private
cabin, and took thence the materials with which I write, and
have wntten. I shall from time to time continue this journal. It
is true that I may not find an opportunity of transmitting it to
the world, but I will not fail to make the endeavor. At the last
moment [ will enclose the MS. in a bottle, and cast it within
the sea.

An incident has occurred which has given me new room for
meditation. Are such things the operation of ungoverned
Chance? I had ventured upon deck and thrown myself down,
without attracting any notice, among a pile of ratlin-stuft and
old sails, in the bottom of the yawl. While musing upon the
singularity of my fate, I unwittingly daubed with a tar-brush the
edges of a neatly-folded studding-sail which lay near me on a
barrel. The studding-sail i1s now bent upon the ship, and the
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thoughtless touches of the brush are spread out into the word
DISCOVERY. + ¢ +

I have made many observations lately upon the structure of
the vessel. Although well armed, she is not, I think, a ship of
war. Her rigging, build, and general equipment, all negative a
supposition of this kind. What she s #oz, I can easily perceive—
what she zs 1 fear it is impossible to say. I know not how it is, but
in scrutinizing her strange model and singular cast of spars, her
huge size and overgrown suits of canvass, her severely simple
bow and antiquated stern, there will occasionally flash across my
mind a sensation of famihar things, and there is always mixed up
with such indistinct shadows of recollection, an unaccountable
memory of old foreign chronicles and ages long ago. ¢ + +

I have been looking at the timbers of the ship. She is built of
a material to which I am a stranger. There is a peculiar character
about the wood which strikes me as rendering it unfit for the
purpose to which it has been applied. I mean its extreme porous-
ness, considered independently of the worm-eaten condition
which is a consequence of navigation in these seas, and apart
from the rottenness attendant upon age. It will appear perhaps
an observation somewhat over-curious, but this wood would
have every characteristic of Spanish oak, if Spanish oak were
distended by any unnatural means.

In reading the above sentence a curious apothegm of an old
weather-beaten Dutch navigator comes full upon my recollec-
tion. “It is as sure,” he was wont to say, when any doubt was
entertained of his veracity, “‘as sure as there is a sea where
the ship itself will grow in bulk like the living body of the
scaman.” + ¢ + ,

About an hour ago, I made bold to thrust myself among a
group of the crew. They paid me no manner of attention, and,

10
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although I stood in the very midst of them all, seemed utterly
unconscious of my presence. Liike the one I had at first seen in
the hold, they all bore about them the marks of a hoary old age.
Their knees trembled with infirmity; their shoulders were bent
double with decrepitude; their shriveled skins rattded in the
wind; their voices were low, tremulous and broken; their evyes
glistened with the rtheum of years; and their gray hairs streamed
terribly in the tempest. Around them, on every part of the deck,
lay scattered mathematical instruments of the most quaint and
obsolete construction. + + +

I mentioned some time ago the bending of a studding-sail.
From that period the ship, being thrown dead off the wind,
has continued her terrific course due south, with every rag of
canvas packed upon her, from her trucks to her lower studding-
sail booms, and rolling every moment her top-gallant yard-arms
into the most appalling hell of water which it can enter into
the mind of man to imagine. [ have just left the deck, where 1
find it impossible to maintain a footing, although the crew seem
to experience little inconvenience. It appears to me a miracle
of miracles that our enormous bulk is not swallowed up at once
and for ever. We are surely doomed to hover continually upon
the brink of Eternity, without taking a final plunge into the
abyss. From billows a thousand times more stupendous than
any | have ever seen, we glide away with the facility of the
arrowy sea-gull; and the colossal waters rear their heads above
us like demons of the deep, but like demons confined to sim-
ple threats and forbidden to destroy. I am led to attribute
these frequent escapes to the only natural cause which can
account for such effect.—I must suppose the ship to be within
the influence of some strong current, or impetuous under-
ow. + + +

I
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I have seen the captain face to face, and in his own cabin—
but, as I expected, he paid me no attention. Although in his
appearance there is, to a casual observer, nothing which might
bespeak him more or less than man—still a feeling of irrepress-
ible reverence and awe mingled with the sensation of wonder
with which I regarded him. In stature he is nearly my own
height; that is, about five feet eight inches. He is of a well-
knit and compact frame of body, neither robust nor remarkably
otherwise. Butitis the singularity of the expression which reigns
upon the face—it is the intense, the wonderful, the thrilling
evidence of old age, so utter, so extreme, which excites within
my spirit a sense—a sentiment ineffable. His forehead, although
little wrinkled, seems to bear upon it the stamp of a myriad of
years.—His gray hairs are records of the past, and his grayer
eyes are Sybils of the future. The cabin floor was thickly strewn
with strange, iron-clasped folios, and mouldering instruments
of science, and obsolete long-forgotten charts. His head was
bowed down upon his hands, and he pored, with a fiery unquiet
eye, over a paper which I took to be a commission, and which,
at all events, bore the signature of a monarch. He muttered to
himself, as did the first seaman whom I saw in the hold, some
low peevish syllables of a foreign tongue, and although the
speaker was close at my elbow, his voice seemed to reach my
cars from the distance of a mile. + + +

The ship and all in it are imbued with the spirit of Eld. The
crew glide to and fro like the ghosts of buried centuries; their
eyes have an eager and uneasy meaning; and when their fingers
fall athwart my path in the wild glare of the battle-lanterns, 1
feel as I have never felt before, although I have been all my life
a dealer in antiquities, and have imbibed the shadows of fallen
columns at Balbec, and Tadmor, and Persepolis, unul my very
soul has become a ruin. + + +

12
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When I look around me I feel ashamed of my former appre-
hensions. If I trembled at the blast which has hitherto attended
us, shall I not stand aghast at a warring of wind and ocean, to
convey any idea of which the words tornado and simoom are
trivial and ineffective? All in the immediate vicinity of the ship
is the blackness of eternal night, and a chaos of foamless water;
but, about a league on either side of us, may be seen, indistinctly
and at intervals, stupendous ramparts of ice, towering away into
the desolate sky, and looking like the walls of the uni-
verse. + 4 4

As I imagined, the ship proves to be in a current; if that
appellation can properly be given to a tide which, howling and
shrieking by the white ice, thunders on to the southward with
a velocity like the headlong dashing of a cataract. + + +

To conceive the horror of my sensations is, I presume, utterly
impossible; yet a curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of these
awful regions, predominates even over my despair, and will
reconcile me to the most hideous aspect of death. It is evident
that we are hurrying onwards to some exciting knowledge—
some never-to-be-imparted secret, whose attainment is destruc-
tion. Perhaps this current leads us to the southern pole itself. Tt
must be confessed that a supposition apparently so wild has
every probability in its favor. ¢ ¢ ¢

The crew pace the deck with unquiet and tremulous step;
but there is upon their countenances an expression more of the
eagerness of hope than of the apathy of despair.

In the meantime the wind is still in our poop, and, as we carry
a crowd of canvass, the ship is at times lifted bodily from out
the sea—Oh, horror upon horror!l—the ice opens suddenly to
the right, and to the left, and we are whirling dizzily, in immense
concentric circles, round and round the borders of a gigantic
amphitheatre, the summit of whose walls 1s lost in the darkness

I3
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and the distance. But little time will be left me to ponder upon
my destiny—the circles rapidly grow small—we are plunging
madly within the grasp of the whirlpool—and amid a roaring,
and bellowing, and thundering of ocean and of tempest, the
ship is quivering, oh God! and going down.

14
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Avro ya)’ avro ped’ avrov, povo €Ldel atet ov.
Itself, by itself solely, oNE everlastingly, and single.
Praro—Sympos.

WITH A FEELING of deep yet most singular affection 1 re-
garded my friend Morella. Thrown by accident into her
socicty many years ago, my soul, from our first meeting,
burned with fires it had never before known; but the fires
were not of Eros, and bitter and tormenting to my spirit was
the gradual conviction that I could in no manner define their
unusual meaning, or regulate their vague intensity. Yet we
met; and fate bound us together at the altar; and I never spoke
of passion, nor thought of love. She, however, shunned soci-
ety, and, attaching herself to me alone, rendered me happy.
It is a happiness to wonder;—it is a happiness to dream.
Morella’s erudition was profound. As I hope to live, her tal-
ents were of no common order—her powers of mind were gi-
gantic. 1 felt this, and, in many matters, became her pupil. |
soon, however, found that, perhaps on account of her Press-
burg education, she placed before me a number of those mys-
tical writings which are usually considered the mere dross of
the early German literature. These, for what reason 1 could

15
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not imagine, were her favorite and constant study—and that,
in process of time they became my own, should be attributed
to the simple but effectual influence of habit and example.

In all this, if [ err not, my reason had little to do. My convic-
tions, or | forget myself, were in no manner acted upon by the
ideal, nor was any tincture of the mysticism which I read, to
be discovered, unless I am greatly mistaken, either in my
deeds or in my thoughts. Persuaded of this, I abandoned my-
self implicitly to the guidance of my wife, and entered with
an unflinching heart into the intricacies of her studies. And
then—then, when, poring over forbidden pages, I felt a for-
bidden spirit enkindling within me—would Morella place her
cold hand upon my own, and rake up from the ashes of a dead
philosophy some low, singular words, whose strange meaning
burned themselves in upon my memory. And then, hour after
hour would I linger by her side, and dwell upon the music of
her voice—until, at length, its melody was tainted with ter-
ror,—and there fell a shadow upon my soul—and I grew pale,
and shuddered inwardly at those too unearthly tones. And
thus, joy suddenly faded into horror, and the most beautiful
became the most hideous, as Hinnom became Gehenna.

It is unnecessary to state the exact character of those disqui-
sitions which, growing out of the volumes I have mentioned,
formed, for so long a time, almost the sole conversation of Mo-
rella and myself. By the learned in what might be termed
theological morality they will be readily conceived, and by the
unlearned they would, at all events, be little understood. The
wild Pantheism of Fichte; the modified lHaAvyyeveoia of Py-
thagoreans; and, above all, the doctrines of Identity as urged
by Schelling, were generally the points of discussion present-
ing the most of beauty to the imaginative Morella. That iden-

16
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tity which is termed personal, Mr. Locke, 1 think, truly
defines to consist in the saneness of a rational being. And since
by person we understand an intelligent essence having reason,
and since there is a consciousness which always accompanies
thinking, it is this which makes us all to be that which we
call ourselves—thereby distinguishing us from other beings that
think, and giving us our personal identity. But the principium
individuationis—the notion of that identity which at death is or
is not lost for ever—was to me, at all times, a consideration of
intense interest; not more from the perplexing and exciting
nature of its consequences than from the marked and agitated
manner in which Morella mentioned them.

But, indeed, the time had now arrived when the mystery of
my wife’s manner oppressed me as a spell. I could no longer
bear the touch of her wan fingers, nor the low tone of her
musical language, nor the lustre of her melancholy eyes. And
she knew all this, but did not upbraid; she seemed conscious
of my weakness or my folly, and, smiling, called it Fate. She
seemed, also, conscious of a cause, to me unknown, for the
gradual alienation of my regard; but she gave me no hint or
token of its nature. Yet was she woman, and pined away daily.
In time, the crimson spot settled steadily upon the cheek, and
the blue veins upon the pale forehead became prominent; and,
one instant, my nature melted into pity, but, in the next, I
met the glance of her meaning eves, and then my soul sick-
ened and became giddy with the giddiness of one who gazes
downward into some dreary and unfathomable abyss.

Shall I then say that I longed with an earnest and consuming
desire for the moment of Morella’s decease? I did; but the
fragile spirit clung to its tenement of clay for many days—for
many weeks and irksome months—untl my tortured nerves

17
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obtained the mastery over my mind, and [ grew furious
through delay, and, with the heart of a fiend, cursed the days,
and the hours, and the bitter moments, which seemed to
lengthen and lengthen as her gentle life declined—Ilike shad-
ows in the dying of the day.

But one autumnal evening, when the winds lay sull in
heaven, Morella called me to her bed-side. There was a dim
mist over all the earth, and a warm glow upon the waters, and,
amid the rich October leaves of the forest, a rainbow from the
firmament had surely fallen.

“It is a day of days,” she said, as 1 approached; ‘“‘a day of
all days either to live or die. It is a fair day for the sons of
earth and life—ah, more fair for the daughters of heaven and
deach!”

I kissed her forechead, and she continued:

“l am dying, yet shall I live.”

“Morella!l™

“The days have never been when thou couldst love me—
but her whom in life thou didst abhor, in death thou shalt
adore.”

“Morella!”

“I repeat that I am dying. But within me is a pledge of
that affection—ah, how little!—which thou didst feel for me,
Morella. And when my spirit departs shall the child live—thy
child and mine, Morella’s. But thy days shall be days of sor-
row—that sorrow which is the most lasting of impressions, as
the cypress is the most enduring of trees. For the hours of thy
happiness are over; and joy is not gathered twice in a life, as
the roses of Pastum twice in a year. Thou shalt no longer,
then, play the Teian with time, but, being ignorant of the
myrtle and the vine, thou shalt bear about with thee thy
shroud on the earth, as do the Moslemin at Mecca.”
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“Morella!” I cried, “Morella! how knowest thou this?”’—but
she turned away her face upon the pillow, and, a slight tremor
coming over her limbs, she thus died, and I heard her voice
no more.

Yet, as she had foretold, her child—to which in dying she
had given birth, which breathed not until the mother breathed
no more—her child, a daughter, lived. And she grew strangely
in stature and intellect, and was the perfect resemblance of
her who had departed, and I loved her with a love more fer-
vent than I had believed it possible to feel for any denizen of
earth.

But, erelong, the heaven of this pure affection became dark-
ened, and gloom, and horror, and grief, swept over it in
clouds. I said the child grew strangely in stature and intelli-
gence. Strange, indeed, was her rapid increase in bodily size—
but terrible, oh! terrible were the tumultuous thoughts which
crowded upon me while watching the development of her
mental being! Could it be otherwise, when I daily discovered
in the conceptions of the child the adult powers and faculties
of the woman’—when the lessons of experience fell from the
lips of infancy? and when the wisdom or the passions of matu-
rity I found hourly gleaming from its full and speculative eye?
When, I say, all this became evident to my appalled senses—
when I could no longer hide it from my soul, nor throw it off
from those perceptions which trembled to receive it—is it to
be wondered at that suspicions, of a nature fearful and excit-
ing, crept in upon my spirit, or that my thoughts fell back
aghast upon the wild tales and thrilling theories of the en-
tombed Morella? I snatched from the scrutiny of the world a
being whom destiny compelled me to adore, and in the rigor-
ous seclusion of my home, watched with an agonizing anxiety
over all which concerned the beloved.
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And, as years rolled away, and | gazed, day after day, upon
her holy, and mild, and eloquent face, and pored over her
maturing form, day after day did I discover new points of re-
semblance in the child to her mother, the melancholy and the
dead. And, hourly, grew darker these shadows of similitude,
and more full, and more definite, and more perplexing, and
more hideously terrible in their aspect. For that her smile was
like her mother’s I could bear; but then I shuddered at its too
perfect zdentity—that her eyes were like Morella’s 1 could en-
dure; but then they too often looked down into the depths of
my soul with Morella’s own intense and bewildering meaning.
And in the contour of the high forehead, and in the ringlets
of the silken hair, and in the wan fingers which buried them-
selves therein, and in the sad musical tones of her speech, and
above all—oh! above all—in the phrases and expressions of
the dead on the lips of the loved and the living, I found food
for consuming thought and horror—for a worm that wow/d not
die.

Thus passed away two lustra of her life, and, as yet, my
daughter remained nameless upon the earth. “My child” and
“my love” were the designations usually prompted by a fa-
ther’s affection, and the rigid seclusion of her days precluded
all other intercourse. Morella’s name died with her at her
death. Of the mother I had never spoken to the daughter;—
it was impossible to speak. Indeed, during the brief period of
her existence, the latter had received no impressions from the
outer world, save such as might have been afforded by the
narrow limits of her privacy. But at length the ceremony of
baptism presented to my.mind, in its unnerved and agitated
condition, a present deliverance from the terrors of my des-
tiny. And at the baptismal font [ hesitated for a name. And
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many titles of the wise and beautiful, of old and modern times,
of my own and foreign lands, came thronging to my lips, with
many, many fair titles of the gentle, and the happy, and the
good. What prompted me, then, to disturb the memory of the
buried dead? What demon urged me to breathe that sound,
which, in its very recollection, was wont to make ebb the pur-
ple blood in torrents from the temples to the heart? What fiend
spoke from the recesses of my soul, when, amid those dim
aisles, and in the silence of the night, I whispered within the
ears of the holy man the syllables—Morella? What more than
fiend convulsed the features of my child, and overspread them
with hues of death, as starting at that scarcely audible sound,
she turned her glassy eyes from the earth to heaven, and, fall-
ing prostrate on the black slabs of our ancestral vault, re-
sponded—*I am here!”

Distinct, coldly, calmly distinct, fell those few simple
sounds within my ear, and thence like molten lead, rolled hiss-
ingly into my brain. Years—years may pass away, but the
memory of that epoch—never! Nor was I indeed ignorant of
the flowers and the vine—but the hemlock and the cypress
overshadowed me night and day. And I kept no reckoning of
time or place, and the stars of my fate faded from heaven, and
therefore the earth grew dark, and its figures passed by me,
like flitting shadows, and among them all I beheld only—Mo-
rella. The winds of the firmament breathed but one sound
within my ears, and the ripples upon the sea murmured ever-
more—Morella. But she died; and with my own hands I bore
her to the tomb; and I laughed with a long and bitter laugh as
I found no traces of the first, in the charnel where 1 laid the
second, Morella.
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And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who
knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its vigor?
For God is but a great will pervading all things by
nature of its intentness. Man doth not vield himself
to the angels, nor unto death urtterly, save only
through the weakness of his feeble will.

Josepn GLANVILL

I CANNOT, FOR my soul, remember how, when, or even pre-
cisely where, I first became acquainted with the lady Ligeia.
Long years have since elapsed, and my memory is feeble
through much suffering. Or, perhaps, I cannot #ow bring these
points to mind, because, in truth, the character of my beloved,
her rare learning, her singular yet placid cast of beauty, and
the thrilling and enthralling eloquence of her low musical lan-
guage, made their way into my heart by paces so steadily and
stealthily progressive that they have been unnoticed and un-
known. Yet I believe that I met her first and most frequently
in some large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. Of her fam-
ily—I have surely heard her speak. That it is of a remotely
ancient date cannot be doubted. Ligeia! Ligeia! Burnied in
studies of a nature more than all else adapted to deaden im-
pressions of the outward world, it is by that sweet word
alone—by Ligeia—that I bring before mine eyes in fancy the
image of her who is no more. And now, while I write, a recol-
lection flashes upon me that I have never #nown the paternal
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name of her who was my friend and my betrothed, and who
became the partner of my studies, and finally the wife of my
bosom. Was it a playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or
was it a test of my strength of affection, that I should institute
no inquiries upon this point’ or was it rather a caprice of my
own—a wildly romantic offering on the shrine of the most pas-
sionate devotion? I but indistinctly recall the fact itself—what
wonder that [ have utterly forgotten the circumstances which
originated or attended it? And, indeed, if ever that spirit which
is entitled Romance—if ever she, the wan and the misty-
winged As#ropher of idolatrous Egypt, presided, as they tell,
over marriages ill-omened, then most surely she presided over
mine.

There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory
fails me not. It is the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall,
somewhat slender, and, in her latter days, even emaciated. [
would in vain attempt to portray the majesty, the quiet ease,
of her demeanor, or the incomprehensible lightness and elas-
tcity of her footfall. She came and departed as a shadow. I
was never made aware of her entrance into myv closed study
save by the dear music of her low sweet voice, as she placed
her marble hand upon my shoulder. In beauty of face no
maiden ever equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium-
dream—an airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly divine than
the phantasies which hovered about the slumbering souls of
the daughters of Delos. Yet her features were not of that regu-
lar mould which we have been falsely taught to worship in the
classical labors of the heathen. ““There is no exquisite beauty,”
says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the forms and
genera of beauty, “without some strangeness in the proportion.”
Yet, although I saw that the features of Ligeia were not of a
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classic regularity—although I perceived that her loveliness was
indeed ‘‘exquisite,”” and felt that there was much of “strange-
ness” pervading it, yet I have tried in vain to detect the irregu-
larity and to trace home my own perception of “‘the strange.”
I examined the contour of the lofty and pale forehead—it was
faultless—how cold indeed that word when applied to a maj-
esty so divine!l—the skin rivaling the purest ivory, the com-
manding extent and repose, the gentle prominence of the
regions above the temples; and then the raven-black, the
glossy, the luxuriant and naturally-curling tresses, setting forth
the full force of the Homeric epithet, “hyacinthine!” I looked
at the delicate outlines of the nose—and nowhere but in the
graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I beheld a similar per-
fection. There were the same luxurious smoothness of surface,
the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the
same harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. |
regarded the sweet mouth. Here was indeed the triumph of
all things heavenly—the magnificent turn of the short upper
lip—the soft, voluptuous slumber of the under—the dimples
which sported, and the color which spoke—the teeth glancing
back, with a brilliancy almost startling, every ray of the holy
light which fell upon them in her serene and placid, yet most
exultingly radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized the formation of
the chin—and here, too, I found the gentleness of breadth,
the softness and the majesty, the fullness and the spirituality,
of the Greek—the contour which the god Apollo revealed but
in a dream, to Cleomenes, the son of the Athenian. And then
I peered into the large eyes of Ligeia.

For eyes we have no, models in the remotely antique. [t
might have been, too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay
the secret to which Lord Verulam alludes. They were, I must
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believe, far larger than the ordinary eyes of our own race.
They were even fuller than the fullest of the gazelle eyes of
the tribe of the valley of Nourjahad. Yet it was only at inter-
vals—in moments of intense excitement—that this peculiarity
became more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at such
moments was her beauty—in my heated fancy thus 1t appeared
perhaps—the beauty of beings either above or apart from the
earth—the beauty of the fabulous Houn of the Turk. The hue
of the orbs was the most brilliant of black, and, far over them,
hung jetty lashes of great length. 'The brows, slightly irregular
in outline, had the same tint. "The “strangeness,” however,
which 1 found in the eyes, was of a nature distinct from the
formation, or the color, or the brlliancy of the features, and
must, after all, be referred to the expression. Ah, word of no
meaning! behind whose vast latitude of mere sound we in-
trench our ignorance of so much of the spiritual. The expres-
sion of the eyes of Ligeia! How for long hours have I pondered
upon it! How have I, through the whole of a midsummer
night, struggled to fathom it! What was it—that something
more profound than the well of Democritus—which lay far
within the pupils of my beloved? What was it? 1 was possessed
with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those large, those shin-
ing, those divine orbs! they became to me twin stars of Leda,
and I to them devoutest of astrologers.

There is no point, among the many incomprehensible anom-
alies of the science of mind, more thrillingly exciting than the
fact—never, | believe, noticed in the schools—that, in our en-
deavors to recall to memory something long forgotten, we of-
ten find ourselves upon the very verge of remembrance, without
being able, in the end, to remember. And thus how fre-
quently, in my intense scrutiny of Ligeia’s eyes, have [ felt
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approaching the full knowledge of their expression—felt it ap-
proaching—vet not quite be mine—and so at length entirely
depart! And (strange, oh strangest mystery of all!) I found, in
the commonest objects of the universe, a circle of analogies to
that expression. I mean to say that, subsequently to the period
when Ligeia’s beauty passed into my spirit, there dwelling as
in a shrine, I denved, from many existences in the material
world, a sentiment such as I felc always aroused within me by
her large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more could I define
that sentiment, or analyze, or even steadily view it. I recog-
nized it, let me repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly-
growing vine—in the contemplation of a moth, a butterfly, a
chrysalis, a stream of running water. I have felt it in the ocean;
in the falling of a meteor. I have felc it in the glances of unusu-
ally aged people. And there are one or two stars in heaven—
(one especially, a star of the sixth magnitude, double and
changeable, to be found near the large star in Lyra) in a tele-
scopic scrutiny of which I have been made aware of the feel-
ing. [ have been filled with it by certain sounds from stringed
instruments, and not unfrequently by passages from books.
Among innumerable other instances, [ well remember some-
thing in a volume of Joseph Glanvill, which (perhaps merely
from its quaintness—who shall say?) never failed to inspirc me
with the sentiment;—‘And the will therein lieth, which dieth
not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its vigor?
For God is but a great will pervading all things by nature of
its intentness. Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto
death utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble
will.”

L.ength of years, and subsequent reflection, have enabled
me to trace, indeed, some remote connection between this
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passage in the English moralist and a portion of the character
of Ligeia. An /ntensity in thought, action, or speech, was possi-
bly, in her, a result, or at least an index, of that gigantic voli-
tion which, during our long intercourse, failed to give other
and more immediate evidence of its existence. Of all the
women whom I have ever known, she, the outwardly calm,
the ever-placid Ligeia, was the most violently a prey to the
tcumultuous vultures of stern passion. And of such passion |
could form no estimate, save by the miraculous expansion of
those eyes which at once so delighted and appalled me—by
the almost magical melody, modulation, distinctness and pla-
cidity of her very low voice—and by the fierce energy (ren-
dered doubly effective by contrast with her manner of
utterance) of the wild words which she habitually uttered.

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense—
such as I have never known in woman. In the classical tongues
was she deeply proficient, and as far as my own acquaintance
extended in regard to the modern dialects of Europe, I have
never known her at fault. Indeed upon any theme of the most
admired, because simply the most abstruse of the boasted eru-
dition of the academy, have I ever found Ligeia at fault? How
singularly—how thrillingly, this one point in the nature of my
wife has forced itself, at this late period only, upon my atten-
tion! I said her knowledge was such as I have never known in
woman—but where breathes the man who has traversed, and
successfully, @// the wide areas of moral, physical, and mathe-
matical science? I saw not then what I now clearly perceive,
that the acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, were astounding;
yet I was sufficiently aware of her infinite supremacy to resign
myself, with a childlike confidence, to her guidance through
the chaotic world of metaphysical investigation at which I was
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most busily occupied during the earlier years of our marriage.
With how vast a triumph-—with how vivid a delight—with how
much of all thact is ethereal in hope—did I fee/, as she bent
over me in studies but little sought—but less known—that de-
licious vista by slow degrees expanding before me, down
whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, [ might at
length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely pre-
cious not to be forbidden!

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which,
after some vyears, I beheld my well-grounded expectations take
wings to themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia [ was but as
a child groping benighted. Her presence, her readings alone,
rendered vividly luminous the many mysteries of the transcen-
dentalism in which we were immersed. Wanting the radiant
lustre of her eyes, letters, lambent and golden, grew duller
than Saturnian lead. And now those eyes shone less and less
frequently upon the pages over which I pored. Ligeia grew ill.
The wild eyes blazed with a too—too glorious effulgence; the
pale fingers became of the transparent waxen hue of the grave,
and the blue veins upon the lofty forehead swelled and sank
impetuously with the tdes of the most gentle emotion. I saw
that she must die—and I struggled desperately in spirit with
the grim Azracl. And the struggles of the passionate wife were,
to my astonishment, even more energetic than my own. There
had been much in her stern nature to impress me with the
belief that, to her, death would have come without its ter-
rors;—but not so. Words are impotent to convey any just idea
of the fierceness of resistance with which she wrestled with
the Shadow. I groaned in anguish at the pitiable spectacle. 1
would have soothed—I would have reasoned; but, in the in-
tensity of her wild desire for life—for life—aur for life—solace
and reason were alike the uttermost of folly. Yet not until the
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last instance, amid the most convulsive writhings of her fierce
spirit, was shaken the external placidity of her demeanor. Her
voice grew more gentle—grew more low—vet [ would not
wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the quietly uttered
words. My brain reeled as I hearkened entranced, to a melody
more than mortal—to assumptions and aspirations which mor-
tality had never before known.

That she loved me I should not have doubted; and I might
have been easily aware that, in a bosom such as hers, love
would have reigned no ordinary passion. But in death only,
was [ fully impressed with the strength of her affection. For
long hours, detaining my hand, would she pour out before me
the overflowing of a heart whose more than passionate devo-
tion amounted to idolatry. How had I deserved to be so
blessed by such confessions’—how had I deserved to be so
cursed with the removal of my beloved in the hour of her mak-
ing them? But upon this subject I cannot bear to dilate. Let
me say only, that in Ligeia’s more than womanly abandonment
to a love, alas! all unmerited, all unworthily bestowed, I at
length recognized the principle of her longing with so wildly
earnest a desire for the life which was now fleeing so rapidly
away. It is this wild longing—it is this eager vehemence of
desire for life—dur for life—that I have no power to portray—
no utterance capable of expressing.

At high noon of the night in which she departed, beckoning
me, peremptorily, to her side, she bade me repeat certain
verses composed by herself not many days before. 1 obeyed
her.—They were these:

Lo! ’us a gala night
Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
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In veils, and drowned in tears,
Sit in a theatre, to see
A play of hopes and fears,
While the orchestra breathes fitfully
The music of the spheres.

Mimes, in the form of God on high,
Mutter and mumble low,
And hither and thither fly—
Mere puppets they, who come and go
At bidding of vast formless things
That shift the scenery to and fro,
Flapping from out their Condor wings
Invisible Wo!

That motley drama!—oh, be sure
[t shall not be forgot!

With its Phantom chased forever more,
By a crowd that seize it not,

Through a circle that ever returneth in
To the self-same spot,

And much of Madness and more of Sin
And Horror the soul of the plot.

But see, amid the mimic rout,
A crawling shape intrude!

A blood-red thing that writhes from out
The scenic solitude!

It writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs
The mimes become its food,

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs
In human gore imbued.
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Out—out are the lights—out all!
And over each quivering form,
The curtain, a funeral pall,
Comes down with the rush of a storm,
And the angels, all pallid and wan,
Uprising, unveiling, affirm
"T'hat the play is the tragedy, “Man,”
And its hero the Conqueror Worm.

“O God!” half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to her feet and ex-
tending her arms aloft with a spasmodic movement, as I made
an end of these lines—"“0O God! O Divine Father!—shall these
things be undeviatingly so’—shall this Conqueror be not once
conquered? Are we not part and parcel in Thee? Who—who
knoweth the mysteries of the will with its vigor? Man doth not
yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through
the weakness of his feeble will.”

And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she suffered her
white arms to fall, and returned solemnly to her bed of death.
And as she breathed her last sighs, there came mingled with
them a low murmur from her lips. I bent to them my ear and
distinguished, again, the concluding words of the passage in
Glanvill—*Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death
utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble will.”

She died;—and I, crushed into the very dust with sorrow,
could no longer endure the lonely desolation of my dwelling in
the dim and decaying city by the Rhine. I had no lack of what
the world calls wealth. Ligeia had brought me far more, very far
more than ordinarily falls to the lot of mortals. After a few
months, therefore, of weary and aimless wandering, 1 pur-
chased, and put in some repair, an abbey, which I shall not
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name, in one of the wildest and least frequented portions of fair
England. The gloomy and dreary grandeur of the building, the
almost savage aspect of the domain, the many melancholy and
time-honored memories connected with both, had much in uni-
son with the feelings of utter abandonment which had driven
me into that remote and unsocial region of the country. Yet
although the external abbey, with its verdant decay hanging
about it, suffered but little alteration, I gave way, with a child-
like perversity, and perchance with a faint hope of alleviating
my sorrows, to a display of more than regal magnificence
within.—For such follies, even in childhood, I had imbibed a
taste and now they came back to me as if in the dotage of grief.
Alas, 1 feel how much even of incipient madness might have
been discovered in the gorgeous and fantastic draperies, in the
solemn carvings of Egypt, in the wild cornices and furniture, in
the Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! [ had become
a bounden slave in the trammels of optum, and my labors and
my orders had taken a coloring from my dreams. But these
absurdities I must not pause to detail. L.et me speak only of that
one chamber, ever accursed, whither in a moment of mental
alienation, I led from the altar as my bride—as the successor
of the unforgotten Ligeia—the fair-haired and blue-eyed Lady
Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine.

There is no individual portion of the architecture and decora-
tion of that bridal chamber which is not now visibly before me.
Where were the souls of the haughty family of the bride, when,
through thirst of gold, they permitted to pass the threshold of
an apartment so bedecked, a maiden and a daughter so beloved?
I have said that I minutely remember the details of the cham-
ber—yet I am sadly forgetful on topics of deep moment—and
here there was no system, no keeping, in the fantastic display,

32



Ligeia

to take hold upon the memory. The room lay in a high turret of
the castellated abbey, was pentagonal in shape, and of capacious
size. Occupying the whole southern face of the pentagon was
the sole window—an immense sheet of unbroken glass from
Venice—a single pane, and tinted of a leaden hue, so that the
rays of either the sun or moon, passing through it, fell with a
ghastly lustre on the objects within. Over the upper portion of
this huge window, extended the trellice-work of an aged vine,
which clambered up the massy walls of the turret. T'he ceiling,
of gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted, and clab-
orately fretted with the wildest and most grotesque specimens
of a semi-Gothic, semi-Druidical device. From out the most
central recess of this melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single
chain of gold with long links, a huge censer of the same metal,
Saracenic in pattern, and with many perforations so contrived
that there writhed in and out of them, as if endued with a
serpent vitality, a continual succession of parti-colored fires.

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of Eastern figure,
were in various stations about—and there was the couch, too—
the bridal couch—of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured
of solid ebony, with a pall-like canopy above. In each of the
angles of the chamber stood on end a gigantic sarcophagus of
black granite, from the tombs of the kings over against Luxor,
with their aged lids full of immemorial sculpture. But in the
draping of the apartment lay, alas! the chief phantasy of all. The
lofty walls, gigantic in height—even unproportionably so—were
hung from summit to foot, in vast folds, with a heavy and
massive-looking tapestry—tapestry of a material which was
found alike as a carpet on the floor, as a covering for the ottomans
and the ebony bed, as a canopy for the bed, and as the gorgeous
volutes of the curtains which partially shaded the window. The
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material was the richest cloth of gold. It was spotted all over,
at irregular intervals, with arabesque figures, about a foot in
diameter, and wrought upon the cloth in patterns of the most
jetty black. But these figures partook of the true character of
the arabesque only when regarded from a single point of view.
By a contrivance now common, and indeed traceable to a very
remote period of antiquity, they were made changeable in as-
pect. 'I'o one entering the room, they bore the appearance of
simple monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this appear-
ance gradually departed; and step by step, as the visitor moved
his station in the chamber, he saw himself surrounded by an
endless succession of the ghastly forms which belong to the
superstition of the Norman, or arise in the guilty slumbers of
the monk. The phantasmagoric effect was vastly heightened by
the artificial introduction of a strong continual current of wind
behind the draperies—giving a hideous and uneasy animation
to the whole.

In halls such as these—in a bridal chamber such as this—I
passed, with the Lady of T'remaine, the unhallowed hours of
the first month of our marriage—passed them with but little
disquietude. That my wife dreaded the fierce moodiness of my
temper—that she shunned me and loved me but little—I could
not help perceiving; but it gave me rather pleasure than other-
wise. I loathed her with a hatred belonging more to demon than
to man. My memory flew back, (oh, with what intensity of
regret!) to Ligeia, the beloved, the august, the beautiful, the
entombed. I reveled in recollections of her purity, of her wis-
dom, of her lofty, her ethereal nature, of her passionate, her
idolatrous love. Now, then, did my spirit fully and freely burn
with more than all the fires of her own. In the excitement of my
opium dreams (for [ was habitually fettered in the shackles of
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the drug) I would call aloud upon her name, during the silence
of the night, or among the sheltered recesses of the glens by
day, as if, through the wild eagerness, the solemn passion, the
consuming ardor of my longing for the departed, I could restore
her to the pathway she had abandoned—ah, cou/d it be for-
ever’—upon the earth.

About the commencement of the second month of the mar-
riage, the LLady Rowena was attacked with sudden illness, from
which her recovery was slow. The fever which consumed her
rendered her nights uneasy; and in her perturbed state of half-
slumber, she spoke of sounds, and of motions, in and about the
chamber of the turret, which I concluded had no origin save in
the distemper of her fancy, or perhaps in the phantasmagoric
influences of the chamber itself. She became at length convales-
cent—finally well. Yet but a brief period elapsed, ere a second
more violent disorder again threw her upon a bed of suffering;
and from this attack her frame, at all times feeble, never alto-
gether recovered. Her illnesses were, after this epoch, of
alarming character, and of more alarming recurrence, defying
alike the knowledge and the great exertions of her physicians.
With the increase of the chronic disease which had thus, appar-
ently, taken too sure hold upon her constitution to be eradicated
by human means, I could not fail to observe a similar increase
in the nervous irritation of her temperament, and in her excit-
ability by trivial causes of fear. She spoke again, and now more
frequently and pertinaciously, of the sounds—of the slight
sounds—and of the unusual motions among the tapestries, to
which she had formerly alluded.

One night, near the closing in of September, she pressed this
distressing subject with more than usual emphasis upon my
attention. She had just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and
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I had been watching, with feelings half of anxiety, half of vague
terror, the workings of her emaciated countenance. 1 sat by the
side of her ebony bed, upon one of the ottomans of India. She
partly arose, and spoke, in an earnest low whisper, of sounds
which she #ien heard, but which I could not hear—of motions
which she #hen saw, but which I could not perceive. The wind
was rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, and I wished to
show her (what, let me confess it, I could not @/ believe) that
those almost inarticulate breathings, and those very gentle varia-
tions of the figures upon the wall, were but the natural effects
of that customary rushing of the wind. But a deadly pallor,
overspreading her face, had proved to me that my exertions to
reassure her would be fruitless. She appeared to be fainting,
and no attendants were within call. I remembered where was
deposited a decanter of light wine which had been ordered by
her physicians, and hastened across the chamber to procure it.
But, as I stepped beneath the light of the censer, two circum-
stances of a startling nature attracted my attention. I had felt
that some palpable although invisible object had passed lightly
by my person; and I saw that there lay upon the golden carpet,
in the very middle of the rich lustre thrown from the censer, a
shadow—a faint, indefinite shadow of angelic aspect—such as
might be fancied for the shadow of a shade. But I was wild with
the excitement of an immoderate dose of opium, and heeded
these things but little, nor spoke of them to Rowena. Having
found the wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured out a
goblet-ful, which I held to the lips of the fainting lady. She had
now partially recovered, however, and took the vessel herself,
while I sank upon an otteman near me, with my eyes fastened
upon her person. It was then that I became distinctly aware of
a gentle foot-fall upon the carpet, and near the couch; and in a
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second thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising the wine
to her lips, I saw, or may have dreamed that I saw, fall within
the goblet, as if from some invisible spring in the atmosphere
of the room, three or four large drops of a brilliant and ruby-
colored fluid. If this I saw—not so Rowena. She swallowed
the wine unhesitatingly, and I forbore to speak to her of a
circumstance which must, after all, I considered, have been but
the suggestion of a vivid imagination, rendered morbidly active
by the terror of the lady, by the opium, and by the hour.

Yet I cannot conceal it from my own perception that, immedi-
ately subsequent to the fall of the ruby-drops, a rapid change
for the worse took place in the disorder of my wife; so that, on
the third subsequent night, the hands of her menials prepared
her for the tomb, and on the fourth, I sat alone, with her
shrouded body, in that fantastic chamber which had received
her as my bride.—Wild visions, opium-engendered, flitted,
shadow-like, before me. I gazed with unquiet eye upon the
sarcophagi in the angles of the room, upon the varying figures
of the drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-colored fires
in the censer overhead. My eyes then fell, as I called to mind
the circumstances of a former night, to the spot beneath the
glare of the censer where I had seen the faint traces of the
shadow. It was there, however, no longer; and breathing with
greater freedom, I turned my glances to the pallid and rigid
figure upon the bed. Then rushed upon me a thousand memo-
ries of Ligeia—and then came back upon my heart, with the
turbulent violence of a flood, the whole of that unutterable wo
with which I had regarded /er thus enshrouded. The night
waned; and still, with a bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one
only and supremely beloved, I remained gazing upon the body
of Rowena.
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It might have been midnight, or perhaps earlier, or later, for
I had taken no note of time, when a sob, low, gentle, but very
distinct, startled me from my revery.—I fe/r that it came from
the bed of ebony—the bed of death. I listened in an agony of
superstitious terror—but there was no repetition of the sound.
I strained my vision to detect any motion in the corpse—but
there was not the slightest perceptible. Yet I could not have
been deceived. 1 4ad heard the noise, however faint, and my
soul was awakened within me. I resolutely and perseveringly
kept my attention riveted upon the body. Many minutes elapsed
before any circumstance occurred tending to throw light upon
the mystery. At length it became evident that a slight, a very
feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color had flushed up
within the cheeks, and along the sunken small veins of the
eyelids. Through a species of unutterable horror and awe, for
which the language of mortality has no sufficiently energetic
expression, I felt my heart cease to beat, my limbs grow rigid
where I sat. Yet a sense of duty finally operated to restore
my self-possession. 1 could no longer doubt that we had been
precipitate in our preparations—that Rowena still lived. It was
necessary that some immediate exertion be made; yet the turret
was altogether apart from the portion of the abbey tenanted by
the servants—there were none within call—I had no means of
summoning them to my aid without leaving the room for many
minutes—and this I could not venture to do. I therefore strug-
gled alone in my endeavors to call back the spirit still hovering.
In a short period it was certain, however, that a relapse had
taken place; the color disappeared from both eyelid and cheek,
leaving a wanness even more than that of marble; the lips be-
came doubly shriveled and pinched up in the ghastly expression
of death; a repulsive clamminess and coldness overspread rap-
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idly the surface of the body; and all the usual rigorous stiffness
immediately supervened. I fell back with a shudder upon the
couch from which I had been so startlingly aroused, and again
gave myself up to passionate waking visions of Ligela.

An hour thus elapsed when (could it be possible?) I was a
second time aware of some vague sound issuing from the region
of the bed. I listened—in extremity of horror. The sound came
again—it was a sigh. Rushing to the corpse, I saw—distinctly
saw—a tremor upon the lips. In a minute afterward they relaxed,
disclosing a bright line of the pearly teeth. Amazement now
struggled in my bosom with the profound awe which had hith-
erto reigned there alone. I felt that my vision grew dim, that
my reason wandered; and it was only by a violent effort that |
at length succeeded in nerving myself to the task which duty
thus once more had pointed out. There was now a partial glow
upon the forehead and upon the cheek and throat; a perceptible
warmth pervaded the whole frame; there was even a slight
pulsation at the heart. The lady /ved; and with redoubled ardor
I betook myself to the task of restoration. I chafed and bathed
the temples and the hands, and used every exertion which
experience, and no little medical reading, could suggest. But in
vain. Suddenly, the color fled, the pulsation ceased, the lips
resumed the expression of the dead, and, in an instant afterward,
the whole body took upon itself the icy chilliness, the livid hue,
the intense rigidity, the sunken outline, and all the loathsome
peculiarities of that which has been, for many days, a tenant of
the tomb.

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia—and again, (what
marvel that I shudder while 1 write?) again there reached my
ears a low sob from the region of the ebony bed. But why shall
I minutely detail the unspeakable horrors of that night? Why
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shall I pause to relate how, time after time, until near the period
of the gray dawn, this hideous drama of revification was re-
peated; how each terrific relapse was only into a sterner and
apparently more irredeemable death; how each agony wore the
aspect of a struggle with some invisible foe; and how each
struggle was succeeded by I know not what of wild change
in the personal appearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a
conclusion.

The greater part of the fearful night had worn away, and
she who had been dead, once again stirred—and now more
vigorously than hitherto, although arousing from a dissolution
more appalling in its utter hopelessness than any. I had long
ceased to struggle or to move, and remained sitting rigidly upon
the ottoman, a helpless prey to a whirl of violent emotions, of
which extreme awe was perhaps the least terrible, the least
consuming. The corpse, I repeat, stirred, and now more vigor-
ously than before. The hues of life flushed up with unwonted
energy into the countenance—the limbs relaxed—and, save that
the eyelids were yet pressed heavily together, and that the
bandages and draperies of the grave still imparted their charnel
character to the figure, I might have dreamed that Rowena had
indeed shaken off, utterly, the fetters of Death. But if this idea
was not, even then, altogether adopted, 1 could at least doubt
no longer, when, arising from the bed, tottering, with feeble
steps, with closed eyes, and with the manner of one bewildered
in a dream, the thing that was enshrouded advanced boldly and
palpably into the middle of the apartment.

[ trembled not—I stirred not—for a crowd of unutterable
fancies connected with the air, the stature, the demeanor of the
figure, rushing hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed—
had chilled me into stone. I stirred not—but gazed upon the
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apparition. There was a mad disorder in my thoughts—a tumult
unappeasable. Could it, indeed, be the /iving Rowena who con-
fronted me? Could it indeed be Rowena ar a//—the fair-haired,
the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion of Tremaine? Why, w/y
should I doubt it? The bandage lay heavily about the mouth—
but then might it not be the mouth of the breathing Lady of
Tremaine? And the cheeks—there were the roses as in her noon
of life—vyes, these might indeed be the fair cheeks of the living
L.ady of T'remaine. And the chin, with its dimples, as in health,
might it not be hers’—but 4ad she then grown taller since her
malady? What inexpressible madness seized me with that
thought? One bound, and I had reached her feet! Shrinking
from my touch, she let fall from her head, unloosened, the
ghastly cerements which had confined it, and there streamed
forth, into the rushing atmosphere of the chamber, huge masses
of long and disheveled hair; i was blacker than the raven wings of
the midnight! And now slowly opened #e eyes of the figure which
stood before me. “‘Here then, at least,” I shrieked aloud, ‘‘can
I never—can I never be mistaken—these are the full, and the
black, and the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the lady—of the
Lapy LiGEIA.”
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The Fall of the S
s/House of Usher

Son coeur est un luth suspendu;
Sitét qu’on le touche il résonne.
DE BERANGER

DUR[NG THE WHOLE of a dull, dark, and soundless day in
the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppres-
sively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horse-
back, through a singularly dreary tract of country; and at length
found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within
view of the melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it
was—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of
insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insufferable; for
the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, be-
cause poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually receives
even the sternest natural images of the desolate or ternible. 1
looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere house, and
the simple landscape features of the domain—upon the bleak
walls—upon the vacant eye-like windows—upon a few rank
sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees—with
an utter depression of soul which [ can compare to no earthly
sensation more properly than to the after-dream of the reveler
upon opium—the bitter lapse into everyday life—the hideous
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dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a
sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought
which no goading of the imagination could torture into aught
of the sublime. What was 1t—I paused to think—what was it
that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House of
Usher? [t was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with
the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as | pondered. |
was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that
while, beyond doubt, there @r¢ combinations of very simple
natural objects which have the power of thus affecting us, still
the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond
our depth. It was possible, I reflected, that a mere different
arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details of
the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to anni-
hilate its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon
this idea, I reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black
and lund tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and
gazed down—but with a shudder even more thrilling than be-
fore—upon the remodeled and inverted images of the gray
sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and eve-like
windows.

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now proposed to
myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick
Usher, had been one of my boon companions in bovhood; but
many years had elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, how-
ever, had lately reached me in a distant part of the country—
a letter from him—which, in its wildly importunate nature,
had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave
evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute
bodily illness—of a mental disorder which oppressed him—
and of an earnest desire to see me, as his best, and indeed
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his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the
cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of his malady. It
was the manner in which all fhis, and much more, was said—
it was the apparent /eart that went with his request—which
allowed me no room for hesitation; and 1 accordingly obeyed
forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons.
Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates,
yet | really knew little of my friend. His reserve had been
always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however, that his
very ancient family had been noted, time out of mind, for a
peculiar sensibility of temperament, displaying itself, through
long ages, in many works of exalted art, and manifested, of
late, in repeated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive charity,
as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps
even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties,
of musical science. I had learned, too, the very remarkable
fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it
was, had put forth, at no period, any enduring branch; in other
words, that the entire family lay in the direct line of descent,
and had always, with very trifling and very temporary varia-
tion, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered, while run-
ning over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of
the premises with the accredited character of the people, and
while speculating upon the possible influence which the one,
in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon the
other—it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and
the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire to son, of
the patrimony with the name, which had, at length, so identi-
fied the two as to merge the original title of the estate in the
quaint and equivocal appellation of the “House of Usher’—
an appellation which scemed to include, in the minds of the
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peasantry who used it, both the family and the family
mansion.

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish
experiment—that of looking down within the tarn—had been
to deepen the first singular impression. There can be no doubt
that the consciousness of the rapid increase of my supersti-
tion—for why should I not so term it’—served mainly to accel-
erate the increase itself. Such, I have long known, is the
paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a basis. And
it might have been for this reason only, that, when I again
uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the
pool, there grew in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridic-
ulous, indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid force of
the sensations which oppressed me. I had so worked upon my
imagination as really to believe that about the whole mansion
and domain there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves
and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere which had no af-
finity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from
the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn—a
pestilent and mystic vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly discernible,
and leaden-hued.

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a dream, I
scanned more narrowly the real aspect of the building. Its prin-
cipal feature seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The
discoloration of ages had been great. Minute fungi overspread
the whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work from
the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any extraordinary dilapi-
dation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and there ap-
peared to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect
adaptation of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individ-
ual stones. In this there was much that reminded me of the
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specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted for long
years in some neglected vault, with no disturbance from the
breath of the external air. Beyond this indication of extensive
decay, however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Per-
haps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have discovered
a barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of
the building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag
direction, until it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn.

Noticing these things, 1 rode over a short causeway to the
house. A servant in waiting took my horse, and 1 entered the
Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence
conducted me, in silence, through many dark and intricate
passages in my progress to the studio of his master. Much that
I encountered on the way contributed, 1 know not how, to
heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spo-
ken. While the objects around me—while the carvings of the
ceilings, the sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness
of the floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies which
rattled as I strode, were but matters to which, or to such as
which, I had been accustomed from my infancy—while I hesi-
tated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this—I still won-
dered to find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary
images were stirring up. On one of the staircases, I met the
physician of the family. His countenance, 1 thought, wore a
mingled expression of low cunning and perplexity. He ac-
costed me with trepidation and passed on. The valet now
threw open a door and ushered me into the presence of his
master.

The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty.
The windows were long, narrow, and pointed, and at so vast
a distance from the black oaken floor as to be altogether inac-
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cessible from within. Feeble gleams of encrimsoned light
made their way through the trellissed panes, and served to
render sufficiently distinct the more prominent objects around;
the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter angles
of the chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and frected ceil-
ing. Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furni-
ture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many
books and musical instruments lay scactered about, but failed
to give any vitality to the scene. I felt that I breathed an atmo-
sphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable
gloom hung over and pervaded all.

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on which he had
been lying at full length, and greeted me with a vivacious
warmth which had much in it, T at first thought, of an over-
done cordiality—of the constrained effort of the ennuyé man of
the world. A glance, however, at his countenance, convinced
me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and for some mo-
ments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling
half of pity, half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terri-
bly altered, in so brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was
with difficulty that I could bring myself to admit the identity
of the wan being before me with the companion of my carly
boyhood. Yet the character of his face had been at all times
remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye large, lig-
uid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and
very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a
delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual
in similar formations; a finely molded chin, speaking, in its
want of prominence, of a want of moral energy; hair of a more
than web-like softness and tenuity; these features, with an in-
ordinate expansion above the regions of the temple, made up
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altogether a countenance not easily to be forgotten. And now
in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing character of these
features, and of the expression they were wont to convey, lay
so much of change that I doubted to whom [ spoke. 'T’he now
ghastly pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the
eye, above all things startled and even awed me. The silken
hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in
its wild gossamer texture, it floated rather than fell about the
face, I could not, even with effort, connect its Arabesque ex-
pression with any idea of simple humanity.

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with an
incoherence—an inconsistency; and I soon found this to arise
from a series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome an ha-
bitual trepidancy—an excessive nervous agitation. For some-
thing of this nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by
his letter, than by reminiscences of certain boyish traits, and
by conclusions deduced from his peculiar physical conforma-
tion and temperament. His action was alternately vivacious
and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous indeci-
sion (when the animal spints seemed utterly in abeyance) to
that species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, un-
hurried, and hollow-sounding enunciation—that leaden, self-
balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance, which
may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable
eater of opium, during the periods of his most intense ex-
citement.

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his
earnest desire to see me, and of the solace he expected me to
afford him. He entered, at some length, into what he con-
ceived to be the nature of his malady. It was, he said, a consti-
tutional and a family evil, and one for which he despaired to
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find a remedy—a mere nervous affection, he immediately
added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed
itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he
detailed them, interested and bewildered me; although, per-
haps, the terms, and the general manner of the narration had
their weight. He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of
the senses; the most insipid food was alone endurable; he
could wear only garments of certain texture; the odors of all
flowers were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint
light; and there were but peculiar sounds, and these from
stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror.

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden
slave. *‘I shall perish,” said he, “I must penish in this deplor-
able folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost. |
dread the events of the future, not in themselves, but in their
results. I shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial,
incident, which may operate upon this intolerable agitation of
soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its
absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved—in this pitiable
condition—I feel that the period will sooner or later arrive
when I must abandon life and reason together, in some strug-
gle with the grim phantasm, FEar.”

I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and
equivocal hints, another singular feature of his mental condi-
tion. He was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in
regard to the dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for
many vears, he had never ventured forth—in regard to an in-
fluence whose supposititious force was conveyed in terms too
shadowy here to be re-stated—an influence which some pecu-
harities in the mere form and substance of his family mansion,
had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over his
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spirit—an effect which the physique of the gray walls and tur-
rets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had,
at length, brought about upon the morale of his existence.

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much
of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him could be traced
to a more natural and far more palpable origin—to the severe
and long-continued illness—indeed to the evidently ap-
proaching dissolution—of a tenderly beloved sister—his sole
companion for long years—his last and only relative on earth.
“Her decease,” he said, with a bitterness which I can never
forget, “would leave him (him the hopeless and the frail) the
last of the ancient race of the Ushers.” While he spoke, the
lady Madeline (for so was she called) passed slowly through a
remote portion of the apartment, and, without having noticed
my presence, disappeared. 1 regarded her with an utter as-
tonishment not unmingled with dread—and yet I found it im-
possible to account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor
oppressed me, as my eyes followed her retreating steps. When
a door, at length, closed upon her, my glance sought instinc-
tively and eagerly the countenance of the brother—but he had
buried his face in his hands, and I could only perceive that a
far more than ordinary wanness had overspread the emaciated
fingers through which trickled many passionate tears.

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill
of her physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual wasting away of
the person, and frequent although transient affections of a par-
tially cataleptical character, were the unusual diagnosis. Hith-
erto she had steadily borne up against the pressure of her
malady, and had not betaken herself finally to bed; but, on
the closing in of the evening of my arrival at the house, she
succumbed (as her brother told me at night with inexpressible
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agitation) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and 1
learned that the glimpse I had obtained of her person would
thus probably be the last I should obtain—that the lady, at
least while living, would be seen by me no more.

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by
either Usher or myself; and during this period I was busied in
earnest endeavors to alleviate the melancholy of my friend.
We painted and read together; or I listened, as if in a dream,
to the wild improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as
a closer and sull closer intimacy admitted me more unre-
servedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did 1
perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from
which darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth
upon all objects of the moral and physical universe, in one
unceasing radiation of gloom.

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn
hours I thus spent alone with the master of the House of
Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt to convey an idea of
the exact character of the studies, or of the occupations, in
which he involved me, or led me the way. An excited and
highly distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all.
His long improvised dirges will ring forever in my ears. Among
other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular perver-
sion and amplification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von
Weber. From the paintings over which his elaborate fancy
brooded, and which grew, touch by touch, into vaguenesses at
which I shuddered the more thrillingly, because I shuddered
knowing not why;—from these paintings (vivid as their images
now are before me) I would in vain endeavor to educe more
than a small portion which should lie within the compass of
merely written words. By the utter simplicity, by the naked-
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ness of his designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If ever
mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For
me at least—in the circumstances then surrounding me—there
arose out of the pure abstractions which the hypochondriac
contrived to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of intolerable
awe, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation
of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli.

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partak-
ing not so rigidly of the spirit of abstraction, may be shadowed
forth, although feebly, in words. A small picture presented the
interior of an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel,
with low walls, smooth, white, and without interruption or de-
vice. Certain accessory points of the design served well to con-
vey the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding depth
below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed in any
portion of its vast extent, and no torch, or other artificial source
of light was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled
throughout, and bathed the whole in a ghastly and inappropri-
ate splendor.

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory
nerve which rendered all music intolerable to the sufferer,
with the exception of certain effects of stringed instruments.
It was, perhaps, the narrow limits to which he thus confined
himself upon the guitar, which gave birth, in great measure,
to the fantastic character of his performances. But the fervid
facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for. They
must have been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the
words of his wild fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompa-
nied himself with rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of
that intense mental collectedness and concentration to which
I have previously alluded as observable only in particular mo-
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ments of the highest artificial excitement. The words of one
of these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. 1 was, perhaps,
the more forcibly impressed with it, as he gave it, because, in
the under or mystic current of its meaning, I fancied that I
perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousness on the
part of Usher, of the tottering of his lofty reason upon her
throne. The verses, which were entitled “The Haunted Pal-

kR

ace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:

I

In the greenest of our valleys,
By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.

In the monarch Thought’s dominion—
It stood there!

Never seraph spread a pinion
Over fabric half so fair.

11

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On its roof did float and flow;
(‘This—all this—was in the olden
Time long ago)
And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A winged odor went away.
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111

Wanderers in that happy valley
Through two luminous windows saw
Spirits moving musically
To a lute’s well-tuned law,
Round about a throne, where sitting
(Porphyrogene!)
In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.

v

And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing
And sparkling evermore,
A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty
Was but to sing,
In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of their king.

\%

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate;
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And, round about his home, the glory
That blushed and bloomed
Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old time entombed.
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VI

And travelers now within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows, see

Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody;

While, like a rapid ghastly river,
Through the pale door,

A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.

I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad, led
us into a train of thought wherein there became manifest an
opinion of Usher’s which I mention not so much on account of
its novelty (for other men have thought thus), as on account of
the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This opinion, in its
general form, was that of the sentience of all vegetable things.
But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had assumed a more daring
character, and trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the
kingdom of inorganization. I lack words to express the full ex-
tent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, how-
ever, was connected (as [ have previously hinted) with the gray
stones of the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the
sentience had been here, he imagined, fulfilled in the method
of collocation of these stones—in the order of their arrangement,
as well as in that of the many fungi which overspread them, and
of the decayed trees which stood around—above all, in the long
undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, and in its reduplica-
tion in the still waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the evidence
of the sentience—was to be seen, he said (and I here started
as he spoke), in the gradual yet certain condensation of an
atmosphere of their own about the waters and the walls. The
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result was discoverable, he added, in thatsilent, yet importunate
and terrible influence which for centuries had molded the des-
tinies of his family, and which made 4zn what I now saw him—
what he was. Such opinions need no comment, and I will make
none.

Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small
portion of the mental existence of the invalid—were, as might
be supposed, in strict keeping with this character ot phantasm.
We pored together over such works as the “Ververt et Char-
treuse” of Gresset; the ‘“‘Belphegor” of Machiavelli; the
“Heaven and Hell” of Swedenborg; the “Subterranean Vovage
of Nicholas Klimm” by Holberg; the “Chiromancy” of Robert
Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé, and of De la Chambre; the “Journey
into the Blue Distance’ of Tieck; and the “City of the Sun’ of
Campanella. One favorite volume was a small octavo edition
of the Directorium Inquisitorum, by the Dominican Eymeric de
Gironne; and there were passages in Pomponius Mela, about
the old African Satyrs and Agipans, over which Usher would sit
dreaming for hours. His chief delight, however, was found in
the perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book in quarto
Gothic—the manual of a forgotten church—the Vigilice Mortu-
orum secundum Chorum Ecclesie Maguntine.

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and
of its probable influence upon the hypochondriac, when, one
evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline
was no more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse
for a fortnight (previously to its final interment), in one of the
numerous vaults within the main walls of the building. The
worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular proceeding,
was one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The brother
had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration
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of the unusual character of the malady of the deceased, of certain
obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men,
and of the remote and exposed situation of the bunal-ground of
the family. I will not deny that when I called to mind the sinister
countenance of the person whom I met upon the staircase, on
the day of my arrival at the house, I had no desire to oppose
what I regarded as at best but a harmless, and by no means an
unnatural, precaution.

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrange-
ments for the temporary entombment. The body having been
encoffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. 'The vault in which
we placed it (and which had been so long unopened that our
torches, half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us
little opportunity for investigation) was small, damp, and en-
tirely without means of admission for light; lying, at great depth,
immediately beneath that portion of the building in which was
my own sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently, in
remote feudal times, for the worst purposes of a donjon-keep,
and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some
other highly combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and
the whole interior of a long archway through which we reached
it, were carefully sheathed with copper. The door, of massive
iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its immense weight
caused an unusually sharp grating sound, as it moved upon its
hinges.

Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within
this region of horror, we partially turned aside the yet unscrewed
lid of the coffin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A
striking similitude between the brother and sister now first ar-
rested my attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my thoughts,
murmured out some few words from which I learned that the
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deceased and himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a
scarcely intelligible nature had always existed between them.
Our glances, however, rested not long upon the dead—for we
could not regard her unawed. The disease which had thus en-
tombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual in
all maladies of a strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a
faint blush upon the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously
lingering smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We
replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having secured the
door of iron, made our way, with toil, into the scarcely less
gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house.

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observ-
able change came over the features of the mental disorder of
my friend. His ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary
occupations were neglected or forgotten. He roamed from cham-
ber to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless step. The
pallor of his countenance had assumed, if possible, a more
ghastly hue—but the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone
out. The once occasional huskiness of his tone was heard no
more; and a tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually
characterized his utterance. There were times, indeed, when |
thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some
oppressive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the neces-
sary courage. At times, again, I was obliged to resolve all into
the mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for 1 beheld him
gazing upon vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the pro-
foundest attention, as if listening to some imaginary sound. It
was no wonder that his condition terrified—that it infected me.
I felt creeping upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild
influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions.

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the
seventh or eighth day after the placing of the lady Madeline
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within the donjon, that I experienced the full power of such
feelings. Sleep came not near my couch—while the hours waned
and waned away. I struggled to reason off the nervousness which
had dominion over me. I endeavored to believe that much, if
not all of what I felt, was due to the bewildering influence of
the gloomy furniture of the room—of the dark and tattered
draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising
tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls, and rustled
uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were
fruitless. An irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame;
and, at length, there sat upon my very heart an incubus of utterly
causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, |
uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within
the intense darkness of the chamber, hearkened—I know not
why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me—to certain
low and indefinite sounds which came, through the pauses of
the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. Overpowered
by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendur-
able, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I should
sleep no more during the night), and endeavored to arouse
myself from the pitiable condition into which I had fallen, by
pacing rapidly to and fro through the apartment.

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step
on an adjoining staircase arrested my attention. I presently rec-
ognized it as that of Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped,
with a gentle touch, at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp.
His countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan—but, more-
over, there was a species of mad hilarity in his eyes—an evi-
dently restrained /Aysteria in his whole demeanor. His air appalled
me—but anything was preferable to the solitude which I had so
long endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief.

“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, after having
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stared about him for some moments in silence—*‘you have not
then seen it?—Dbut, stay! you shall.” "T'hus speaking, and having
carefully shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements,
and threw it freely open to the storm.

T'he impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from
our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous yet sternly beautiful
night, and one wildly singular in 1ts terror and its beauty. A
whirlwind had apparently collected its force in our vicinity; for
there were frequent and violent alterations in the direction of
the wind; and the exceeding density of the clouds (which hung
so low as to press upon the turrets of the house) did not prevent
our perceiving the life-like velocity with which they flew carcer-
ing from all points against each other, without passing away into
the distance. I say that even their exceeding density did not
prevent our perceiving this—yet we had no glimpse of the moon
or stars—nor was there any flashing forth of the lightning. But
the under surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapor, as well
as all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were glowing in
the unnatural light of a faintly luminous and distinctly visible
gaseous exhalation which hung about and enshrouded the
mansion.

“You must not—you shall not behold this!” said 1, shudder-
ingly, to Usher, as I led him, with a gentle violence, from the
window to a seat. ‘“I'hese appearances, which bewilder you, are
merely electrical phenomena not uncommon—or it may be that
they have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the tarn.
Let us close this casement;—the air is chilling and dangerous
to your frame. Here 1s one of your favorite romances. I will read,
and you shall listen;—and so we will pass away this terrible
night together.”

The antique volume which I had taken up was the “Mad
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T'rist”” of Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had called it a favorite
of Usher’s more in sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, there
is little in its uncouth and unimaginative prolixity which could
have had interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend.
It was, however, the only book immediately at hand; and I
indulged a vague hope that the excitement which now agitated
the hypochondriac, might find relief (for the history of mental
disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of
the folly which I should read. Could I have judged, indeed, by
the wild overstrained air of vivacity with which he hearkened,
or apparently hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well
have congratulated myself upon the success of my design.

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where
Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having sought in vain for peace-
able admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to
make good an entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered,
the words of the narrative run thus:

“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and
who was now mighty withal, on account of the powerfulness of
the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley
with the hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful
turn, but, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the
rising of the tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and, with
blows, made quickly room in the plankings of the door for
his gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily, he so
cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of
the dry and hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated
throughout the forest.”

At the termination of this sentence I started, and for a mo-
ment, paused; for it appeared to me (although I at once con-
cluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)—it appeared to
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me that, from some very remote portion of the mansion, there
came, indistinctly, to my ears, what might have been, in its
exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled and dull
onc certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound which Sir
Launcelot had so partcularly described. It was, beyond doubrt,
the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for,
amid the rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary
commingled noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in
itself, had nothing, surely, which should have interested or
disturbed me. I continued the story:

“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the
door, was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no signal of the
maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly
and prodigious demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in
guard before a palace of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon
the wall there hung a shield of shining brass with this legend
enwritten—

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin;
Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win;

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of
the dragon, which fell before him, and gave up his pesty breath,
with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that
Ethelred had fain to close his ears with his hands against the
dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never before heard.”

Here again | paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild
amazement—for there could be no doubt whatever that, in this
instance, | did actually hear (although from what direction it
proceeded I found it impossible to say) a low and apparently
distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual screaming or
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grating sound—the exact counterpart of what my fancy had
already conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural shriek as de-
scribed by the romancer.

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of the
second and most extraordinary coincidence, by a thousand con-
flicting sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were
predominant, [ still retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid
exciting, by any observation, the sensitive nervousness of my
companion. [ was by no means certain that he had noticed the
sounds in question; although, assuredly, a strange alteration
had, during the last few minutes, taken place in his demeanor.
From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought
round his chair, so as to sit with his face to the door of the
chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his features,
although I saw that his lips trembled as if he were murmuring
inaudibly. His head had dropped upon his breast—yet I knew
that he was not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the
eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion of his body,
too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked from side to
side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having rapidly
taken notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot,
which thus proceeded:

“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible
fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen shield, and
of the breaking up of the enchantment which was upon i,
removed the carcass from out of the way before him, and ap-
proached valorously over the silver pavement of the castle to
where the shield was upon the wall; which in sooth tarried not
for his full coming, but fell down at his feet upon the silver
floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound.”

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a
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shield of brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen heavily upon
a floor of silver—I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic,
and clangorous, yet apparently muffled reverberation. Com-
pletely unnerved, [ leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking
movement of Usher was undisturbed. 1 rushed to the chair
in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly before him, and
throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony rigidity.
But, as [ placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong
shudder over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered about
his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering
murmur, as if unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over
him, I at length drank in the hideous import of his words.

“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and 4ave heard it. LLong—long—
long—many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it—
yet I dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I
dared not—I dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb!
Said I not that my senses were acute? I zow tell you that I heard
her first feeble movements in the hollow coffin. I heard them—
many, many days ago—yet | dared not—/ dared not speak! And
now—to-night—Ethelred—ha! hal—the breaking of the her-
mit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the clangor of
the shield!—say, rather, the rending of her coffin, and the grat-
ing of the iron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within the
coppered archway of the vault! Oh whither shall I fly? Will she
not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me for my
haste? Have I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not
distinguish that heavy and horrible beating of her heart? Map-
MAN!”—here he sprang furiously to his feet, and shrieked out
his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up his soul—
“MaDMAN! [ TELL YOU THAT SHE NOW STANDS WITHOUT THE
DOOR!”
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As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had
been found the potency of a spell—the huge antique panels to
which the speaker pointed, threw slowly back, upon the instant,
their ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing
gust—but then without those doors there pID stand the lofty
and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There
was blood upon her white robes, and the evidence of some
bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated frame. For a
moment she remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon
the threshold, then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward
upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final
death-agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to
the terrors he had anticipated.

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast.
The storm was still abroad in all its wrath as I found myself
crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path
a wild light, and I turned to see whence a gleam so unusual
could have issued; for the vast house and its shadows were alone
behind me. The radiance was that of the full, setting, and blood-
red moon which now shone vividly through that once barely-
discernible fissure of which I have before spoken as extending
from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base.
While I gazed, this fissure rapidly widened—there came a fierce
breath of the whirlwind—the entire orb of the satellite burst at
once upon my sight—my brain reeled as [ saw the mighty walls
rushing asunder—there was a long tumultuous shouting sound
like the voice of a thousand waters—and the deep and dank
tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently over the fragments
of the “Housk or UsHER.”
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What say of it? what say CONSCIENCE grim,
That spectre in my path?
CHAMBERLAIN'S Pharronida

E ME caLL myself, for the present, William Wilson. "The fair
page now lying before me need not be sullied with my
real appellation. This has been already too much an object for
the scorn—for the horror—for the detestation of my race. To
the uttermost regions of the globe have not the indignant
winds bruited its unparalleled infamy? Oh, outcast of all out-
casts most abandoned!—to the earth art thou not forever dead?
to its honors, to its flowers, to its golden aspirations?’—and a
cloud, dense, dismal, and limitless, does it not hang eternally
between thy hopes and heaven?

I would not, if I could, here or to-day, embody a record of
my later years of unspeakable misery, and unpardonable
crime. This epoch—these later years—took unto themselves a
sudden elevation in turpitude, whose origin alone it is my
present purpose to assign. Men usually grow base by degrees.
From me, in an instant, all vircue dropped bodily as a mantle.
From comparatively trivial wickedness [ passed, with the
stride of a giant, into more than the enormities of an Elah-
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Gabalus. What chance—what one event brought this evil thing
to pass, bear with me while I relate. Death approaches; and
the shadow which foreruns him has thrown a softening influ-
ence over my spirit. I long, in passing through the dim valley,
for the sympathy—I had nearly said for the pity—of my fellow
men. | would fain have them believe that I have been, in
some measure, the slave of circumstances beyond human con-
trol. I would wish them to seek out for me, in the details I
am about to give, some little oasis of fasality amid a wilderness
of error. I would have them allow—what they cannot refrain
from allowing—that, although temptation may have erewhile
existed as great, man was never fhus, at least, tempted be-
fore—certainly, never #us fell. And is it therefore that he has
never thus suffered? Have 1 not indeed been living in a dream?
And am [ not now dying a victim to the horror and the mystery
of the wildest of all sublunary visions?

I am the descendant of a race whose imaginative and easily
excitable temperament has at all times rendered them remark-
able; and, in my earliest infancy, I gave evidence of having
fully inherited the family character. As I advanced in years it
was more strongly developed; becoming, for many reasons, a
cause of serious disquietude to my friends, and of positive in-
jury to myself. I grew self-willed, addicted to the wildest ca-
prices, and a prey to the most ungovernable passions. Weak-
minded, and beset with constitutional infirmities akin to my
own, my parents could do but little to check the evil propensi-
ties which distinguished me. Some feeble and ill-directed ef-
forts resulted in complete failure on their part, and, of course,
in total triumph on mine. Thenceforward my voice was a
household law; and at an age when few children have aban-
doned their leading-strings, I was left to the guidance of my
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own will, and became, in all but name, the master of my own
actions.

My earliest recollections of a school-life, are connected with
a large, rambling, Elizabethan house, in a misty-looking village
of England, where were a vast number of gigantic and gnarled
trees, and where all the houses were excessively ancient. In
truth, it was a dream-like and spirit-soothing place, that vener-
able old town. At this moment, in fancy, I feel the refreshing
chilliness of its deeply-shadowed avenues, inhale the fragrance
of its thousand shrubberies, and thrill anew with undefinable
delight, at the deep hollow note of the church-bell, breaking,
cach hour, with sullen and sudden roar, upon the stllness of
the dusky atmosphere in which the fretted Gothic steeple lay
imbedded and asleep.

It gives me, perhaps, as much of pleasure as I can now in
any manner experience, to dwell upon minute recollections of
the school and its concerns. Steeped in misery as I am—mis-
ery, alas! only too real—I shall be pardoned for seeking relief,
however slight and temporary, in the weakness of a few ram-
bling details. These, morcover, utterly trivial, and even ridicu-
lous in themselves, assume, to my fancy, adventitious
importance, as connected with a period and a locality when
and where I recognize the first ambiguous monitions of the
destiny which afterwards so fully overshadowed me. Let me
then remember.

T'he house, 1 have said, was old and irregular. The grounds
were extensive, and a high and sohd brick wall, topped with
a bed of mortar and broken glass, encompassed the whole.
This prison-like rampart formed the limit of our domain; be-
vond it we saw but thrice a week—once every Saturday after-
noon, when, attended by two ushers, we were permitted to
take brief walks in a body through some of the neighboring
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fields—and twice during Sunday, when we were paraded in
the same formal manner to the morning and evening service
in the one church of the village. Of this church the principal
of our school was pastor. With how deep a spirit of wonder
and perplexity was 1 wont to regard him from our remote pew
in the gallery, as, with step solemn and slow, he ascended
the pulpit! This reverend man, with countenance so demurely
benign, with robes so glossy and so clerically flowing, with wig
so minutely powdered, so rigid and so vast,—could this be
he who, of late, with sour visage, and in snuffy habiliments,
administered, ferule in hand, the Draconian laws of the acad-
emy? Oh, gigantic paradox, too utterly monstrous for solution!

At an angle of the ponderous wall frowned a more ponderous
gate. It was riveted and studded with iron bolts, and sur-
mounted with jagged iron spikes. What impressions of deep
awe did it inspire! It was never opened save for the three peri-
odical egressions and ingressions already mentioned; then, in
every creak of its mighty hinges, we found a plenitude of mys-
tery—a world of matter for solemn remark, or for more solemn
meditation.

The extensive enclosure was irregular in form, having many
capacious recesses. Of these, three or four of the largest consti-
tuted the play-ground. It was level, and covered with fine hard
gravel. I well remember it had no trees, nor benches, nor any
thing similar within it. Of course it was in the rear of the
house. In front lay a small parterre, planted with box and other
shrubs; but through this sacred division we passed only upon
rare occasions indeed—such as a first advent to school or final
departure thence, or perhaps, when a parent or friend having
called for us, we joyfully took our way home for the Christmas
or Midsummer holidays.

But the house!—how quaint an old building was this!—to
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me how veritably a palace of enchantment! There was really
no end to its windings—to its incomprehensible subdivisions.
It was difficult, at any given time, to say with certainty upon
which of its two stories one happened to be. From each room
to every other there were sure to be found three or four steps
either in ascent or descent. Then the lateral branches were
innumerable—inconceivable—and so returning in upon them-
selves, that our most exact ideas in regard to the whole man-
sion were not very far different from those with which we
pondered upon infinity. During the five years of my residence
here, 1 was never able to ascertain with precision, in what re-
mote locality lay the little sleeping apartment assigned to my-
self and some eighteen or twenty other scholars.

The school-room was the largest in the house—I could not
help thinking, in the world. It was very long, narrow, and dis-
mally low, with pointed Gothic windows and a ceiling of oak.
In a remote and terror-inspiring angle was a square enclosure
of eight or ten feet, comprising the sanctum, *‘during hours,”
of our principal, the Reverend Dr. Bransby. It was a solid
structure, with massy door, sooner than open which in the ab-
sence of the “Dominie,” we would all have willingly perished
by the peine forte et dure. In other angles were two other similar
boxes, far less reverenced, indeed, but sull greatly matters of
awe. One of these was the pulpit of the “‘classical’” usher, one
of the “English and mathematcal.” Interspersed about the
room, crossing and recrossing in endless irregularity, were in-
numerable benches and desks, black, ancient, and time-worn,
piled desperately with much-bethumbed books, and so be-
seamed with initial letters, names at full length, grotesque fig-
ures, and other multiplied efforts of the knife, as to have
entirely lost what little of original form might have been their
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portion in days long departed. A huge bucket with water stood
at one extremity of the room, and a clock of stupendous di-
mensions at the other.

Encompassed by the massy walls of this venerable academy,
I passed, vet not in tedium or disgust, the years of the third
lustrum of my life. The teeming brain of childhood requires
no external world of incident to occupy or amuse it; and the
apparently dismal monotony of a school was replete with more
intense excitement than my riper youth has derived from lux-
ury, or my full manhood from crime. Yet I must believe that
my first mental development had in it much of the uncom-
mon—even much of the ourré. Upon mankind at large the
events of very early existence rarely leave in mature age any
definite impression. All 1s gray shadow—a weak and irregular
remembrance—an indistinct regathering of feeble pleasures
and phantasmagoric pains. With me this is not so. In childhood
[ must have felt with the energy of a man what [ now find
stamped upon memory in lines as vivid, as deep, and as dura-
ble as the exergues of the Carthaginian medals.

Yet in fact—in the fact of the world’s view—how little was
there to remember! The morning’s awakening, the nightly
summons to bed; the connings, the recitations; the periodical
half-holidays, and perambulations; the play-ground, with its
broils, its pastimes, its intrigues;—these, by a mental sorcery
long forgotten, were made to involve a wilderness of sensation,
a world of rich incident, an universe of varied emotion, of ex-
citement of the most passionate and spirit-stirring. “O#4, /e bon
temps, que ce siecle de fer!”

In truth, the ardor, the enthusiasm, and the imperiousness
of my disposition, soon rendered me a marked character
among my schoolmates, and by slow, but natural gradations,
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gave me an ascendancy over all not greatly older than my-
self;—over all with a single exception. This exception was
found in the person of a scholar, who, although no relation,
bore the same Christian and surname as myself;—a circum-
stance, in fact, little remarkable; for, notwithstanding a noble
descent, mine was one of those everyday appellations which
seem, by prescriptive right, to have been, time out of mind,
the common property of the mob. In this narrative I have
therefore designated myself as William Wilson,—a fictitious ti-
tle not very dissimilar to the real. My namesake alone, of those
who in school phraseology constituted “‘our set,” presumed to
compete with me in the studies of the class—in the sports
and broils of the play-ground—to refuse implicit belief in my
assertions, and submission to my will—indeed, to interfere
with my arbitrary dictation in any respect whatsoever. If there
is on earth a supreme and unqualified despotism, it is the des-
potism of a master mind in boyhood over the less energetic
spirits of its companions.

Wilson’s rebellion was to me a source of the greatest embar-
rassment;—the more so as, in spite of the bravado with which
in public I made a point of treating him and his pretensions,
[ secretly felt that I feared him, and could not help thinking
the equality which he maintained so easily with myself, a proof
of his true superiority; since not to be overcome cost me a
perpetual struggle. Yet this superiority—even this equality—
was in truth acknowledged by no one but myself; our associ-
ates, by some unaccountable blindness, seemed not even to
suspect it. Indeed, his competition, his resistance, and espe-
cially his impertinent and dogged interference with my pur-
poses, were not more pointed than private. He appeared to be
destitute alike of the ambition which urged, and of the pas-
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sionate energy of mind which enabled me to excel. In his ri-
valry he might have been supposed actuated solelv by a
whimsical desire to thwart, astonish, or mortify myself; al-
though there were times when I could not help observing,
with a feeling made up of wonder, abasement, and pique, that
he mingled with his injuries, his insults, or his contradictions,
a certain most inappropriate, and assuredly most unwelcome
affectionateness of manner. I could only conceive this singular
behavior to arise from a consummate self-conceit assuming the
vulgar airs of patronage and protection.

Perhaps it was this latter trait in Wilson’s conduct, conjoined
with our identity of name, and the mere accident of our having
entered the school upon the same day, which set afloat the
notion that we were brothers, among the senior classes in the
academy. These do not usually inquire with much strictness
into the affairs of their juniors. I have before sajd, or should
have said, that Wilson was not, in the most remote degree,
connected with my family. But assuredly if we 4ad been broth-
ers we must have been twins; for, after leaving Dr. Bransby’s,
[ casually learned that my namesake was born on the nine-
teenth of January, 1813—and this is a somewhat remarkable
coincidence; for the day is precisely that of my own nativity.

It may seem strange that in spite of the continual anxiety
occasioned me by the rivalry of Wilson, and his intolerable
spirit of contradiction, I could not bring myself to hate him
altogether. We had, to be sure, nearly every day a quarrel in
which, vielding me publicly the palm of victory, he, in some
manner, contrived to make me feel that it was he who had
deserved it; yet a sense of pride on my part, and a veritable
dignity on his own, kept us always upon what are called
“speaking terms,”” while there were many points of strong con-
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geniality in our tempers, operating to awake in me a sentiment
which our position alone, perhaps, prevented from ripening
into friendship. It i1s difficult, indeed, to define, or even to
describe, my real feelings towards him. They formed a motley
and heterogeneous admixture;—some petulant animosity,
which was not yet hatred, some esteem, more respect, much
fear, with a world of uneasy curiosity. To the moralist it will
be unneccessary to say, in addition, that Wilson and myself
were the most inseparable of companions.

It was no doubt the anomalous state of affairs existing be-
tween us, which turned all my attacks upon him (and they
were many, cither open or covert) into the channel of banter
or practical joke (giving pain while assuming the aspect of
mere fun) rather than into a more serious and determined hos-
tility. But my endeavors on this head were by no means uni-
formly successful, even when my plans were the most wittly
concocted; for my namesake had much about him, in charac-
ter, of that unassuming and quiet austerity which, while en-
joying the poignancy of its own jokes, has no heel of Achilles
in itself, and absolutely refuses to be laughed at. T could find,
indeed, but one vulnerable point, and that, lving in a personal
peculiarity, arising, perhaps, from constitutional disease,
would have been spared by any antagonist less at his wit’s end
than myself;—my rival had a weakness in the faucial or gut-
tural organs, which precluded him from raising his voice at any
time above a very low whisper. Of this defect I did not fail to
take what poor advantage lay in my power.

Wilson’s retaliations in kind were many; and there was one
form of his practical wit that disturbed me beyond measure.
How his sagacity first discovered at all that so petty a thing
would vex me, is a question I never could solve; but, having
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discovered, he habitually practiced the annoyance. | had al-
ways felt aversion to my uncourtly patronymic, and its very
common, if not plebeian pranomen. The words were venom
in my ears; and when, upon the day of my arrival, a second
William Wilson came also to the academy, I felt angry with
him for bearing the name, and doubly disgusted with the name
because a stranger bore it, who would be the cause of its two-
fold repetition, who would be constantly in my presence, and
whose concerns, in the ordinary routine of the school business,
must inevitably, on account of the detestable coincidence, be
often confounded with my own.

The feeling of vexation thus engendered grew stronger with
every circumstance tending to show resemblance, moral or
physical, between my rival and myself. 1 had not then discov-
ered the remarkable fact that we were of the same age; but I
saw that we were of the same height, and I perceived that we
were even singularly alike in general contour of person and
outline of feature. I was galled, too, by the rumor touching a
relationship, which had grown current in the upper forms. In
a word, nothing could more seriously disturb me (although 1
scrupulously concealed such disturbance) than any allusion to
a similarity of mind, person, or condition existing between us.
But, in truth, I had no reason to believe that (with the excep-
ton of the matter of relationship, and in the case of Wilson
himself) this similarity had ever been made a subject of com-
ment, or even observed at all by our schoolfellows. That /e
observed it in all its bearings, and as fixedly as I, was apparent;
but that he could discover in such circumstances so fruitful a
field of annoyance, can only be attributed, as [ said before, to
his more than ordinary penetration.

His cue, which was to perfect an imitation of myself, lay
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both in words and in actions; and most admirably did he play
his part. My dress it was an easy matter to copy; my gait and
general manner were, without difficulty, appropriated; in spite
of his constitutional defect, even my voice did not escape him.
My louder tones were, of course, unattempted, but then the
key, it was identical; and his singular whisper, it grew the very
echo of my own.

How greatly this most exquisite portraiture harassed me (for
it could not justly be termed a caricature), I will not now ven-
ture to describe. 1 had but one consolation—in the fact that
the imitation, apparently, was noticed by myself alone, and
that I had to endure only the knowing and strangely sarcastic
smiles of my namesake himself. Sausfied with having pro-
duced in my bosom the intended effect, he seemed to chuckle
in secret over the sting he had inflicted, and was characteristi-
cally disregardful of the public applause which the success of
his witty endeavors might have so easily elicited. That the
school, indeed, did not feel his design, perceive its accom-
plishment, and participate in his sneer, was, for many anxious
months, a riddle | could not resolve. Perhaps the gradation of
his copy rendered it not so readily perceptible; or, more possi-
bly, I owed my security to the masterly air of the copyist, who,
disdaining the letter (which in a painting is all the obtuse can
see), gave but the full spirit of his original for my individual
contemplation and chagrin.

I have already more than once spoken of the disgusting air
of patronage which he assumed toward me, and of his frequent
officious interference with my will. This interference often
took the ungracious character of advice; advice not openly
given, but hinted or insinuated. I received it with a repug-
nance which gained strength as | grew in years. Yet, at this
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distant day, let me do him the simple justice to acknowledge
that I can recall no occasion when the suggestions of my rival
were on the side of those errors or follies so usual to his imma-
ture age and seeming inexperience; that his moral sense, at
least, if not his general talents and worldly wisdom, was far
keener than my own; and that I might, to-day, have been a
better, and thus a happier man, had I less frequently rejected
the counsels embodied in those meaning whispers which 1
then but too cordially hated and too bitterly despised.

As it was, I at length grew restive in the extreme under his
distasteful supervision, and daily resented more and more
openly what I considered his intolerable arrogance. 1 have said
that, in the first years of our connection as schoolmates, my
feelings in regard to him might have been easily ripened into
friendship; but, in the latter months of my residence at the
academy, although the intrusion of his ordinary manner had,
beyond doubt, in some measure, abated, my sentiments, in
nearly similar proportion, partook very much of positive ha-
tred. Upon one occasion he saw this, I think, and afterwards
avoided, or made a show of avoiding me.

It was about the same pernod, if I remember aright, that, in
an altercation of violence with him, in which he was more than
usually thrown off his guard, and spoke and acted with an
openness of demeanor rather foreign to his nature, I discov-
ered, or fancied I discovered, in his accent, his air, and general
appearance, a something which first startled, and then deeply
interested me, by bringing to mind dim visions of my earliest
infancy—wild, confused and thronging memories of a time
when memory herself was yet unborn. I cannot better describe
the sensation which oppressed me than by saying that I could
with difficulty shake off the belief of my having been ac-
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quainted with the being who stood before me, at some epoch
very long ago—some point of the past even infinitely remote.
The delusion, however, faded rapidly as it came; and | men-
tion it at all but to define the day of the last conversation 1
there held with my singular namesake.

The huge old house, with its countless subdivisions, had
several large chambers communicating with each other, where
slept the greater number of the students. There were, how-
ever (as must necessarily happen in a building so awkwardly
planned), many little nooks or recesses, the odds and ends of
the structure; and these the economic ingenuity of Dr. Bran-
sby had also fitted up as dormitories; although, being the mer-
est closets, they were capable of accommodating but a single
individual. One of these small apartments was occupied by
Wilson.

One night, about the close of my fifth year at the school,
and immediately after the altercation just mentioned, finding
every one wrapped in sleep, I arose from bed, and, lamp in
hand, stole through a wilderness of narrow passages from my
own bedroom to that of my rival. 1 had long been plotting one
of those ill-natured pieces of practical wit at his expense in
which I had hitherto been so uniformly unsuccessful. It was
my intention, now, to put my scheme in operation, and I re-
solved to make him feel the whole extent of the malice with
which I was imbued. Having reached his closet, I noiselessly
entered, leaving the lamp, with a shade over it, on the outside.
[ advanced a step, and listened to the sound of his tranquil
breathing. Assured of his being asleep, I returned, took the
light, and with it again_approached the bed. Close curtains
were around it, which, in the prosecution of my plan, I slowly
and quietly withdrew, when the bright rays fell vividly upon
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the sleeper, and my eyes, at the same moment, upon his coun-
tenance. I looked;—and a numbness, an iciness of feeling in-
stantly pervaded my frame. My breast heaved, my knees
tottered, my whole spirit became possessed with an objectless
yet intolerable horror. Gasping for breath, 1 lowered the lamp
in still nearer proximity to the face. Were these—+##ese the lin-
eaments of William Wilson? I saw, indeed, that they were his,
but I shook as if with a fic of the ague in fancying they were
not. What was there about them to confound me in this man-
ner? | gazed;—while my brain reeled with a multitude of inco-
herent thoughts. Not thus he appeared—assuredly not #us—
in the vivacity of his waking hours. The same name! the same
contour of person! the same day of arrival at the academy! And
then his dogged and meaningless imitation of my gait, my
voice, my habits, and my manner! Was it, in truth, within the
bounds of human possibility, that whars [ now saw was the re-
sult, merely, of the habitual practice of this sarcastic imitation?
Awestricken, and with a creeping shudder, I extinguished the
lamp, passed silently from the chamber, and left, at once, the
halls of that old academy, never to enter them again.

After a lapse of some months, spent at home in mere idle-
ness, I found myself a student at Eton. The brief interval had
been sufficient to enfeeble my remembrance of the events at
Dr. Bransby’s, or at least to effect a material change in the
nature of the feelings with which I remembered them. The
truth—the tragedy—of the drama was no more. I could now
find room to doubt the evidence of my senses; and seldom
called up the subject at all but with wonder at the extent of
human credulity, and a smile at the vivid force of the imagina-
tion which I hereditarily possessed. Neither was this species
of scepticism likely to be diminished by the character of the
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life I led at Eton. The vortex of thoughtless folly into which
I there so immediately and so recklessly plunged, washed
away all but the froth of my past hours, engulfed at once every
solid or serious impression, and left to memory only the veriest
levities of a former existence.

I do not wish, however, to trace the course of my miserable
profligacy here—a profligacy which set at defiance the laws,
while it eluded the vigilance of the institution. Three years of
folly, passed without profit, had but given me rooted habits of
vice, and added, in a somewhat unusual degree, to my bodily
stature, when, after a week of soulless dissipation, I invited a
small party of the most dissolute students to a secret carousal
in my chambers. We met at a late hour of the night; for our
debaucheries were to be faithfully protracted until morning,.
The wine flowed freely, and there were not wanting other and
perhaps more dangerous seductions; so that the gray dawn had
already faintly appeared in the east, while our delirious extrav-
agance was at its height. Madly flushed with cards and intoxi-
cation, I was in the act of insisting upon a toast of more than
wonted profanity, when my attention was suddenly diverted
by the violent, although partial unclosing of the door of the
apartment, and by the eager voice of a servant from without.
He said that some person, apparently in great haste, de-
manded to speak with me in the hall.

Wildly excited with wine, the unexpected interruption
rather delighted than surprised me. [ staggered forward at
once, and a few steps brought me to the vestibule of the build-
ing. In this low and small room there hung no lamp; and now
no light at all was admitted, save that of the exceedingly fee-
ble dawn which made its way through the semi-circular win-
dow. As | put my foot over the threshold, I became aware of
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the figure of a youth about my own height, and habited in a
white kerseymere morning frock, cut in the novel fashion of
the one I myself wore at the moment. This the faint light
enabled me to perceive; but the features of his face 1 could
not distinguish. Upon my entering he strode hurriedly up to
me, and, seizing me by the arm with a gesture of petulant
impatience, whispered the words “William Wilson!” in my
ear.

I grew perfectly sober in an instant.

There was that in the manner of the stranger, and in the
tremulous shake of his uplifted finger, as he held it between
my eyes and the light, which filled me with unqualified
amazement; but i1t was not this which had so violently moved
me. It was the pregnancy of solemn admonition in the singu-
lar, low, hissing utterance; and, above all, it was the character,
the tone, 7e key, of those few, simple, and familiar, yet w/is-
pered syllables, which came with a thousand thronging memo-
ries of by-gone days, and struck upon my soul with the shock
of a galvanic battery. Ere I could recover the use of my senses
he was gone.

Although this event failed not of a vivid effect upon my
disordered 1magination, yet was it evanescent as vivid. For
some weeks, indeed, I busied myself in earnest inquiry, or was
wrapped in a cloud of morbid speculation. I did not pretend to
disguise from my perception the identity of the singular indi-
vidual who thus perseveringly interfered with my affairs, and
harassed me with his insinuated counsel. But who and what
was this Wilson?’—and whence came he’—and what were his
purposes’ Upon neither of these points could 1 be satisfied;
merely ascertaining, in regard to him, that a sudden accident
in his family had caused his removal from Dr. Bransby’s acad-
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emy on the afternoon of the day in which I myself had eloped.
But in a brief period I ceased to think upon the subject; my
attention being all absorbed in a contemplated departure for
Oxford. Thither I soon went; the uncalculating vanity of my
parents furnishing me with an outfit and annual establishment,
which would enable me to indulge at will in the luxury already
so dear to my heart,—to vie in profuseness of expenditure
with the haughtiest heirs of the wealthiest earldoms in Great
Britain.

Excited by such appliances to vice, my constitutional tem-
perament broke forth with redoubled ardor, and I spurned
even the common restraints of decency in the mad infatuation
of my revels. But it were absurd to pause in the detail of my
extravagance. Let it suffice, that among spendthrifts I out-
Heroded Herod, and that, giving name to a multitude of novel
follies, I added no brief appendix to the long catalogue of vices
then usual in the most dissolute university of Europe.

It could hardly be credited, however, that I had, even here,
so utterly fallen from the gentlemanly estate, as to speak ac-
quaintance with the vilest arts of the gambler by profession,
and, having become an adept in his despicable science, to
practice it habitually as a means of increasing my already enor-
mous income at the expense of the weak-minded among my
fellow-collegians. Such, nevertheless, was the fact. And the
very enormity of this offence against all manly and honorable
sentiment proved, beyond doubt, the main if not the sole rea-
son of the impunity with which 1t was committed. Who, in-
deed, among my most abandoned associates, would not rather
have disputed the clearest evidence of his senses, than have
suspected of such courses, the gay, the frank, the generous
William Wilson—the noblest and most liberal commoner at
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Oxford—him whose follies (said his parasites) were but the
follies of youth and unbridled fancy—whose errors but inimita-
ble whim—whose darkest vice but a careless and dashing ex-
travagance’

I had been now two years successfully busied in this way,
when there came to the university a young parvenu nobleman,
Glendinning—rich, said report, as Herodes Atticus—his
riches, too, as easily acquired. I soon found him of weak intel-
lect, and, of course, marked him as a fitting subject for my
skill. T frequently engaged him in play, and contrived, with
the gambler’s usual art, to let him win considerable sums, the
more effectually to entangle him in my snares. At length, my
schemes being ripe, I met him (with the full intention that
this meeting should be final and decisive) at the chambers of
a fellow-commoner, (Mr. Preston,) equally intimate with both,
but who, to do him justice, entertained not even a remote
suspicion of my design. To give to this a better coloring, I had
contrived to have assembled a party of some eight or ten, and
was solicitously careful that the introduction of cards should
appear accidental, and originate in the proposal of my contem-
plated dupe himself. To be brief upon a vile topic, none of
the low finesse was omitted, so customary upon similar occa-
stons that it is a just matter for wonder how any are still found
so besotted as to fall its victim.

We had protracted our sitting far into the night, and I had
at length effected the manocuvre of getting Glendinning as my
sole antagonist. The game, too, was my favorite éarté. The
rest of the company, interested in the extent of our play, had
abandoned their own cards, and were standing around us as
spectators. The parvenu, who had been induced by my arti-
fices in the early part of the evening, to drink deeply, now
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shuffled, dealt, or played, with a wild nervousness of manner
for which his intoxication, | thought, might parually, but could
not altogether account. In a very short period he had become
my debtor to a large amount, when, having taken a long
draught of port, he did precisely what I had been coolly antici-
pating—he proposed to double our already extravagant stakes.
With a well-feigned show of reluctance, and not until after my
repeated refusal had seduced him into some angry words
which gave a color of pigue to my compliance, did 1 finally
comply. The result, of course, did but prove how entirely the
prey was in my toils; in less than an hour he had quadrupled
his debt. For some time his countenance had been losing the
florid tinge lent it by the wine; but now, to my astonishment,
[ perceived that it had grown to a pallor truly fearful. I say to
my astonishment. Glendinning had been represented to my
eager inquiries as immeasurably wealthy; and the sums which
he had as yet lost, although in themselves vast, could not, I
supposed, very seriously annoy, much less so violently affect
him. That he was overcome by the wine just swallowed, was
the idea which most readily presented itself; and, racher with
a view to the preservation of my own character in the eyes of
my associates, than from any less interested motive, [ was
about to insist, peremptorily, upon a discontinuance of the
play, when some expressions at my elbow from among the
company, and an ejaculation evincing utter despair on the part
of Glendinning, gave me to understand that I had effected his
total ruin under circumstances which, rendering him an object
for the pity of all, should have protected him from the ill of-
fices even of a fiend.

What now might have been my conduct it is difficult to say.
The pitiable condition of my dupe had thrown an air of embar-
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rassed gloom over all; and, for some moments, a profound si-
lence was maintained, during which I could not help feeling
my cheeks tingle with the many burning glances of scorn or
reproach cast upon me by the less abandoned of the party. 1
will even own that an intolerable weight of anxiety was for a
brief instant lifted from my bosom by the sudden and extraor-
dinary interruption which ensued. The wide, heavy folding
doors of the apartment were all at once thrown open, to their
full extent, with a vigorous and rushing impetuosity that extin-
guished, as if by magic, every candle in the room. Their light,
in dying, enabled us just to perceive that a stranger had en-
tered, about my own height, and closely muffled in a cloak.
The darkness, however, was now total; and we could only fee/
that he was standing in our midst. Before any one of us could
recover from the extreme astonishment into which this rude-
ness had thrown all, we heard the voice of the intruder.

“Gentlemen,” he said, in a low, distinct, and never-to-be-
forgotten w/isper which thrilled to the very marrow of my
bones, “Gentlemen, I make no apology for this behavior, be-
cause in thus behaving, I am but fulfilling a duty. You are,
beyond doubt, uninformed of the true character of the person
who has to-night won at écarzé a large sum of money from Lord
Glendinning. I will therefore put you upon an expeditious and
decisive plan of obtaining this very necessary information.
Please to examine, at vour leisure, the inner linings of the cuff
of his left sleeve, and the several little packages which may be
found in the somewhat capacious pockets of his embroidered
morning wrapper.’’

While he spoke, so profound was the stillness that one
might have heard a pin drop upon the floor. In ceasing, he
departed at once, and as abruptly as he had entered. Can I—
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shall T describe my sensations?—must I say that I felr all the
horrors of the damned? Most assuredly I had little time given
for reflection. Many hands roughly seized me upon the spot,
and lights were immediately reprocured. A search ensued. In
the lining of my sleeve were found all the court cards essential
in écarté, and, in the pockets of my wrapper, a number of
packs, fac-similes of those used at our sittings, with the single
exception that mine were of the species called, technically,
arrondées; the honors being slightly convex at the ends, the
lower cards slightly convex at the sides. In this disposition, the
dupe who cuts, as customary, at the length of the pack, will
invariably find that he cuts his antagonist an honor; while the
gambler, cutting at the breadth, will, as certainly, cut nothing
for his victim which may count in the records of the game.

Any burst of indignation upon this discovery would have af-
fected me less than the silent contempt, or the sarcastic com-
posure, with which it was received.

“Mr. Wilson,” said our host, stooping to remove from be-
neath his feet an exceedingly luxurious cloak of rare furs, “*Mr.
Wilson, this is your property.” (The weather was cold; and,
upon quitting my own room, I had thrown a cloak over my
dressing wrapper, putting it off upon reaching the scene of
play.) “I presume it is supererogatory to seck here (eyeing the
folds of the garment with a bitter smile) for any farther evi-
dence of your skill. Indeed, we have had enough. You will
see the necessity, [ hope, of quitting Oxford—at all events, of
quitting instantly my chambers.”

Abased, humbled to the dust as I then was, it is probable
that [ should have resented this galling language by immediate
personal violence, had not my whole attention been at the mo-
ment arrested by a fact of the most startling character. The
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cloak which I had worn was of a rare description of fur; how
rare, how extravagantly costly, I shall not venture to say. Its
fashion, too, was of my own fantastic invention; for I was fas-
tidious to an absurd degree of coxcombry, in matters of this
frivolous nature. When, therefore, Mr. Preston reached me
that which he had picked up upon the floor, and near the fold-
ing doors of the apartment, it was with an astonishment nearly
bordering upon terror, that 1 perceived my own already hang-
ing on my arm (where I had no doubt unwittingly placed it),
and that the one presented me was but its exact counterpart
in every, in even the minutest possible particular. The singular
being who had so disastrously exposed me, had been muffled,
I remembered, in a cloak; and none had been worn at all by
any of the members of our party with the exception of myself.
Retaining some presence of mind, I took the one offered me
by Preston; placed it, unnoticed, over my own; left the apart-
ment with a resolute scowl of defiance; and, next morning ere
dawn of day, commenced a hurried journey from Oxford to
the continent, in a perfect agony of horror and of shame.

1 fled in vain. My evil destiny pursued me as if in exultation,
and proved, indeed, that the exercise of its mysterious domin-
ion had as yet only begun. Scarcely had I set foot in Paris ere
I had fresh evidence of the detestable interest taken by this
Wilson in my concerns. Years flew, while I experienced no
relief. Villainl—at Rome, with how untimely, yet with how
spectral an officiousness, stepped he in between me and my
ambition! At Vienna, too—at Berlin—and at Moscow! Where,
in truth, had I »or bitter cause to curse him within my heart?
From his inscrutable tyranny did I at length flee, panic-

stricken, as from a pestilence; and to the very ends of the earth
[ fled in vain.
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And again, and again, in secret communion with my own
spirit, would I demand the questions “Who is her—whence
came he?’—and what are his objects?”” But no answer was there
found. And then I scrutinized, with a minute scrutiny, the
forms, and the methods, and the leading traits of his imperti-
nent supervision. But even here there was very little upon
which to base a conjecture. It was noticeable, indeed, that, in
no one of the multiplied instances in which he had of late
crossed my path, had he so crossed it except to frustrate those
schemes, or to disturb those actions, which, if fully carried out,
might have resulted in bitter mischief. Poor justification this,
in truth, for an authority so imperiously assumed! Poor indem-
nity for natural rights of self-agency so pertinaciously, so in-
sultingly denied!

I had also been forced to notice that my tormentor, for a
very long period of time (while scrupulously and with miracu-
lous dexterity maintaining his whim of and identity of apparel
with myself), had so contrived it, in the execution of his varied
interference with my will, that I saw not, at any moment, the
features of his face. Be Wilson what he might, #is, at least,
was but the veriest of affectation, or of folly. Could he, for an
instant, have supposed that, in my admonisher at Eton,—in
the destroyer of my honor at Oxford,—in him who thwarted
my ambition at Rome, my revenge at Paris, my passionate love
at Naples, or what he falsely termed my avarice in Egypt,—
that in this, my arch-enemy and evil genius, I could fail to
recognize the William Wilson of my school boy days,—the
namesake, the companion, the rival,—the hated and dreaded
rival at Dr. Bransby’s? Impossible!—But let me hasten to the
last eventful scene of the drama.

Thus far I had succumbed supinely to this imperious domi-
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nation. The sentiment of deep awe with which I habitually
regarded the elevated character, the majestic wisdom, the ap-
parent omnipresence and omnipotence of Wilson, added to a
feeling of even terror, with which certain other traits in his
nature and assumptions inspired me, had operated, hitherto,
to impress me with an idea of my own utter weakness and
helplessness, and to suggest an implicit, although bitterly re-
luctant submission to his arbitrary will. But, of late days, | had
given myself up entirely to wine; and its maddening influence
upon my hereditary temper rendered me more and more impa-
tient of control. I began to murmur,—to hesitate,—to resist.
And was it only fancy which induced me to believe that, with
the increase of my own firmness, that of my tormentor under-
went a proportional diminution? Be this as it may, I now began
to feel the inspiration of a burning hope, and at length nur-
tured in my secret thoughts a stern and desperate resolution
that I would submit no longer to be enslaved.

It was at Rome, during the Carnival of 18—, that I attended
a masquerade in the palazzo of the Neapolitan Duke Di Brog-
lio. T had indulged more freely than usual in the excesses of
the wine-table; and now the suffocating atmosphere of the
crowded rooms irritated me beyond endurance. The difficulty,
too, of forcing my way through the mazes of the company con-
tributed not a little to the ruffling of my temper; for I was
anxiously seeking (let me not say with what unworthy motive)
the young, the gay, the beautiful wife of the aged and doting
Di Broglio. With a too unscrupulous confidence she had pre-
viously communicated to me the secret of the costume in
which she would be habited, and now, having caught a
glimpse of her person, 1 was hurrying to make my way into
her presence.—At this moment I felt a light hand placed upon
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my shoulder, and that ever-remembered, low, damnable w/s-
per within my ear.

In an absolute frenzy of wrath, I turned at once upon him
who had thus interrupted me, and seized him violently by the
collar. He was attired, as I had expected, in a costume alto-
gether similar to my own; wearing a Spanish cloak of blue vel-
vet, begirt about the waist with a crimson belt sustaining a
rapier. A mask of black silk entirely covered his face.

“Scoundrel!” I said, in a voice husky with rage, while every
syllable 1 uttered seemed as new fuel to my fury, “scoundrel!
impostor! accursed villain! you shall not—you sha// not dog me
unto death! Follow me, or I stab you where you stand!”’—and
I broke my way from the ball-room into a small ante-chamber
adjoining—dragging him unresistingly with me as | went.

Upon entering, | thrust him furiously from me. He stag-
gered against the wall, while I closed the door with an oath,
and commanded him to draw. He hesitated but for an instant;
then, with a slight sigh, drew in silence, and put himself upon
his defence.

The contest was brief indeed. I was frantic with every spe-
cies of wild excitement, and felt within my single arm the en-
ergy and power of a multtude. In a few seconds I forced him
by sheer strength against the wainscoting, and thus, getting
him at mercy, plunged my sword, with brute ferocity, repeat-
edly through and through his bosom.

At that instant some person tried the latch of the door. |
hastened to prevent an intrusion, and then immediately re-
turned to my dying antagonist. But what human language can
adequately portray #hat.astonishment, #at horror which pos-
sessed me at the spectacle then presented to view? The brief
moment in which I averted my eyes had been sufficient to
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produce, apparently, a matenal change in the arrangements at
the upper or farther end of the room. A large mirror,—so at
first it seemed to me in my confusion—now stood where none
had been perceptible before; and, as [ stepped up to it in ex-
tremity of terror, mine own image, but with features all pale
and dabbled in blood, advanced to meet me with a feeble and
tottering gait.

Thus it appeared, I say, but was not. It was my antagonist—
it was Wilson, who then stood before me in the agonies of his
dissolution. His mask and cloak lay, where he had thrown
them, upon the floor. Not a thread in all his raiment—not a
line in all the marked and singular lineaments of his face which
was not, even in the most absolute identity, mine own!

It was Wilson; but he spoke no longer in a whisper, and I
could have fancied that I myself was speaking while he said:

“You have conquered, and I yield. Yet, henceforward art thou also
dead—dead to the World, to Heaven and to Hope! In me didst thou
exist—and, in my death, see by this image, which is thine own, how
utterly thou hast murdered thyself.”
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AL The Murders 2~
in the Rue Morgue

What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles
assumed when he hid himself among women,
although puzzling questions, are not beyond «//
conjecture.

Sir THoMas BROWNE, Urn-Burial

THE MENTAL FEATURES discoursed of as the analytical, are,
in themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We ap-
preciate them only in their effects. We know of them, among
other things, that they are always to their possessor, when 1nor-
dinately possessed, a source of the liveliest enjoyment. As the
strong man exults in his physical ability, delighting in such
exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the analyst
in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure
from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talents into
play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of hicroglyphics;
exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which
appears to the ordinary apprehension preternatural. His re-
sults, brought about by the very soul and essence of method,
have, in truth, the whole air of intuition.

The faculty of re-solution is possibly much invigorated by
mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch of
it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde op-
erations, has been called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to
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calculate is not in itself to analyze. A chess-player, for exam-
ple, does the one without effort at the other. It follows that the
game of chess, in its effects upon mental character, is greatly
misunderstood. I am not now writing a treatise, but simply
prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very
much at random; [ will, therefore, take occasion to assert that
the higher powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly
and more usecfully tasked by the unostentatious game of
draughts [checkers] than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess.
In this latter, where the pieces have different and dizarre mo-
tions, with various and variable values, what is only complex
is mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The
attention is here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an
instant, an oversight is committed, resulting in injury or de-
feat. The possible moves being not only manifold but invo-
lute, the chances of such oversights are multiplied; and in nine
cases out of ten it is the more concentrative rather than the
more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary,
where the moves are unique and have but litde variation, the
probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere at-
tention being left comparatively unemployed, what advantages
are obtained by either party are obtained by superior acumen.
To be less abstract, let us suppose a game of draughts where
the pieces are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no
oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the victory
can be decided (the players being at all equal) only by some
recherché movement, the result of some strong exertion of the
intellect. Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws
himself into the spirit of his opponent, identifies himself
therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the
sole methods (sometimes indeed absurdly simple ones) by
which he may seduce into error or hurry into miscalculation.
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Whist [a card game] has long been noted for its influence
upon what is termed the calculating power; and men of the
highest order of intellect have been known to take an appar-
ently unaccountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as
frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a simiiar nature so
greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best chess-player
in Christendom may be little more than the best player of
chess; but proficiency in whist implies capacity for success in
all these more important undertakings where mind struggles
with mind. When I say proficiency, I mean that perfection in
the game which includes a comprehension of @// the sources
whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are not
only manifold but multiform, and lie frequently among re-
cesses of thought altogether inaccessible to the ordinary under-
standing. To observe attentively is to remember distinctly;
and, so far, the concentrative chess-player will do very well at
whist; while the rules of Hoyle (themselves based upon the
mere mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and generally
comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and to pro-
ceed by “‘the book,” are points commonly regarded as the sum
total of good playing. But it is in matters beyond the limits of
mere rule that the skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes,
in silence, a host of observations and inferences. So, perhaps,
do his companions; and the difference in the extent of the
information obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the
inference as in the quality of the observation. The necessary
knowledge is that of @w/at to observe. Our player confines him-
self not at all; nor, because the game is the object, does he
reject deductions from things external to the game. He exam-
ines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully
with that of each of his opponents. He considers the mode of
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assorting the cards in each hand; often counting trump by
trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by
their holders upon each. He notes every vanation of face as
the play progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the dif-
ferences in the expression of certainty, of surprise, of triumph,
or chagrin. From the manner of gathering up a trick he judges
whether the person taking it can make another in the suit. He
recognizes what is played through feint, by the air with which
it is thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent word; the
accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the accompa-
nying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the
counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement;
embarrassment, hesitation, eagerness or trepidation—all af-
ford, to his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the
true state of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been
played, he is in full possession of the contents of each hand,
and thenceforward puts down his cards with as absolute a pre-
cision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned outward
the faces of their own.

The analytical power should not be confounded with simple
ingenuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the
ingenious man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The
constructive or combining power, by which ingenuity is usually
manifested, and to which the phrenlogists (I believe erron-
eously) have assigned a separate organ, supposing it a primitive
faculty, has been so frequently seen in those whose intellect
bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have attracted general
observation among writers on morals. Between ingenuity and
the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater, indeed,
than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a
character very strictly analogous. It will be found, in fact, that
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the ingenious are always fanciful, and the ##/y imaginative
never otherwise than analytic.

The narrative which follows will appear to the reader some-
what in the light of a commentary upon the propositions just
advanced.

Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer
of 18—, I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Au-
guste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an excellent—in-
deed of an illustrious family, but, by a variety of untoward
events, had been reduced to such poverty that the energy of
his character succumbed beneath it, and he ceased to bestir
himself in the world, or to care for the retrieval of his fortunes.
By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained 1n his posses-
sion a small remnant of his patrimony; and, upon the income
arising from this, he managed, by means of a nigorous econ-
omy, to procure the necessaries of life, without troubling him-
self about its superfluiies. Books, indeed, were his sole
luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained.

Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Mont-
martre, where the accident of our both being in search of the
same very rare and very remarkable volume, brought us into
closer communion. We saw each other again and again. | was
deeply interested in the lictle family history which he detailed
to me with all that candor which a Frenchman indulges when-
ever mere self is the theme. 1 was astonished, too, at the vast
extent of his reading; and, above all, 1 felt my soul enkindled
within me by the wild fervor, and the vivid freshness of his
imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I then sought, 1 felt
that the society of such a man would be to me a treasure be-
yond price; and this feeling I frankly confided to him. It was
at length arranged that we should live together during my stay
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in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat
less embarrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at the
expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the
rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten
and grotesque mansion, long deserted through superstitions
into which we did not inquire, and tottering to its fall in a
retired and desolate portion of the Faubourg St. Germain.

Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the
world, we should have been regarded as madmen—although,
perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was
perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our
retirement had been carefully kept a secret from my own for-
mer associates; and it had been many years since Dupin had
ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed within our-
selves alone.

It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I
call it?) to be enamored of the Night for her own sake; and
into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, 1 quietly fell; giving
myself up to his wild whims with a perfect abandon. The sable
divinity would not herself dwell with us always; but we could
counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of the morning we
closed all the massy shutters of our old building; lighted a cou-
ple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the
ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we then
busied our souls in dreams—reading, writing, or conversing,
until warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness.
Then we sallied forth into the streets, arm and arm, continuing
the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour,
seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the populous
city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observa-
tion can afford.
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At such tmes I could not help remarking and admiring (al-
though from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it)
a peculiar analytical ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take
an eager delight in its exercise—if not exactly in its display—
and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. He
boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh, that most men, in
respect to himself, wore windows in their bosoms, and was
wont to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling
proofs of his intimate knowledge of my own. His manner at
these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant
in expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a
treble which would have sounded petulantly but for the delib-
erateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing
him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old
philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the
fancy of a double Dupin—the creative and the resolvent.

Let it not be supposed, from what 1 have just said, that [
am detailing any mystery, or penning any romance. What [
have described in the Frenchman, was merely the result of an
excited, or perhaps of a diseased intelligence. But of the char-
acter of his remarks at the periods in question an example will
best convey the idea.

We were strolling one night down a long dirty street, in the
vicinity of the Palais Royal. Being both, apparently, occupied
with thought, neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen
minutes at least. All at once Dupin broke forth with these
words:

“He is a very little fellow, that’s true, and would do better
for the Thédtre des Variérés.”

“There can be no doubt of that,” 1 replied unwittingly, and
not at first observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflec-
tion) the extraordinary manner in which the speaker had

98



The Murders in the Rue Morgue

chimed in with my meditations. In an instant afterward I recol-
lected myself, and my astonishment was profound.

“Dupin,” said 1, gravely, “this is beyond my comprehen-
sion. I do not hesitate to say that I am amazed, and can
scarcely credit my senses. How was it possible you should
know I was thinking of ?” Here 1 paused, to ascertain
beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I thought.

“ of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You were
remarking to yourself that his diminutive figure unfitted him
for tragedy.”

This was precisely what had formed the subject of my re-
flections. Chantilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St
Denis, who, becoming stage-mad, had attempted the rdle of
Xerxes, in Crébillon’s tragedy so called, and been notoriously
Pasquinaded for his pains.

“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” I exclaimed, ‘“the method—
if method there is—by which you have been enabled to
fathom my soul in this matter.” In fact I was even more star-
tled than I would have been willing to express.

“lt was the fruiterer,” replied my friend, “who brought you
to the conclusion that the mender of soles was not of sufficient
height for Xerxes ez id genus omne.”

“I'he  fruiterer!—you astonish me—I know no fruiterer
whomsoever.”

“The man who ran up against you as we entered the
street—it may have been fifteen minutes ago.”

I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon
his head a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down,
by accident, as we passed from the Rue C into the thor-
oughfare where we stood; but what this had to do with Chan-
tilly I could not possibly understand.

There was not a particle of ¢harlatanerie about Dupin. ““1 will
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explain,” he said, “‘and that you may comprehend all clearly,
we will first retrace the course of your meditations, from the
moment in which I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with
the fruiterer in question. The larger links of the chain run
thus—Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols, Epicurus, Stereotomy,
the street stones, the fruiterer.”

There are few persons who have not, at some period of their
lives, amused themselves in retracing the steps by which par-
ticular conclusions of their own minds have been attained. The
occupation is often full of interest; and he who attempts it for
the first time is astonished by the apparently illimitable dis-
tance and incoherence between the starting-point and the goal.
What, then, must have been my amazement when [ heard the
Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when I could
not help acknowledging that he had spoken the truth. He con-
tinued:

“We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just
before leaving the Rue C . This was the last subject we
discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a
large basket upon his head, brushing quickly past us, thrust
vou upon a pile of paving-stones collected at a spot where the
causeway 1s undergoing repair. You stepped upon one of the
loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained your ankle, ap-
peared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at
the pile, and then proceeded in silence. [ was not particularly
attentive to what you did; but observation has become with
me, of late, a species of necessity.

“You kept your eyes upon the ground—glancing, with a pet-
ulant expression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement (so
that I saw vou were still thinking of the stones), untl we
rcached the little alley called Lamartine, which has been
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paved, by way of experiment, with the overlapping and riveted
blocks. Here your countenance brightened up, and, perceiving
your lips move, | could not doubt that you murmured the word
‘stereotomy,’ a term very affectedly applied to this species of
pavement. I knew that you could not say to vourself ‘stereot-
omy’ without being brought to think of atomies, and thus of
the theories of Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this
subject not very long ago, I mentioned to you how singularly,
vet with how little notice, the vague guesses of that noble
Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebular cosmog-
ony, I felt that you could not avoid casting your eyes upward
to the great nebula in Orion, and I certainly expected that you
would do so. You did look up; and I was now assured that I
had correctly followed your steps. But in that bitter #rade upon
Chantilly, which appeared in yesterday’s ‘Musée,” the satirist,
making some disgraceful allusions to the cobbler’s change of
name upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about
which we have often conversed. I mean the line

Perdidit antiquum litera prima sonum.

I had told you that this was in reference to Onon, formerly
written Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected with this
explanation, I was aware that you could not have forgotten it.
It was clear, therefore, that you would not fail to combine the
two ideas of Orion and Chantilly. That you did combine them
[ saw by the character of the smile which passed over your lips.
You thought of the poor cobbler’s immolation. So far, you had
been stooping in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up
to your full height. I was then sure that you reflected upon the
diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I interrupted your
meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fel-
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low—that Chantilly—he would do better at the 7héitre des
Variérés.”

Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition
of the “‘Gazette des Tribunaux,” when the following paragraphs
arrested our attention.

“EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.— T'his morning, about three
o’clock, the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were aroused
from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently,
from the fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to
be in the sole occupancy of one Madame L’Espanaye, and her
daughter, Mademoiselle Camille [.’Espanaye. After some de-
lay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure admission in
the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crowbar,
and eight or ten of the neighbors entered, accompanied by two
gendarmes. By this time the cries had ceased; but, as the party
rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices, in
angry contention, were distinguished, and seemed to proceed from
the upper part of the house. As the second landing was reached,
these sounds, also, had ceased, and everything remained perfectly
quict. The party spread themselves, and hurnied from room to
room. Upon arriving at a large back chamber in the fourth story,
(the door of which, being found locked, with the key inside, was
forced open,) a spectacle presented itself which struck every one
present not less with horror than with astonishment.

“I'he apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furniture
broken and thrown about in all directions. There was only one
bedstead; and from this the bed had been removed, and thrown
into the middle of the floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared
with blood. On the hearth were two or three long and thick
tresses of grey human hair, also dabbled in blood, and seeming
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to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the floor were found
four Napoleons, an ear-ring of topaz, three large silver spoons,
three smaller of métal &’ Alger, and two bags, containing nearly
four thousand francs in gold. The drawers of a bureau, which
stood in one corner, were open, and had been, apparently,
rifled, although many articles still remained in them. A small
iron safe was discovered under the /e (not under the bedstead).
It was open, with the key still in the door. It had no contents
beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little consequence.

“Of Madame L’Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an
unusual quantity of soot being observed in the fire-place, a
search was made in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the
corpse of the daughter, head downward, was dragged therefrom;
it having been thus forced up the narrow aperture for a consider-
able distance. The body was quite warm. Upon examining it,
many excoriations were perceived, no doubt occasioned by the
violence with which it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon
the face were many severe scratches, and, upon the throat, dark
bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, as if the deceased
had been throttled to death.

“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house,
without farther discovery, the party made its way into a small
paved vard in the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of
the old lady, with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt
to raise her, the head fell off. The body, as well as the head,
was fearfully mutilated—the former so much so as scarcely to
retain any semblance of humanity.

““T'o this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the
slightest clew.”

The next day’s paper had these additional particulars.
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“The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many individuals have been
examined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful
affair,” [the word “‘affaire’” has not yet, in France, that levity of
import which it conveys with us] “but nothing whatever has
transpired to throw light upon it. We give below all the material
testimony elicited.

“Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both
the deceased for three years, having washed for them during
that period. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good
terms—very affectionate towards each other. They were excel-
lent pay. Could not speak in regard to their mode or means of
living. Believed that Madame L. told fortunes for a living. Was
reputed to have money put by. Never met any persons in the
house when she called for the clothes or took them home. Was
sure that they had no servant in employ. There appeared to be
no furniture in any part of the building except in the fourth
story.

“Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the
habit of selling small quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madame
L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood,
and has always resided there. The deceased and her daughter
had occupied the house in which the corpses were found, for
more than six years. It was formerly occupied by a jeweler, who
under-let the upper rooms to various persons. T'he house was
the property of Madame L.. She became dissatisfied with the
abuse of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them
herself, refusing to let any portion. The old lady was childish.
Witness had seen the daughter some five or six times during
the six years. The two lived an exceedingly retired life—were
reputed to have money. Had heard it said among the neighbors
that Madame L. told fortunes—did not believe it. Had never
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seen any person enter the door except the old lady and her
daughter, a porter once or twice, and a physician some eight or
ten times.

“Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same
effect. No one was spoken of as frequenting the house. It was
not known whether there were any living connections of Ma-
dame L. and her daughter. The shutters of the front windows
were seldom opened. Those in the rear were always closed,
with the exception of the large back room, fourth story. T'he
house was a good house—not very old.

“Isidore Muset, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the
house about three o’clock in the morning, and found some
twenty or thirty persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain
admittance. Forced it open, at length, with a bayonet—not
with a crowbar. Had but little difficulty in getting it open, on
account of its being a double or folding gate, and bolted neither
at bottom nor top. The shrieks were continued until the gate
was forced—and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be
screams of some person (or persons) in great agony—were loud
and drawn out, not short and quick. Witness led the way up
stairs. Upon reaching the first landing, heard two voices in
loud and angry contention—the one a gruff voice, the other
much shrller—a very strange voice. Could distinguish some
words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was posi-
tive that it was not a woman’s voice. Could distinguish the
words Sacré’ and ‘diable.’ The shrill voice was that of a for-
eigner. Could not be sure whether it was the voice of a man
or of a woman. Could not make out what was said, but be-
lieved the language to be Spanish. The state of the room and
of the bodies was described by this witness as we described
them yesterday.
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“Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silversmith, deposes
that he was one of the party who first entered the house. Corrob-
orates the testimony of Musét in general. As soon as they forced
an entrance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd,
which collected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of the
hour. The shrill voice, the witness thinks, was that of an Italian.
Was certain it was not French. Could not be sure that it was a
man’s voice. It might have been a woman’s. Was not acquainted
with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the words, but
was convinced by the intonation that the speaker was an ltalian.
Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both
frequently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of cither
of the deceased.

B Odenheimer, restaurateur. This witness volunteered his
testimony. Not speaking French, was examined through an in-
terpreter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at
the time of the shrieks. They lasted for several minutes—proba-
bly ten. They were long and loud—very awful and distressing.
Was one of those who entered the building. Corroborated the
previous evidence in every respect but one. Was sure that the
shrill voice was that of a man—of a Frenchman. Could not
distinguish the words uttered. They were loud and quick—
uncqual—spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger. The
voice was harsh—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it
a shrill voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly Sacré,” ‘diable,’
and once ‘mon Dieu.’

“Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue
Deloraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L’Espanaye had
some property. Had opened an account with his banking house
in the spring of the year, (eight years previously). Made
frequent deposits in small sums. Had checked for nothing until

106



(X3

. a spectacle presented itself which struck every one present
not less with horror than with astonishment.”







The Murders in the Rue Morgue

the third day before her death, when she took out in person the
sum of 4,000 francs. T'his sum was paid in gold, and a clerk sent
home with the money.

“Adolphe Le Bon, cletk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on
the day in question, about noon, he accompanied Madame
[.’Espanave to her residence with the 4,000 francs, put up in
two bags. Upon the door being opened, Mademoiselle L. ap-
peared and took from his hands one of the bags, while the old
lady relieved him of the other. He then bowed and departed.
Did not sce any person in the street at the time. It 1s a bye-
street—very lonely.

“William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party
who entered the house. Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris
two years. Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the
voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman.
Could make out several words, but cannot now remember all.
Heard distinctly ‘sacré’ and ‘mon Dieu.” There was a sound at
the moment as if of several persons struggling—a scraping and
scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud—Ilouder than
the gruff one. Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman.
Appeared to be that of a German. Might have been a woman’s
voice. Does not understand German.

“Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed
that the door of the chamber in which was found the body of
Mademoiselle L.. was locked on the inside when the party
reached it. Every thing was perfectly silent—no groans or noises
of any kind. Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The
windows, both of the back and front room, were down and
firmly fastened from within. A door between the two rooms was
closed, but not locked. The door leading from the front room
into the passage was locked, with the key on the inside. A small
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room in the front of the house, on the fourth story, at the head
of the passage, was open, the door being ajar. This room was
crowded with old beds, boxes, and so forth. These were care-
fully removed and searched. There was not an inch of any
portion of the house which was not carefully searched. Sweeps
were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a four
story one, with garrets (mansardes). A trap-door on the roof was
nailed down very securely—did not appear to have been opened
for years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices
in contention and the breaking open of the room door, was
variously stated by the witnesses. Some made it as short as
three minutes—some as long as five. The door was opened with
difficuley.

“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the
Rue Morgue. Is a nauve of Spain. Was one of the party who
entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and
was apprehensive of the consequences of agitation. Heard the
voices in contention. T'he gruff voice was that of a Frenchman.
Could not distinguish what was said. The shrill voice was that
of an Englishman—is sure of this. Does not understand the
Einglish language, but judges by the intonation.

“Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among
the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question.
The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several
words. The speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not
make out the words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick and un-
evenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. Corroborates the gen-
eral testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a native of
Russia.

“Several witnesses, recalled, here testfied that the chimneys
of all the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to admit the
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passage of a human being. By ‘sweeps’ were meant cylindrical
sweeping-brushes, such as are employed by those who clean
chimneys. These brushes were passed up and down every flue
in the house. There is no back passage by which any one could
have descended while the party proceeded up stairs. The body
of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was so firmly wedged in the chim-
ney that it could not be got down until four or five of the party
united their strength.

“Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view
the bodies about day-break. They were both then lying on the
sacking of the bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L.
was found. The corpse of the young lady was much bruised and
excoriated. The fact that it had been thrust up the chimney
would sufficiently account for these appearances. The throat was
greatly chafed. There were several deep scratches just below the
chin, together with a series of livid spots which were evidently
the impression of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored, and
the eye-balls protruded. The tongue had been partially bitten
through. A large bruise was discovered under the pit of the
stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In
the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle L.’Espanaye had been
throttled to death by some person or persons unknown. The
corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated. All the bones of
the right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left #bia
much splintered, as well as all the ribs of the left side. Whole
body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not possible to
say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood,
or a broad bar of iron—a chair—any large, heavy, and obtuse
weapon would have produced such results, if wielded by the
hands of a very powerful man. No woman could have inflicted
the blows with any weapon. The head of the deceased, when
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seen by witness, was entirely separated from the body, and was
also greatly shattered. The throat had evidently been cut with
some very sharp instrument—probably with a razor.

“Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to
view the bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions
of M. Dumas.

“Nothing farther of importance was elicited, although several
other persons were examined. A murder so mysterious, and so
perplexing in all its particulars, was never before committed in
Paris—if indeed a murder has been committed at all. The police
are entirely at fault—an unusual occurrence in affairs of this
nature. There is not, however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”

The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest
excitement still continued in the Quartier St. Roch—that the
premises in question had been carefully re-searched, and fresh
examinations of witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A
postscript, however mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been
arrested and imprisoned—although nothing appeared to crimi-
nate him, beyond the facts already detailed.

Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this
affair—at least so I judged from his manner, for he made no
comments. It was only after the announcement that L.e Bon had
been imprisoned, that he asked me my opinion respecting the
murders.

I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an
insoluble mystery. I saw no means by which it would be possible
to trace the murderer.

“We must not judge of the means,” said Dupin, “by this
shell of an examination. The Parisian police, so much extolled
for acumen, are cunning, but no more. There 1s no method in
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their proceedings, beyond the method of the moment. They
make a vast parade of measures; but, not unfrequently, these
are so ill adapted to the objects proposed, as to put us in mind
of Monsieur Jourdain’s calling for his robe-de-chambre—pour mieux
entendre la musique. 'The results attained by them are not untre-
quently surprising, but, for the most part, are brought about by
simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavail-
ing, their schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser,
and a persevering man. But, without educated thought, he erred
continually by the very intensity of his investigations. He im-
paired his vision by holding the object too close. He might see,
perhaps, one or two points with unusual clearness, but in so
doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus
there is such a thing as being too profound. Truth is not always
in a well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, |
do believe that she is invanably superficial. The depth lies in
the valleys where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops
where she is found. The modes and sources of this kind of error
are well typified in the contemplation of the heavenly bodies.
To look at a star by glances—to view it in a side-long way,
by turning toward it the exterior portions of the retina (more
susceptible of feeble impressions of light than the interior), is
to behold the star distinctly—is to have the best appreciation of
its lustre—a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we
turn our vision f#//y upon it. A greater number of rays actually
fall upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the former, there is
the more refined capacity for comprehension. By undue profun-
dity we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is possible to make
even Venus herself vanish from the firmament by a scrutiny too
sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.

“As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations
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for ourselves, before we make up an opinion respecting them.
An inquiry will afford us amusement,” [I thought this an odd
term, so applied, but said nothing] “and, besides, L.e Bon once
rendered me a service for which I am not ungrateful. We will
go and sec the premises with our own eyes. I know G , the
Prefect of Police, and shall have no difficulty in obtaining the
necessary permission.”

The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to
the Rue Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughfares
which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St
Roch. It was late in the afternoon when we reached it; as this
quarter is at a great distance from that in which we resided. 'The
house was readily found; for there were still many persons gazing
up at the closed shutters, with an objectless curiosity, from the
opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with
a gateway, on one side of which was a glazed watch-box, with
a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de concierge.
Before going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley,
and then, again turning, passed in the rear of the building—
Dupin, meanwhile, examining the whole neighborhood, as well
as the house, with a minuteness of attention for which I could
see no possible object.

Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwell-
ing, rang, and, having shown our credentials, were admitted by
the agents in charge. We went up stairs—into the chamber
where the body of Mademoiselle L.’Espanaye had been found,
and where both the deceased still lay. The disorders of the room
had, as usual, been suffered to exist. I saw nothing beyond
what had been stated in the “Gazette des Tribunaux.” Dupin
scrutinized every thing—not excepting the bodies of the vic-
tims. We then went into the other rooms, and into the yard; a

112



The Murders in the Rue Morgue

gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occu-
pied us until dark, when we took our departure. On our way
home my companion stopped in for a moment at the office of
one of the daily papers.

I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and
that Je les ménageais:—for this phrase there is no English equiva-
lent. It was his humor, now, to decline all conversation on the
subject of the murder, until about noon the next day. He then
asked me, suddenly, if I had observed any thing peculiar at the
scene of the atrocity.

There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word
“peculiar,” which caused me to shudder, without knowing why.

“No, nothing peculiar,” 1 said; “‘nothing more, at least, than
we both saw stated in the paper.”

“The ‘Gazette,”” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into
the unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions
of this print. It appears to me that this mystery is considered
insoluble, for the very reason which should cause it to be re-
garded as easy of solution—I mean for the ourré character of its
features. The police are confounded by the seeming absence of
motive—not for the murder itself—but for the atrocity of the
murder. They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of
reconciling the voices heard in contention, with the facts that no
one was discovered up stairs but the assassinated Mademoiselle
L’Espanaye, and that there were no means of egress without
the notice of the party ascending. The wild disorder of the room;
the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up the chimney;
the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these consid-
erations, with those just mentioned, and others which I need
not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting
completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government
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agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of
confounding the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these
deviations from the plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its
way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as
we are now pursuing, it should not be so much asked ‘what has
occurred,” as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred before.’
In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have arrived, at
the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio of its apparent
insolubility in the eyes of the police.”

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.

“I am now awaiting,”’ continued he, looking toward the door
of our apartment—"‘‘1 am now awaiting a person who, although
perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been
in some measure implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst
portion of the crimes committed, it is probable that he is inno-
cent. | hope that I am right in this supposition; for upon it I
build my expectation of reading the entire riddle. I look for the
man here—in this room—ecvery moment. It is true that he may
not arrive; but the probability is that he will. Should he come,
it will be necessary to detain him. Here are pistols; and we both
know how to use them when occasion demands their use.”

I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing
what I heard, while Dupin went on, very much as if in a solilo-
quy. I have already spoken of his abstract manner at such times.
His discourse was addressed to myself; but his voice, although
by no means loud, had that intonation which is commonly em-
ploved in speaking to some one at a great distance. His eyes,
vacant in expression, regarded only the wall.

“T'hat the voices heard in contention,” he said, “by the party
upon the stairs, were not the voices of the women themselves,
was fully proved by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt

114



The Murders in the Rue Morgue

upon the question whether the old lady could have first de-
stroyed the daughter, and afterward have committed suicide. |
speak of this point chiefly for the sake of method; for the
strength of Madame L’Espanaye would have been utterly un-
equal to the task of thrusting her daughter’s corpse up the
chimney as it was found; and the nature of the wounds upon
her own person entirely preclude the idea of self-destruction.
Murder, then, has been committed by some third party; and
the voices of this third party were those heard in contention.
LLet me now advert—not to the whole testimony respecting
these voices—but to what was peculiar in that testimony. Did
you observe anything peculiar about it?”

I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing
the gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman, there was much
disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed
it, the harsh voice.

“That was the evidence itself,”” said Dupin, “but it was not
the peculiarity of the evidence. You have observed nothing
distinctive. Yet there was something to be observed. The wit-
nesses, as vou remark, agreed about the gruff voice; they were
here unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity
is—not that they disagreed—but that, while an [talian, an En-
glishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted
to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of ¢ foreigner. Each is
sure that it was not the voice of one of his own countrymen.
Each likens it—not to the voice of an individual of any nation
with whose language he is conversant—but the converse. The
Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard, and ‘might have
distinguished some words 4ad he been acquainted with the Spanish.’
The Dutchman maintains it to have been that of a Frenchman;
but we find it stated that wor understanding French this witness was
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examined through an interpreter.” 'The Englishman thinks it the
voice of a German, and ‘does not understand German.” 'I'he Span-
iard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman, but ‘judges by
the intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English.’
T'he Italian believes it the voice of a Russian, but %as never
conversed with a native of Russia.” A second Frenchman differs,
morcover, with the first, and is positive that the voice was that
of an ltalian; but, not being cognizant of that rongue, is, like the
Spaniard, ‘convinced by the intonation.” Now, how strangely
unusual must that voice have really been, about which such
testimony as this could have been elicited!—in whose rones,
even, denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could recog-
nize nothing famihar! You will say that it might have been the
voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither Asiatics nor Africans
abound in Paris; but, without denying the inference, [ will now
merely call your attention to three points. The voice is termed
by one witness ‘harsh rather than shrill.” It is represented by
two others to have been ‘quick and wnequal.’” No words—no
sound resembling words—were by any witness mentioned as
distinguishable.

“I know not,” continued Dupin, “what impression [ may
have made, so far, upon your own understanding; but [ do not
hesitate to say that legiumate deductions even from this portion
of the testimony—the portion respecting the gruff and shrill
voices—are in themselves sufficient to engender a suspicion
which should give direction to all farcher progress in the investi-
gation of the mystery. I said ‘legitimate deductions’; but my
meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply that
the deductions are the so/e proper ones, and that the suspicion
arises inevitably from them as the single resule. What the suspi-
cion is, however, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to
bear in mind that, with myself, it was sufficiently forcible to
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give a definite form—a certain tendency—to my inquiries in
the chamber.

“Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber.
What shall we first seek here? The means of egress employed
by the murderers. It is not too much to say that neither of us
believe in preternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle
[.’Espanaye were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed
were material, and escaped materially. Then how? Fortunately,
there is but one mode of reasoning upon the point, and that
mode must lead us to a definite decision. Let us examine, each
by each, the possible means of egress. It is clear that the assas-
sins were in the room where Mademoiselle L.’Espanaye was
found, orat least in the room adjoining, when the party ascended
the stairs. It is then only from these two apartments that we
have to seek issues. The police have laid bare the floors, the
ceilings, and the masonry of the walls, in every direction. No
secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But, not trusting
to their eyes, 1 examined with my own. There were, then, no
secret issues. Both doors leading from the rooms into the passage
were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the
chimneys. These, although of ordinary width for some eight or
ten feet above the hearths, will not admit, throughout their
extent, the body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by
means already stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to
the windows. Through those of the front room no one could
have escaped without notice from the crowd in the street. The
murderers must have passed, then, through those of the back
room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a man-
ner as we are, it 1S not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on
account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to prove
that these apparent ‘impossibilities’ are, in reality, not such.

“T'here are two windows in the chamber. One of them is
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unobstructed by furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower
portion of the other is hidden from view by the head of the
unwieldy bedstead which is thrust close up against it. The for-
mer was found securely fastened from within. It resisted the
utmost force of those who endeavored to raise it. A large gimlet-
hole had been pierced in its frame to the left, and a very stout
nail was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examin-
ing the other window, a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in
it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this sash failed also. The
police were now entirely satisfied that egress had not been in
these directions. And, #herefore, it was thought a matter of super-
erogation to withdraw the nails and open the windows.

“My own examination was somewhat more particular, and
was so for the reason | have just given—because here it was, |
knew, that all apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not
such in reality.

“l proceeded to think thus—a posteriori. 'The murderers did
escape from one of these windows. This being so, they could
not have re-fastened the sashes from the inside, as they were
found fastened;—the consideration which put a stop, through
its obviousness, to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet
the sashes were fastened. They must, then, have the power of
fastening themselves. There was no escape from this conclusion.
I stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with
some difficulty, and attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all
my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, | now
knew, exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me
that my premises, at least, were correct, however mysterious
still appeared the circumstances attending the nails. A careful
search soon brought to light the hidden spring. I pressed it, and,
satisfied with the discovery, forebore to upraise the sash.
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“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person
passing out through this window might have reclosed it, and the
spring would have caught—but the nail could not have been
replaced. The conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the
field of my investigations. The assassins must have escaped
through the other window. Supposing, then, the springs upon
each sash to be the same, as was probable, there must be found
a difference between the nails, or at least between the modes
of their fixture. Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, 1
looked over the head-board minutely at the second casement.
Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered
and pressed the spring, which was, as [ had supposed, identical
in character with its neighbor. I now looked at the nail. It was
as stout as the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner—
driven in nearly up to the head.

“You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you
must have misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use
a sporting phrase, I had not been once ‘at fault.” The scent had
never for an instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link of
the chain. I had traced the secret to its ultimate result,—and
that result was #2e nail. 1t had, | say, in every respect, the
appearance of its fellow in the other window; but this fact was
an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when
compared with the consideration that here, at this point, termi-
nated the clew. “There must be something wrong,’ I said, ‘about
the nail.” I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an
inch of the shank, came off in my fingers. The rest of the shank
was in the gimlet-hole, where it had been broken off. The
fracture was an old one (for its edges were incrusted with rust),
and had apparently been accomplished by the blow of a hammer,
which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash,
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the head portion of the nail. I now carefully replaced this head
portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resem-
blance to a perfect nail was complete—the fissure was invisible.
Pressing the spring, I gently raised the sash for a few inches;
the head went up with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the
window, and the semblance of the whole nail was again perfect.

“T'he riddle, so far, was now unriddled. T'he assassin had
escaped through the window which looked upon the bed. Drop-
ping of its own accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely
closed), it had become fastened by the spring; and it was the
retention of this spring which had been mistaken by the police
for that of the nail,—farther inquiry being thus considered un-
necessary.

““T'he next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this
point I had been satisfied in my walk with you around the
building. About five feet and a half from the casement in ques-
tion there runs a lightning-rod. From this rod it would have been
impossible for any one to reach the window itself, to say nothing
of entering it. I observed, however, that the shutters of the
fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by Parisian carpen-
ters ferrades—a kind rarely employed at the present day, but
frequently seen upon very old mansions at Lyons and Bordeaux.
They are in the form of an ordinary door (a single, not a folding
door), except that the upper half is latticed or worked in open
trellis—thus affording an excellent hold for the hands. In the
present instance these shutters are fully three feet and a half
broad. When we saw them from the rear of the house, they were
both about half open—that is to say, they stood off at right
angles from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as
myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in look-
ing at these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must
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have done), they did not perceive this great breadth itself, or,
at all events, failed to take it into due consideration. In fact,
having once satisfied themselves that no egress could have been
made in this quarter, they would naturally bestow here a very
cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that the shut-
ter belonging to the window at the head of the bed, would, if
swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the
lightning-rod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a very
unusual degree of activity and courage, an entrance into the
window, from the rod, might have been thus effected. By reach-
ing to the distance of two feet and a half (we now suppose the
shutter open to its whole extent) a robber might have taken a
firm grasp upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then, his hold upon
the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall, and springing
boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as to close
it, and, if we imagine the window open at the time, might even
have swung himself into the room.

“I wish vou to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of
a very unusual degree of activity as requisite to success in so
hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you,
first, that the thing might possibly have been accomplished;—
but, secondly and chiefly, 1 wish to impress upon your under-
standing the very extraordinary—the almost preeternatural charac-
ter of that agility which could have accomplished it.

“You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that
‘to make out my case’ I should rather undervalue, than insist
upon a full estimation of the activity required in this matter.
This may be the practice in law, but itis not the usage of reason.
My ultimate object i1s only the truth. My immediate purpose is
to lead you to place in juxta-position that very unusual activity
of which I have just spoken, with that very peculiar shrill (or
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harsh) and wnequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons
could be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabifica-
tion could be detected.”

At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the
meaning of Dupin flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon
the verge of comprehension, without power to comprehend—as
men, at times, find themselves upon the brink of remembrance,
without being able, in the end, to remember. My friend went
on with his discourse.

“You will see,” he said, “‘that I have shifted the question
from the mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to
suggest that both were effected in the same manner, at the same
point. Let us now revert to the interior of the room. Let us
survey the appearances here. The drawers of the bureau, it is
said, had been rifled, although many articles of apparel still
remained within them. The conclusion here is absurd. It is a
mere guess—a very silly one—and no more. How are we to
know that the articles found in the drawers were not all these
drawers had originally contained? Madame L’Espanaye and her
daughter lived an exceedingly retired lite—saw no company—
seldom went out—nhad little use for numerous changes of habili-
ment. Those found were at least of as good quality as any likely
to be possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why
did he not take the best—why did he not take all? In a word,
why did he abandon four thousand francs in gold to encumber
himself with a bundle of linen? The gold was abandoned. Nearly
the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker,
was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore,
to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea of motive,
engendered in the brains of the police by that portion of the
evidence which speaks of money delivered at the door of the
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house. Coincidences ten times as remarkable as chis (the deliv-
ery of the money, and murder committed within three days
upon the party receiving it), happen to all of us every hour of
our lives, without attracting even momentary notice. Coinci-
dences, in general, are great stumbling-blocks in the way of that
class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the
theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most glorious
objects of human research are indebted for the most glorious of
illustration. In the present instance, had the gold been gone,
the fact of its delivery three days before would have formed
something more than a coincidence. It would have been corrobo-
rative of this idea of motive. But, under the real circumstances
of the case, if we are to suppose gold the motive of this outrage,
we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot as
to have abandoned his gold and his motive altogether.

“Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have
drawn your attention—that peculiar voice, that unusual agility,
and that startling absence of motive in a murder so singularly
atrocious as this—Ilet us glance at the butchery itself. Here 1s a
woman strangled to death by manual strength, and thrust up a
chimney, head downward. Ordinary assassins employ no such
modes of murder as this. Least of all, do they thus dispose of
the murdered. In the manner of thrusting the corpse up the
chimney, you will admit that there was something excessively
outré—something altogether irreconcilable with our common no-
tions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the
most depraved of men. Think, too, how great must have been
that strength which could have thrust the body #p such an
aperture so forcibly that the united vigor of several persons was
found barely sufficient to drag it down/

“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor
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most marvelous. On the hearth were thick tresses—very thick
tresses—of gray human hair. These had been torn out by the
roots. You are aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus
from the head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the
locks in question as well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!)
were clotted with fragments of the flesh of the scalp—sure token
of the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting
perhaps half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old
lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely severed from
the body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to
look at the drutal ferocity of these deeds. Of the bruises upon
the body of Madame L’Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur
Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur Etienne, have pro-
nounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse instrument;
and so far these gentlemen are very correct. ‘T'he obtuse instru-
ment was clearly the stone pavement in the yard, upon which
the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon
the bed. This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped
the police for the same reason that the breadth of the shutters
escaped them—Dbecause, by the affair of the nails, their percep-
tions had been hermetically sealed against the possibility of the
windows having been opened at all.

“If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly
reflected upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we have gone
so far as to combine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength
superhuman, a ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a
grotesquerte in horror absolutely alien from humanity, and a voice
foreign in tone to the cars of men of many nations, and devoid
of all distinct or intelligible syllabification. What resule, then,
has ensued? What impression have I made upon your fancy?”

I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question.
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“A madman,” I said, “‘has done this deed—some raving maniac,
escaped from a neighboring Maison de Santé.”

“In some respects,”” he replied, “your idea is not irrelevant.
But the voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are
never found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the
stairs. Madmen are of some nation, and their language, however
incoherent in its words, has always the coherence of syllabifica-
tion. Besides, the hair of a madman is not such as I now hold in
my hand. I disentangled this little tuft from the rigidly clutched
fingers of Madame [.’Espanaye. T'ell me what you can make of
ity

“Dupin!” I said, completely unnerved; “‘this hair is most
unusual—this is no Auman hair.”

“l have not asserted that it i1s,”” said he; “but, before we
decide this point, I wish you to glance at the little sketch I have
here traced upon this paper. It is a fac-simile drawing of what
has been described in one portion of the testimony as ‘dark
bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails,” upon the throat
of Mademoiselle 1.’Espanaye, and in another, (by Messrs. Du-
mas and Etienne,) as a ‘series of livid spots, evidently the im-
pression of fingers.’

“You will perceive,” continued my friend, spreading out the
paper upon the table before us, “that this drawing gives the
idea of a firm and fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each
finger has retained—possibly until the death of the victim—the
fearful grasp by which it originally imbedded itself. Attempr,
now, to place all your fingers, at the same time, in the respective
impressions as you see them.”

I made the attempt in vain.

“We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial,” he said.
“The paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human
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throat is cylindrical. Here 1s a billet of wood, the circumference
of which is about that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around
it, and try the experiment again.”

I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before.

“This,” I said, “‘is the mark of no human hand.”

“Read now,” replied Dupin, “this passage from Cuvier.”

It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account
of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Indian Islands.
The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the
wild ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mammalia
are sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full horrors
of the murder at once.

“I'he description of the digits,” said I, as I made an end of
reading, “‘is in exact accordance with this drawing. I see that no
animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned,
could have impressed the indentations as you have traced them.
This tuft of tawny hair, too, is identical in character with that
of the beast of Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the
particulars of this frightful mystery. Besides there were mwo
voices heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably
the voice of a Frenchman.”

“True; and you will remember an expression attributed al-
most unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice,—the expres-
sion, ‘mon Dieu!’ 'This, under the circumstances, has been justly
characterized by one of the witnesses (Montani, the confec-
tioner, ) as an expression of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon
these two words, therefore, [ have mainly built my hopes of a
full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was cognizant of the
murder. [t is possible—indeed it is far more than probable—
that he was innocent of all participation in the bloody transac-
tions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped
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from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under
the agitating circumstances which ensued, he could never have
recaptured it. It s still at large. I will not pursue these guesses—
for I have no right to call them more—since the shades of
reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient
depth to be appreciable by my own intellect, and since I could
not pretend to make them intelligible to the understanding of
another. We will call them guesses then, and speak of them as
such. If the Frenchman in question is indeed, as 1 suppose,
innocent of this atrocity, this advertisement, which I left last
night, upon our return home, at the office of ‘LLe Monde,’ (a
paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much sought by
sailors,) will bring him to our residence.”
He handed me a paper, and I read thus:

CAUGHT—In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of
the —— inst., (the morning of the murder,) @ very large,
tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The owner (who is
ascertained to be a satlor, belonging to a Maltese vessel) may have
the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and paying a
Jew charges arising from its capture and keeping. Call at No. —,
Rue ——, Faubourg St. Germain—au troisiéme.

“How was it possible,” I asked, ‘“‘that you should know the
man to be a sailor, and belonging to a Maltese vessel?”

“I do nor know it,” said Dupin. I am not sure of it. Here,
however, is a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and
from its greasy appearance, has evidently been used in tying the
hair in one of those long gueues of which sailors are so fond.
Moreover, this knot is one which few besides sailors can tie,
and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the
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foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either
of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction
from this ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor belonging to
a Maltese vessel, stll I can have done no harm in saying what
I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely
suppose that I have been misled by some circumstance into
which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I am right,
a great point is gained. Cognizant although innocent of the
murder, the Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to
the advertisement—about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He
will reason thus: ‘I am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang
is of great value—to one in my circumstances a fortune of it-
self—why should 1 lose it through idle apprehensions of danger?
Here it 1s, within my grasp. It was found in the Bois de Bou-
logne—at a vast distance from the scene of that butchery. How
can it ever be suspected that a brute beast should have done
the deed? The police are at fault—they have failed to procure
the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would
be impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to impli-
cate me in guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, [ am
known. 'T'he advertiser designates me as the possessor of the
beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may extend.
Should I avoid claiming a property of so great value, which it is
known that I possess, 1 will render the animal, at least, lable
to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either to
myself or to the beast. I will answer the advertisement, get the
Ourang-Outang, and keep it close until this matter has blown
over.””

At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.

“Be ready,” said Dupin, “with your pistols, but neither use
them nor show them unul at a signal from myself.”
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The front door of the house had been left open, and the
visitor had entered, without ringing, and advanced several steps
upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Pres-
ently we heard him descending. Dupin was moving quickly to
the door, when we again heard him coming up. He did not turn
back a second time, but stepped up with decision and rapped
at the door of our chamber.

“Come in,” said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.

A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently,—a tall, stout, and
muscular-looking person, with a certain dare-devil expression of
countenance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, greatly
sunburnt, was more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio.
He had with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be
otherwise unarmed. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us “‘good
evening,” in French accents, which, although somewhat Neuf-
chatelish, were still sufficiently indicative of a Parisian origin.

“Sit down, my friend,” said Dupin. “l suppose you have
called about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy
you the possession of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt a
very valuable animal. How old do you suppose him to be?”

The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved
of some intolerable burden, and then replied, in an assured
tone:

“I have no way of telling—but he can’t be more than four or
five vears old. Have you got him here?”

“Oh no; we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He
is at a livery stable in the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get
him in the morning. Of course you are prepared to identify the
property?”’

“To be sure I am, sir.”

“I shall be sorry to part with him,” said Dupin.
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“I don’t mean that you should be at all this trouble for noth-
ing, sir,” said the man. “Couldn’t expect it. Am very willing to
pay a reward for the finding of the animal—that is to say, any
thing in reason.”

“Well,” replied my friend, “that is all very fair, to be sure.
L.et me think!—what should 1 have? Oh! I will tell you. My
reward shall be this. You shall give me all the information in
your power about these murders in the Rue Morgue.”

Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly.
Just as quietly, too, he walked toward the door, locked it, and
put the key in his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom
and placed it, without the least flurry, upon the table.

The sailor’s face flushed up as if he were struggling with
suffocation. He started to his feet and grasped his cudgel; but
the next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling violently,
and with the countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word.
I pitied him from the bottom of my heart.

“My friend,” said Dupin, in a kind tone, “you are alarming
yourself unnecessarily—you are indeed. We mean you no harm
whatever. I pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a
Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I perfectly well know
that you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It
will not do, however, to deny that you are in some measure
implicated in them. From what I have already said, you must
know that I have had means of information about this marter—
means of which you could never have dreamed. Now the thing
stands thus. You have done nothing which you could have
avoided—nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You
were not even guilty of robbery, when you might have robbed
with impunity. You have nothing to conceal. You have no reason
for concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by every

130



The Murders in the Rue Morgue

principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man is
now imprisoned, charged with that crime of which you can point
out the perpetrator.”

The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great
measure, while Dupin uttered these words; but his original
boldness of bearing was all gone.

“So help me God,” said he, after a brief pause, ‘I @i/ tell
you all I know about this affair;—but I do not expect you to
believe one half I say—I would be a fool indeed if 1 did. Still,
I @am innocent, and I will make a clean breast if I die for it.”

What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a
voyage to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of which he formed
one, landed at Borneo, and passed into the interior on an excur-
sion of pleasure. Himself and a companion had captured the
Ourang-Outang. This companion dying, the animal fell into his
own exclusive possession. After great trouble, occasioned by the
intractable ferocity of his captive during the home voyage, he
at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence in
Paris, where, not to attract toward himself the unpleasant curios-
ity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully secluded, until such
time as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received
from a splinter on board ship. His ultimate design was to sell it.

Returning home from some sailors’ frolic on the night, or
rather in the morning of the murder, he found the beast occu-
pying his own bed-room, into which it had broken from a closet
adjoining, where it had been, as was thought, securely confined.
Razor in hand, and fully lathered, it was sitting before a looking-
glass, attempting the operation of shaving, in which it had no
doubt previously watched its master through the key-hole of the
closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the
possession of an antmal so ferocious, and so well able to use it,
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the man, for some moments, was at a loss what to do. He had
been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its
fiercest moods, by the use of a whip, and to this he now resorted.
Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once through the
door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through a
window, unfortunately open, into the street.

The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in
hand, occasionally stopping to look back and gesticulate at its
pursuer, until the latter had nearly come up with it. It then
again made off. In this manner the chase continued for a long
time. The streets were profoundly quicet, as it was nearly three
o’clock in the morning. In passing down an alley in the rear of
the Rue Morgue, the fugitive’s attention was arrested by a light
gleaming from the open window of Madame L’Espanaye’s
chamber, in the fourth story of her house. Rushing to the build-
ing, it perceived the lightning-rod, clambered up with incon-
ceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully
back against the wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly
upon the head-board of the bed. The whole feat did not occupy
a minute. The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-
Outang as it entered the room.

"I'he sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed.
He had strong hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could
scarcely escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except
by the rod, where it might be intercepted as it came down. On
the other hand, there was much cause for anxiety as to what it
might do in the house. This latter reflection urged the man
still to follow the fugitive. A lightning-rod is ascended without
difficulty, especially by a sailor; but, when he had arrived as
high as the window, which lay far to his left, his career was
stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to reach over
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so as to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this
glimpse he nearly fell from his hold through excess of horror.
Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose upon the night,
which had startled from slumber the inmates of the Rue Morgue.
Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night
clothes, had apparently been arranging some papers in the iron
chest already mentioned, which had been wheeled into the
middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay beside it
on the floor. The victims must have been sitting with their
backs toward the window; and, from the time elapsing between
the ingress of the beast and the screams, it seems probable that
it was not immediately perceived. The flapping-to of the shutter
would naturally have been attributed to the wind.

As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Ma-
dame L’Espanaye by the hair (which was loose, as she had been
combing it) and was flounshing the razor about her face, in
imitation of the motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate
and motionless; she had swooned. The screams and struggles
of the old lady (during which the hair was torn from her head)
had the effect of changing the probably pacific purposes of the
Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one determined sweep
of its muscular arm it nearly severed her head from her body.
The sight of blood inflamed its anger into frenzy. Gnashing its
teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of
the girl, and imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining
its grasp until she expired. Its wandering and wild glances fell
at this moment upon the head of the bed, over which the face
of its master, rigid with horror, was just discernible. The fury
of the beast, who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip,
was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of having deserved
punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its bloody deeds,
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and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous agitation;
throwing down and breaking the furniture as it moved, and
dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it seized
first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney,
as it was found; then that of the old lady, which it immediately
hurled through the window headlong.

As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated bur-
den, the sailor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather ghding
than clambering down it, hurried at once home—dreading the
consequences of the butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his
terror, all solicitude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The
words heard by the party upon the staircase were the French-
man’s exclamations of horror and affright, commingled with the
fiendish jabberings of the brute.

I have scarcely anything to add. The Ourang-Outang must
have escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the
breaking of the door. It must have closed the window as it
passed through it. It was subsequently caught by the owner
himself, who obtained for it a very large sum at the Jardin des
Plantes. 1.e Bon was instantly released, upon our narration of
the circumstances (with some comments from Dupin) at the
bureau of the Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well
disposed to my friend, could not altogether conceal his chagrin
at the turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge in
a sarcasm or two, about the propriety of every person minding
his own business.

“Let him talk,” said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary
to reply. “Let him discourse; it will ease his conscience. I am
satisfied with having defeated him in his own castle. Neverthe-
less, that he failed in the'solution of this mystery, is by no means
that matter for wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our
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HE CHATEAU INTO which my valet had ventured to make

forcible entrance, rather than permit me, in my desper-
ately wounded condition, to pass a night in the open air, was
one of those piles of commingled gloom and grandeur which
have so long frowned among the Apennines, not less in fact
than in the fancy of Mrs. Radcliffe. To all appearance it had
been temporarily and very lately abandoned. We established
ourselves in one of the smallest and least sumptuously fur-
nished apartments. It lay in a remote turret of the building.
Its decorations were rich, yet tattered and antique. Its walls
were hung with tapestry and bedecked with manifold and
multiform armorial trophies, together with an unusually great
number of very spirited modern paintings in frames of rich
golden arabesque. In these paintings, which depended from
the walls not only in their main surfaces, but in very many
nooks which the bizarre architecture of the chateau rendered
necessary—in these paintings my incipient delirtum, perhaps,
had caused me to take deep interest; so that I bade Pedro to
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close the heavy shutters of the room—since it was already
night—to light the tongues of a tall candelabrum which stood
by the head of my bed—and to throw open far and wide the
fringed curtains of black velvet which enveloped the bed it-
self. T wished all this done that I might resign myself, if not
to sleep, at least alternately to the contemplation of these pic-
tures, and the perusal of a small volume which had been found
upon the pillow, and which purported to criticize and describe
them.

LLong—long I read—and devoutly, devotedly I gazed. Rap-
idly and gloriously the hours flew by, and the deep midnight
came. The position of the candelabrum displeased me, and
outreaching my hand with difficulty, rather than disturb my
slumbering valet, I placed it so as to throw its rays more fully
upon the book.

But the action produced an effect altogether unanticipated.
The rays of the numerous candles (for there were many) now
fell within a niche of the room which had hitherto been thrown
into deep shade by one of the bed-posts. I thus saw in vivid
light a picture all unnoticed before. It was the portrait of a
young girl just ripening into womanhood. I glanced at the
painting hurriedly, and then closed my eyes. Why I did this
was not at first apparent even to my own perception. But while
my lids remained thus shut, I ran over in mind my reason for
so shutting them. It was an impulsive movement to gain time
for thought—to make sure that my vision had not deceived
me—to calm and subdue my fancy for a more sober and more
certain gaze. In a very few moments I again looked fixedly at
the painting.

That I now saw aright I could not and would not doubt; for
the first flashing of the candles upon that canvas had seemed
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to dissipate the dreamy stupor which was stealing over my
senses, and to startle me at once into waking life.

The portrait, I have already said, was that of a young girl.
It was a mere head and shoulders, done in what is technically
termed a vignerre manner; much in the style of the favorite
heads of Sully. The arms, the bosom and even the ends of
the radiant hair, melted imperceptibly into the vague yet deep
shadow which formed the back-ground of the whole. The
frame was oval, richly gilded and filagreed in Moresque. As a
thing of art nothing could be more admirable than the painting
itself. But it could have been neither the execution of the
work, nor the immortal beauty of the countenance, which had
so suddenly and so vehemently moved me. Least of all, could
it have been that my fancy, shaken from its half slumber, had
mistaken the head for that of a living person. 1 saw at once
that the peculiarities of the design, of the vignerting, and of
the frame, must have instantly dispelled such idea—must have
prevented even its momentary entertainment. ‘T'hinking ear-
nestly upon these points, I remained, for an hour perhaps, half
sitting, half reclining, with my vision riveted upon the portrait.
At length, satisfied with the true secret of its effect, 1 fell back
within the bed. I had found the spell of the picture in an abso-
lute /ife-likeliness of expression, which at first startling, finally
confounded, subdued and appalled me. With deep and rever-
ent awe | replaced the candelabrum in its former position. The
cause of my deep agitation being thus shut from view, I sought
eagerly the volume which discussed the paintings and their
histories. Turning to the number which designated the oval
portrait, I there read the vague and quaint words which follow:

“She was a maiden of rarest beauty, and not more lovely
than full of glee. And evil was the hour when she saw, and
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loved, and wedded the painter. He, passionate, studious, aus-
tere, and having already a bride in his Art; she a maiden of
rarest beauty, and not more lovely than full of glee: all light
and smiles, and frolicksome as the voung fawn: loving and
cherishing all things: hating only the Art which was her rival:
dreading only the pallet and brushes and other untoward in-
struments which deprived her of the countenance of her lover.
[t was thus a ternble thing for this lady to hear the painter
speak of his desire to pourtray even his voung bride. But she
was humble and obedient, and sat meekly for many weeks in
the dark high turret-chamber where the light dripped upon the
pale canvas only from overhead. But he, the painter, took
glory in his work, which went on from hour to hour and from
day to day. And he was a passionate, and wild and moody
man, who became lost in reveries; so that he wou/d not see
that the light which fell so ghastlily in that lone turret withered
the health and the spirits of his bride, who pined visibly to all
but him. Yet she smiled on and still on, uncomplainingly, be-
cause she saw that the painter, (who had high renown,) took
a fervid and burning pleasure in his task, and wrought day and
night to depict her who so loved him, yet who grew daily more
dispirited and weak. And in sooth some who beheld the por-
trait spoke of its resemblance in low words, as of a mighty
marvel, and a proof not less of the power of the painter than
of his deep love for her whom he depicted so surpassingly
well. But at length, as the labor drew nearer to its conclusion,
there were admitted none into the turret; for the painter had
grown wild with the ardor of his work, and turned his eyes
from the canvas rarely, even to regard the countenance of his
wife. And he would not see that the tints which he spread upon
the canvas were drawn from the chéeks of her who sate beside
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him. And when many weeks had passed, and but little re-
mained to do, save one brush upon the mouth and one tint
upon the eye, the spirit of the lady again flickered up as the
flame within the socket of the lamp. And then the brush was
given, and then the tint was placed; and, for one moment, the
painter stood entranced before the work which he had
wrought; but in the next, while he yet gazed, he grew tremu-
lous and very pallid, and aghast, and crying with a loud voice,
“T'his is indeed Life itself!’” turned suddenly to regard his be-
loved:—S8ke was dead!”
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THE “RED DEATH” had long devastated the country. No
pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood
was its Avatar and its seal—the redness and the horror of
blood. There were sharp pains, and sudden dizziness, and
then profuse bleeding at the pores, with dissolution. The scar-
let stains upon the body and especially upon the face of the
victim, were the pest ban which shut him out from the aid and
from the sympathy of his fellow-men. And the whole seizure,
progress and termination of the disease, were the incidents of
half an hour.

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and saga-
cious. When his dominions were half depopulated, he sum-
moned to his presence a thousand hale and light-hearted
friends from among the knights and dames of his court, and
with these retired to the deep seclusion of one of his castel-
lated abbeys. This was an extensive and magnificent structure,
the creation of the prince’s own eccentric yet august taste. A
strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall had gates of iron.
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The courtiers, having entered, brought furnaces and massy
hammers and welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means
neither of ingress or egress to the sudden impulses of despair
or of frenzy from within. The abbey was amply provisioned.
With such precautions the courtiers might bid defiance to con-
tagion. The external world could take care of itself. In the
meantime it was folly to grieve, or to think. The prince had
provided all the appliances of pleasure. There were buffoons,
there were improvisatori, there were ballet-dancers, there were
musicians, there was Beauty, there was wine. All these and
security were within. Without was the “Red Death.”

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his
seclusion, and while the pestilence raged most furiously
abroad, that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand
friends at a masked ball of the most unusual magnificence.

[t was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. Burt first let me
tell of the rooms in which it was held. There were seven—an
imperial suite. In many palaces, however, such suites form a
long and straight vista, while the folding doors shde back
nearly to the walls on either hand, so that the view of the
whole extent is scarcely impeded. Here the case was very dif-
ferent; as might have been expected from the duke’s love of
the dizarre. 'The apartments were so irregularly disposed that
the vision embraced but little more than one at a ume. There
was a sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each
turn a novel effect. To the night and left, in the middle of
cach wall, a tall and narrow Gothic window looked out upon a
closed corridor which pursued the windings of the suite. These
windows were of stained glass whose color varied in accordance
with the prevailing hue of the decorations of the chamber into
which it opened. That at the eastern extremity was hung, for
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example, in blue—and vividly blue were its windows. The
second chamber was purple in its ornaments and tapestries,
and here the panes were purple. The third was green through-
out, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished and
lighted with orange—the fifth with white—the sixth with vio-
let. 'The seventh apartment was closely shrouded in black vel-
vet tapestries that hung all over the ceiling and down the
walls, falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of the same material
and hue. But in this chamber only, the color of the windows
failed to correspond with the decorations. The panes here
were scarlet—a deep blood color. Now in no one of the seven
apartments was there any lamp or candelabrum, amid the pro-
fusion of golden ornaments that lay scattered to and fro or de-
pended from the roof. There was no light of any kind
emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers.
But in the corridors that followed the suite, there stood, oppo-
site to each window, a heavy tripod, bearing a brazier of fire
that projected its rays through the tinted glass and so glaringly
illumined the room. And thus were produced a multitude of
gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in the western or black
chamber the effect of the fire-light that streamed upon the
dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly in
the extreme, and produced so wild a look upon the counte-
nances of those who entered, that there were few of the com-
pany bold enough to set foot within its precincts at all.

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the
western wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung
to and fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang; and when
the minute-hand made the circuit of the face, and the hour
was to be stricken, there came from the brazen lungs of the
clock a sound which was clear and loud and deep and exceed-
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ingly musical, but of so peculiar a note and emphasis that,
at each lapse of an hour, the musicians of the orchestra were
constrained to pause, momentarily, in their performance, to
hearken to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce ceased
their evolutions; and there was a brief disconcert of the whole
gay company; and, while the chimes of the clock yet rang, it
was observed that the giddiest grew pale, and the more aged
and sedate passed their hands over their brows as if in con-
fused reverie or meditation. But when the echoes had fully
ceased, a light laughter at once pervaded the assembly; the
musicians looked at each other and smiled as if at their own
nervousness and folly, and made whispering vows, each to the
other, that the next chiming of the clock should produce in
them no similar emotion; and then, after the lapse of sixty
minutes, (which embrace three thousand and six hundred sec-
onds of the Time that flies,) there came yet another chiming
of the clock, and then were the same disconcert and tremu-
lousness and meditation as before.

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent
revel. The tastes of the duke were peculiar. He had a fine eye
for colors and effects. He disregarded the decora of mere fash-
ion. His plans were bold and fiery, and his conceptions glowed
with barbaric lustre. There are some who would have thought
him mad. His followers felt that he was not. It was necessary
to hear and see and touch him to be sure that he was not.

He had directed, in great part, the moveable embellish-
ments of the seven chambers, upon occasion of this great fére;
and it was his own guiding taste which had given character to
the masqueraders. Be sure they were grotesque. There were
much glare and glitcter and piquancy and phantasm—much of
what has been since seen in “Hernani.” There were arabesque
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figures with unsuited limbs and appointments. T'here were de-
lirious fancies such as the madman fashions. 'T’here was much
of the beautiful, much of the wanton, much of the dizarre,
something of the terrible, and not a little of that which might
have excited disgust. To and fro in the seven chambers there
stalked, 1n fact, a multitude of dreams. And these—the
dreams—writhed in and about, taking hue from the rooms,
and causing the wild music of the orchestra to seem as the
echo of their steps. And, anon, there strikes the ebony clock
which stands in the hall of the velvet. And then, for a mo-
ment, all is sull, and all is silent save the voice of the clock.
The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes of
the chime die away—they have endured but an instant—and
a light, half-subdued laughter floats after them as they depart.
And now again the music swells, and the dreams live, and
writhe to and fro more merrily than ever, taking hue from the
many-tinted windows through which stream the rays from the
tripods. But to the chamber which lies most westwardly of the
seven, there are now none of the maskers who venture; for
the night is waning away; and there flows a ruddier light
through the blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the sa-
ble drapery appals; and to him whose foot falls upon the sable
carpet, there comes from the near clock of ebony a muffled
peal more solemnly emphatic than any which reaches #eir ears
who indulge in the more remote gaieties of the other apart-
ments.

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in
them beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went
whirlingly on, until at length there commenced the sounding
of midnight upon the clock. And then the music ceased, as 1
have told; and the evolutions of the waltzers were quicted;
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and there was an uneasy cessation of all things as before. But
now there were twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of
the clock; and thus it happened, perhaps, that more of thought
crept, with more of time, into the meditations of the thought-
ful among those who reveled. And thus, too, it happened, per-
haps, that before the last echoes of the last chime had utterly
sunk into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd
who had found leisure to become aware of the presence of a
masked figure which had arrested the attention of no single
individual before. And the rumor of this new presence having
spread itself whisperingly around, there arose at length from
the whole company a buzz, or murmur, expressive of disappro-
bation and surprise—then, finally, of terror, of horror, and of
disgust.

In an assembly of phantasms such as 1 have painted it, it
may well be supposed that no ordinary appearance could have
excited such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the
night was nearly unlimited; but the figure in question had out-
Heroded Herod, and gone beyond the bounds of even the
prince’s indefinite decorum. There are chords in the hearts of
the most reckless which cannot be touched without emotion.
Even with the utterly lost, to whom life and death are equally
jests, there are matters of which no jest can be made. The
whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in
the costume and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor propri-
ety existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from
head to foot in the habiliments of the grave. The mask which
concealed the visage was made so nearly to resemble the coun-
tenance of a stiffened corpse that the closest scrutiny must
have had difficulty in detecting the cheat. And yet all this
might have been endured, if not approved, by the mad revel-
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ers around. But the mummer had gone so far as to assume the
type of the Red Death. His vesture was dabbled in dlood—
and his broad brow, with all the features of the face, was be-
sprinkled with the scarlet horror.

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral
image (which with a slow and solemn movement, as if more
fully to sustain its 79/, stalked to and fro among the waltzers)
he was seen to be convulsed, in the first moment with a strong
shudder either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow
reddened with rage.

“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who
stood near him—*‘who dares insult us with this blasphemous
mockery? Seize him and unmask him—that we may know
whom we have to hang at sunrise, from the battlements!”

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the
Prince Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang through-
out the seven rooms loudly and clearly—for the prince was a
bold and robust man, and the music had become hushed at
the waving of his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group
of pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, there was a
slight rushing movement of this group in the direction of the
intruder, who at the moment was also near at hand, and now,
with deliberate and stately step, made closer approach to the
speaker. But from a certain nameless awe with which the mad
assumptions of the mummer had inspired the whole party,
there were found none who put forth hand to seize him; so
that, unimpeded, he passed within a yard of the prince’s per-
son; and, while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse,
shrank from the centres of the rooms to the walls, he made
his way uninterruptedly, but with the same solemn and mea-
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sured step which had distinguished him from the first, through
the blue chamber to the purple—through the purple to the
green—through the green to the orange—through this again to
the white—and even thence to the violet, ere a decided move-
ment had been made to arrest him. It was then, however, that
the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and the shame of
his own momentary cowardice, rushed hurnedly through the
six chambers, while none followed him on account of a deadly
terror that had seized upon all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger,
and had approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within three or
four feet of the retreating figure, when the latter, having at-
tained the extremity of the velvet apartment, turned suddenly
and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp cry—and the
dagger dropped gleaming upon the sable carpet, upon which,
instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in deacth the Prince Pros-
pero. Then, summoning the wild courage of despair, a throng
of the revelers at once threw themselves into the black apart-
ment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect
and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped
in unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements and
corpse-like mask which they handled with so violent a rude-
ness, untenanted by any tangible form.

And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death.
He had come like a thief in the night. And one by one drop-
ped the revellers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel,
and died each in the despairing posture of his fall. And the
life of the ebony clock went out with that of the last of the
gay. And the flames of the tripods expired. And Darkness and
Decay and the Red Death held illimitable dominion over all.
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Impia tortorum longos hic turba furores
Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit.

Sospite nunc patrid, fracto nunc funeris antro,
Mors ubi dira fuit vita salusque patent.

[Quatrain composed for the gates of a market to be erected upon the site of
the Jacobin Club House at Paris. ]

I was sick—sick unto death with that long agony; and when
they at length unbound me, and I was permitted to sit, I
fele that my senses were leaving me. The sentence—the dread
sentence of death—was the last of distinct accentuation which
reached my ears. After that, the sound of the inquisitorial
voices seemed merged in one dreamy indeterminate hum. It
conveyed to my soul the idea of revolution—perhaps from its
association in fancy with the burr of a mill-wheel. This only
for a brief period; for presently I heard no more. Yet, for a
while, I saw; but with how terrible an exaggeration! I saw the
lips of the black-robed judges. They appeared to me white—
whiter than the sheet upon which I trace these words—and
thin even to grotesqueness; thin with the intensity of their
expression of firmness—of immoveable resolution—of stern
contempt of human torture. I saw that the decrees of what to
me was Fate, were still issuing from those lips. 1 saw them
writhe with a deadly locution. I saw them fashion the syllables
of my name; and I shuddered because no sound succeeded. 1
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saw, too, for a few moments of delinous horror, the soft and
nearlv imperceptible waving of the sable drapenes which en-
wrapped the walls of the apartment. And then my vision fell
upon the seven tall candles upon the table. At first they wore
the aspect of charity, and seemed white slender angels who
would save me: but then, all at once. there came a most
deadly nausea over my spint, and I felt every fibre in mv
frame thrill as if [ had touched the wire of a galvanic batiery,
while the angel forms became meaningless spectres, with
heads of flame, and I saw that from them there would be no
help. And then there stole into my fancy. like a nch musical
note. the thought of what sweet rest there must be in the
grave. The thought came gently and stealthily, and 1t seemed
long before it arrained full appreciation: but just as my spint
came at length properly to feel and entertain it, the figures of
the judges vanished. as if magically, from before me: the wll
candles sank into nothingness; their flames went out utterly:
the blackness of darkness supervened: all sensations appeared
swallowed up in a mad rushing descent as of the soul into
Hades. Then silence. and sullness, and night were the uni-
verse.

I had swooned but sull will not say that all of consciousness
was lost. What of it there remained I will not attempt to de-
fine, or even to descnibe: vet all was not lost. In the deepest
slumber—no! In delinum—no! In a swoon—no! In death—
no! even in the grave all &5 #or lost. Else there is no immortality
for man. Arousing from the most profound of slumbers. we
break the gossamer web of some dream. Yet in a second after-
ward (so frail may that web have been) we remember not that
we have dreamed. In the return 1o life from the swoon there
are two stages; first. that of the sense of menual or spinwal;
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secondly, that of the sense of physical, existence. It seems
probable that if, upon reaching the second stage, we could
recall the impressions of the first, we should find these impres-
sions eloquent in memories of the gulf beyond. And that gulf
is—what? How at least shall we distinguish its shadows from
those of the tomb? But if the impressions of what I have
termed the first stage, are not, at will, recalled, yet, after long
interval, do they not come unbidden, while we marvel whence
they come? He who has never swooned, is not he who finds
strange palaces and wildly familiar faces in coals that glow; is
not he who beholds floating in mid-air the sad visions that the
many may not view; is not he who ponders over the perfume
of some novel flower—is not he whose brain grows bewildered
with the meaning of some musical cadence which has never
before arrested his attention.

Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavors to remember; amid
earnest struggles to regather some token of the state of seem-
ing nothingness into which my soul had lapsed, there have
been moments when I have dreamed of success; there have
been brief, very brief periods when I have conjured up re-
membrances which the lucid reason of a later epoch assures
me could have had reference only to that condition of seeming
unconsciousness. These shadows of memory tell, indistinctly,
of tall figures that lifted and bore me in silence down—
down—still down—till a hideous dizziness oppressed me at
the mere idea of the interminableness of the descent. They
tell also of a vague horror at my heart, on account of that
heart’s unnatural stillness. Then comes a sense of sudden mo-
tionlessness throughout all things; as if those who bore me (a
ghastly train!) had outrun, in their descent, the limits of the
limitless, and paused from the wearisomeness of their toil.
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After this I call to mind flatness and dampness; and then all is
madness—the madness of a memory which busies itself among
forbidden things.

Very suddenly there came back to my soul motion and
sound—the tumultuous motion of the heart, and, in my ears,
the sound of its beating. Then a pause in which all is blank.
Then again sound, and motion, and touch—a tingling sensa-
tion pervading my frame. Then the mere consciousness of ex-
istence, without thought—a condition which lasted long.
Then, very suddenly, #ought, and shuddering terror, and ear-
nest endeavor to comprehend my true state. Then a strong
desire to lapse into insensibility. Then a rushing revival of soul
and a successful effort to move. And now a full memory of the
trial, of the judges, of the sable draperies, of the sentence, of
the sickness, of the swoon. Then entire forgetfulness of all
that followed; of all that a later day and much earnestness of
endeavor have enabled me vaguely to recall.

So far, I had not opened my eyes. I felt that I lay upon my
back, unbound. I reached out my hand, and it fell heavily
upon something damp and hard. There I suffered it to remain
for many minutes, while I strove to imagine where and w/ar 1
could be. I longed, yet dared not to employ my vision. 1
dreaded the first glance at objects around me. It was not that
I feared to look upon things horrible, but that 1 grew aghast
lest there should be nothing to see. At length, with a wild des-
peration at heart, I quickly unclosed my eyes. My worst
thoughts, then, were confirmed. The blackness of eternal
night encompassed me. I struggled for breath. The intensity
of the darkness seemed to oppress and stifle me. The atmo-
sphere was intolerably close. I still lay quietly, and made effort
to exercise my reason. I brought to mind the inquisitorial pro-
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ceedings, and attempted from that point to deduce my real
condition. The sentence had passed; and it appeared to me
that a very long interval of time had since elapsed. Yet not for
a moment did I suppose myself actually dead. Such a supposi-
tion, notwithstanding what we read in fiction, is altogether in-
consistent with real existence;—but where and in what state
was [? The condemned to death, I knew, perished usually at
the autos-da-f¢, and one of these had been held on the very
night of the day of my tnal. Had I been remanded to my dun-
geon, to await the next sacrifice, which would not take place
for many months? This | at once saw could not be. Victims
had been in immediate demand. Moreover, my dungeon, as
well as all the condemned cells at Toledo, had stone floors,
and light was not altogether excluded.

A fearful idea now suddenly drove the blood in torrents
upon my heart, and for a brief period, I once more relapsed
into insensibility. Upon recovering, I at once started to my
tfeet, trembling convulsively in every fibre. 1 thrust my arms
wildly above and around me in all directions. 1 felt nothing;
yet dreaded to move a step, lest I should be impeded by the
walls of a fomb. Perspiration burst from every pore, and stood
in cold big beads upon my forechead. The agony of suspense
grew at length intolerable, and I cautiously moved forward,
with my arms extended, and my eyes straining from their sock-
ets, in the hope of catching some faint ray of light. I proceeded
for many paces; but still all was blackness and vacancy. |
breathed more freely. It seemed evident that mine was not, at
least, the most hideous of fates.

And now, as I stll continued to step cautiously onward,
there came thronging upon my recollection a thousand vague
rumors of the horrors of Toledo. Of the dungeons there had
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been strange things narrated—fables 1 had always deemed
them—>but yet strange, and too ghastly to repeat, save in a
whisper. Was 1 left to perish of starvation in this subterrancan
world of darkness; or what fate, perhaps even more fearful,
awaited me? That the result would be death, and a death of
more than customary bitterness, I knew too well the character
of my judges to doubt. The mode and the hour were all chat
occupied or distracted me.

My outstretched hands at length encountered some solid ob-
struction. It was a wall, seemingly of stone masonry—very
smooth, slimy, and cold. 1 followed it up; stepping with all
the careful distrust with which certain antique narratives had
inspired me. This process, however, afforded me no means of
ascertaining the dimensions of my dungeon; as I might make
its circuit, and return to the point whence I set out, without
being aware of the fact; so perfectly uniform seemed the wall.
I therefore sought the knife which had been in my pocker,
when led into the inquisitorial chamber; but it was gone; my
clothes had been exchanged for a wrapper of coarse serge. |
had thought of forcing the blade in some minute crevice of the
masonry, so as to identify my point of departure. The diffi-
culty, nevertheless, was but trivial; although, in the disorder
of my fancy, it seemed at first insuperable. [ tore a part of the
hem from the robe and placed the fragment at full length, and
at right angles to the wall. In groping my way around the
prison, I could not fail to encounter this rag upon completing
the circuit. So, at least I thought: but 1 had not counted upon
the extent of the dungeon, or upon my own weakness. The
ground was moist and slippery. 1 staggered onward for some
time, when [ stumbled and fell. My excessive fatgue induced
me to remain prostrate; and sleep soon overtook me as 1 lay.
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Upon awaking, and stretching forth an arm, I found beside
me a loaf and a pitcher with water. 1 was too much exhausted
to reflect upon this circumstance, but ate and drank with avid-
ity. Shortly afterward, I resumed my tour around the prison,
and with much toil, came at last upon the fragment of the
serge. Up to the period when 1 fell I had counted fifty-two
paces, and upon resuming my walk, I had counted forty-eight
more;—when I arrived at the rag. There were in all, then, a
hundred paces; and, admitting two paces to the vard, I pre-
sumed the dungeon to be fifty yards in circuit. 1 had mert,
however, with many angles in the wall, and thus I could form
no guess at the shape of the vault; for vault I could not help
supposing it to be.

I had little object—certainly no hope—in these researches;
but a vague curiosity prompted me to continue them. Quitting
the wall, I resolved to cross the area of the enclosure. At first
I proceeded with extreme caution, for the floor, although
seemingly of solid matenal, was treacherous with slime. At
length, however, I took courage, and did not hesitate to step
firmly; endeavoring to cross in as direct a line as possible. 1
had advanced some ten or twelve paces in this manner, when
the remnant of the torn hem of my robe became entangled
between my legs. I stepped on it, and fell violently on my
face.

In the confusion attending my fall, I did not immediately
apprehend a somewhat startling circumstance, which yet, in a
few seconds afterward, and while [ still lay prostrate, arrested
my attention. It was this—my chin rested upon the floor of
the prison, but my lips and the upper portion of my head,
although seemingly at a less elevation than the chin, touched
nothing. At the same time my forechead seemed bathed in a
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clammy vapor, and the peculiar smell of decayed fungus arose
to my nostrils. I put forward my arm, and shuddered to find
that I had fallen at the very brink of a circular pit, whose ex-
tent, of course, I had no means of ascertaining at the moment.
Groping about the masonry just below the margin, I succeeded
in dislodging a small fragment, and let it fall into the abyss.
For many seconds [ hearkened to its reverberations as it
dashed against the sides of the chasm in its descent; at length
there was a sullen plunge into water, succeeded by loud ech-
oes. At the same moment there came a sound resembling the
quick opening, and as rapid closing of a door overhead, while
a faint gleam of light flashed suddenly through the gloom, and
as suddenly faded away.

I saw clearly the doom which had been prepared for me,
and congratulated myself upon the timely accident by which 1
had escaped. Another step before my fall, and the world had
seen me no more. And the death just avoided, was of that very
character which I had regarded as fabulous and frivolous in the
tales respecting the Inquisition. To the victims of its tyranny,
there was the choice of death with its direst physical agonies,
or death with its most hideous moral horrors. 1 had been re-
served for the latter. By long suffering my nerves had been
unstrung, until 1 trembled at the sound of my own voice, and
had become in every respect a fitting subject for the species
of torture which awaited me.

Shaking in every limb, [ groped my way back to the wall;
resolving there to perish rather than risk the terrors of the
wells, of which my imagination now pictured many in various
positions about the dungeon. In other conditions of mind I
might have had courage to end my misery at once by a plunge
into one of these abysses; but now I was the veriest of cow-
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ards. Neither could I forget what I had read of these pits—
that the sudden extinction of life formed no part of their most
horrible plan.

Agitation of spirit kept me awake for many long hours; but
at length I again slumbered. Upon arousing, I found by my
side, as before, a loaf and a pitcher of water. A burning thirst
consumed me, and I emptied the vessel at a draught. It must
have been drugged; for scarcely had I drunk, before I became
irresistibly drowsy. A deep sleep fell upon me—a sleep like
that of death. How long it lasted of course, I know not; but
when, once again, I unclosed my eyes, the objects around me
were visible. By a wild sulphurous lustre, the origin of which
I could not at first determine, I was enabled to see the extent
and aspect of the prison.

In its size I had been greatly mistaken. The whole circuit
of its walls did not exceed twenty-five yards. For some min-
utes this fact occasioned me a world of vain trouble; vain in-
deed! for what could be of less importance, under the terrible
circumstances which environed me, than the mere dimensions
of my dungeon? But my soul took a wild interest in trifles,
and I busied myself in endeavors to account for the error I had
committed in my measurement. The truth at length flashed
upon me. In my first attempt at exploration | had counted
fifty-two paces, up to the period when I fell; I must then have
been within a pace or two of the fragment of serge; in fact, |
had nearly performed the circuit of the vault. I then slept,
and upon awaking, I must have returned upon my steps—thus
supposing the circuit nearly double what it actually was. My
confusion of mind prevented me from observing that I began
my tour with the wall to the left, and ended it with the wall
to the right.
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[ had been deceived, too, in respect to the shape of the
enclosure. In feeling my way I had found many angles, and
thus deduced an idea of great irregularity; so potent is the ef-
fect of total darkness upon one arousing from lethargy or sleep!
The angles were simply those of a few slight depressions, or
niches, at odd intervals. The general shape of the prison was
square. What I had taken for masonry seemed now to be iron,
or some other metal, in huge plates, whose sutures or joints
occasioned the depression. The entire surface of this metallic
enclosure was rudely daubed in all the hideous and repulsive
devices to which the charnel superstition of the monks has
given rise. The figures of fiends in aspects of menace, with
skeleton forms, and other more really fearful images, over-
spread and disfigured the walls. 1 observed that the outlines
of these monstrosities were sufficiently distinct, but that the
colors seemed faded and blurred, as if from the effects of a
damp atmosphere. I now noticed the floor, too, which was of
stone. In the centre yawned the circular pit from whose jaws
I had escaped; but it was the only one in the dungeon.

All this I saw indistinctly and by much effort: for my per-
sonal condition had been greatly changed during slumber. I
now lay upon my back, and at full length, on a species of low
framework of wood. To this I was securely bound by a long
strap resembling a surcingle. It passed in many convolutions
about my limbs and body, leaving at liberty only my head, and
my left arm to such extent that I could, by dint of much exer-
tion, supply myself with food from an earthen dish which lay
by my side on the floor. I saw, to my horror, that the pitcher
had been removed. 1 say to my horror; for I was consumed
with intolerable thirst. This thirst it appeared to be the design
of my persecutors to stimulate: for the food in the dish was
meat pungently seasoned.
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Looking upward, I surveyed the ceiling of my prison. It was
some thirty or forty feet overhead, and constructed much as
the side walls. In one of its panels a very singular figure riv-
eted my whole attention. It was the painted figure of Time as
he 1s commonly represented, save that, in lieu of a scythe, he
held what, at a casual glance, I supposed to be the pictured
image of a huge pendulum such as we see on antique clocks.
There was something, however, in the appearance of this ma-
chine which caused me to regard it more attentively. While I
gazed directly upward at it (for its position was immediately
over my own) I fancied that [ saw it in motion. In an instant
afterward the fancy was confirmed. Its sweep was brief, and
of course slow. I watched it for some minutes, somewhat in
fear, but more in wonder. Wearied at length with observing its
dull movement, I turned my eyes upon the other objects in
the cell.

A slight noise attracted my notice, and, looking to the floor,
[ saw several enormous rats traversing it. They had issued from
the well, which lay just within view'to my right. Even then,
while I gazed, they came up in troops, hurriedly, with raven-
ous eyes, allured by the scent of the meat. From this it re-
quired much effort and attention to scare them away.

It might have been half an hour, perhaps even an hour, (for
I could take but imperfect note of time) before I again cast
my eyes upward. What I then saw confounded and amazed
me. The sweep of the pendulum had increased in extent by
nearly a yard. As a natural consequence, its velocity was also
much greater. But what mainly disturbed me was the idea that
it had perceptibly descended. 1 now observed—with what horror
it is needless to say—that its nether extremity was formed of a
crescent of glittering steel, about a foot in length from horn to
horn; the horns upward, and the under edge evidently as keen
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as that of a razor. Like a razor also, it seemed massy and
heavy, tapering from the edge into a solid and broad structure
above. It was appended to a weighty rod of brass, and the
whole /issed as it swung through the air.

I could no longer doubt the doom prepared for me by monk-
ish ingenuity in torture. My cognizance of the pit had become
known to the inquisitorial agents—74e pit whose horrors had
been destined for so bold a recusant as myself—+#e pit, typical
of hell, and regarded by rumor as the Ultima Thule of all their
punishments. The plunge into this pit I had avoided by the
merest of accidents, and 1 knew that surprise, or entrapment
into torment, formed an important portion of all the grotesque-
rie of these dungeon deaths. Having failed to fall, it was no
part of the demon plan to hurl me into the abyss; and thus
(there being no alternative) a different and a milder destruc-
tion awaited me. Milder! 1 half smiled in my agony as |
thought of such application of such a term.

What boots it to tell of the long, long hours of horror more
than mortal, during which I counted the rushing vibrations of
the steel! Inch by inch—line by line—with a descent only ap-
preciable at intervals that seemed ages—down and still down
it came! Days passed—it might have been that many days
passed—ere it swept so closely over me as to fan me with its
acrid breath. The odor of the sharp steel forced itself into my
nostrils. 1 prayed—I wearied heaven with my prayer for its
more speedy descent. I grew frantically mad, and struggled to
force myself upward against the sweep of the fearful scimitar.
And then [ fell suddenly calm, and lay smiling at the glittering
deach, as a child at some rare bauble.

There was another interval of utter insensibility; it was
brief; for, upon again lapsing into life there had been no per-
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ceptible descent in the pendulum. But it might have been
long; for I knew there were demons who took note of my
swoon, and who could have arrested the vibration at pleasure.
Upon my recovery, too, I felt very—oh, inexpressibly sick and
weak, as if through long inanition. Even amid the agonies of
that period, the human nature craved food. With painful effort
I outstretched my left arm as far as my bonds permitted, and
took possession of the small remnant which had been spared
me by the rats. As I put a portion of it within my lips, there
rushed to my mind a half formed thought of joy—of hope. Yet
what business had I with hope? It was, as I say, a half formed
thought—man has many such which are never completed. [
felt that it was of joy—of hope; but I felt also that it had per-
ished in its formation. In vain I struggled to perfect—to regain
it. Long suffering had nearly annihilated all my ordinary pow-
ers of mind. I was an imbecile—an idiot.

The vibration of the pendulum was at right angles to my
length. I saw that the crescent was designed to cross the region
of the heart. It would fray the serge of my robe—it would
return and repeat its operations—again—and again. Notwith-
standing its terrifically wide sweep (some thirty feet or more)
and the hissing vigor of its descent, sufficient to sunder these
very walls of iron, still the fraying of my robe would be all that,
for several minutes, it would accomplish. And at this thought I
paused. I dared not go farther than this reflection. 1 dwelt
upon it with a pertinacity of attention—as if, in so dwelling, I
could arrest /ere the descent of the steel. I forced myself to
ponder upon the sound of the crescent as it should pass across
the garment—upon the peculiar thrilling sensation which the
friction of cloth produces on the nerves. I pondered upon all
this frivolity until my teeth were on edge.

161



EpGcar ALLAN POE

Down—steadily down it crept. I took a frenzied pleasure in
contrasting its downward with its lateral velocity. To the
right—to the left—far and wide—with the shriek of a damned
spirit; to my heart with the stealthy pace of the tiger! I alter-
nately laughed and howled as the one or the other idea grew
predominant.

Down—certainly, relentlessly down! It vibrated within three
inches of my bosom! I struggled violently, furiously, to free
my left arm. This was free only from the elbow to the hand.
I could reach the latter, from the platter beside me, to my
mouth, with great effort, but no farther. Could I have broken
the fastenings above the elbow, I would have seized and at-
tempted to arrest the pendulum. I might as well have at-
tempted to arrest an avalanche!

Down—still unceasingly—still inevitably down! 1 gasped
and struggled at each vibration. 1 shrunk convulsively at its
every sweep. My eyes followed its outward or upward whirls
with the eagerness of the most unmeaning despair; they closed
themselves spasmodically at the descent, although death
would have been a relief, oh! how unspeakable! Still I quiv-
ered in every nerve to think how slight a sinking of the ma-
chinery would precipitate that keen, glistening axe upon my
bosom. It was /gpe that prompted the nerve to quiver—the
frame to shrink. It was /Zgpe—the hope that triumphs on the
rack—that whispers to the death-condemned even in the dun-
geons of the Inquisition.

I saw that some ten or twelve vibrations would bring the
steel in actual contact with my robe, and with this observation
there suddenly came over my spirit all the keen, collected
calmness of despair. For the first time during many hours—or
perhaps days—I #hought. 1t now occurred to me that the ban-
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dage, or surcingle, which enveloped me, was wnigue. 1 was tied
by no separate cord. The first stroke of the razor-like crescent
athwart any portion of the band, would so detach it that it
might be unwound from my person by means of my left hand.
But how fearful, in that case, the proximity of the steel! The
result of the shghtest struggle how deadly! Was it likely, more-
over, that the minions of the torturer had not foreseen and
provided for this possibility! Was it probable that the bandage
crossed my bosom in the track of the pendulum? Dreading to
find my faint, and, as it seemed, my last hope frustrated, I so
far elevated my head as to obtain a distinct view of my breast.
T'he surcingle enveloped my limbs and body close in all direc-
tons—save in the path of the destroying crescent.

Scarcely had I dropped my head back into its original posi-
tion, when there flashed upon my mind what I cannot better
describe than as the unformed half of that idea of deliverance
to which I have previously alluded, and of which a moiety only
floated indeterminately through my brain when I raised food
to my burning lips. The whole thought was now present—
feeble, scarcely sane, scarcely definite,—but still entire. I pro-
ceeded at once, with the nervous energy of despair, to attempt
its execution.

For many hours the immediate vicinity of the low frame-
work upon which I lay, had been literally swarming with rats.
They were wild, bold, ravenous—their red eyes glaring upon
me as if they waited but for motionlessness on my part to
make me their prey. ‘““T'o what food,” 1 thought, “have they
been accustomed in the well?”

They had devoured, in spite of all my efforts to prevent
them, all but a small remnant of the contents of the dish. |
had fallen into an habitual see-saw, or wave of the hand about
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the platter: and, at length, the unconscious uniformity of the
movement deprived it of effect. In their voracity the vermin
frequently fastened their sharp fangs in my fingers. With the
particles of the oily and spicy viand which now remained, I
thoroughly rubbed the bandage wherever 1 could reach it
then, raising my hand from the floor, I lay breathlessly still.

At first the ravenous animals were startled and terrified at
the change—at the cessation of movement. They shrank
alarmedly back; many sought the well. But this was only for a
moment. [ had not counted in vain upon their voracity. Ob-
serving that I remained without motion, one or two of the
boldest leaped upon the frame-work, and smelt at the sur-
cingle. This seemed the signal for a general rush. Forth from
the well they hurried in fresh troops. They clung to the
wood—they overran it, and leaped in hundreds upon my per-
son. The measured movement of the pendulum disturbed
them not at all. Avoiding its strokes they busied themselves
with the anointed bandage. They pressed—they swarmed
upon me in ever accumulating heaps. They writhed upon my
throat; their cold lips sought my own; I was half stifled by
their thronging pressure; disgust, for which the world has no
name, swelled my bosom, and chilled, with a heavy clammi-
ness, my heart. Yet one minute, and I felt that the struggle
would be over. Plainly 1 perceived the loosening of the ban-
dage. 1 knew that in more than one place it must be already
severed. With a more than human resolution 1 lay s#//.

Nor had 1 erred in my calculations—nor had 1 endured in
vain. I at length felt that 1 was free. The surcingle hung in
ribands from my body. But the stroke of the pendulum already
pressed upon my bosom. It had divided the serge of the robe.
It had cut through the linen beneath. Twice again it swung,
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and a sharp sense of pain shot through every nerve. But the
moment of escape had arrived. At a wave of my hand my de-
liverers hurried tumultuously away. With a steady move-
ment—cautious, sidelong, shrinking, and slow—I slid from
the embrace of the bandage and beyond the reach of the scimi-
tar. For the moment, at least, [ was free.

Free!—and in the grasp of the Inquisition! I had scarcely
stepped from my wooden bed of horror upon the stone floor
of the prison, when the motion of the hellish machine ceased
and I beheld i1t drawn up, by some invisible force, through the
ceiling. This was a lesson which I took desperately to heart.
My every motion was undoubtedly watched. Free!—I had but
escaped death in one form of agony, to be delivered unto
worse than death in some other. With that thought I rolled my
eyes nervously around on the barriers of iron that hemmed me
in. Something unusual—some change which, at first, I could
not appreciate distinctly—it was obvious, had taken place in
the apartment. For many minutes of a dreamy and trembling
abstraction, I busied myself in vain, unconnected conjecture.
During this period, 1 became aware, for the first time, of the
origin of the sulphurous light which illuminated the cell. It
proceeded from a fissure, about half an inch in width, ex-
tending entirely around the prison at the base of the walls,
which thus appeared, and were, completely separated from the
floor. I endeavored, but of course in vain, to look through the
aperture.

As I arose from the attempt, the mystery of the alteration
in the chamber broke at once upon my understanding. I have
observed that, although the outlines of the figures upon the
walls were sufficiently distinct, yet the colors seemed blurred
and indefinite. These colors had now assumed, and were mo-
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mentarily assuming, a startling and most intense brilliancy,
that gave to the spectral and fiendish portraitures an aspect
that might have thrilled even firmer nerves than my own.
Demon eyes, of a wild and ghastly vivacity, glared upon me
in a thousand directions, where none had been visible before,
and gleamed with the lurid lustre of a fire that I could not
force my imagination to regard as unreal.

Unreal!—Even while 1 breathed there came to my nostrils
the breath of the vapor of heated iron! A suffocating odor per-
vaded the prison! A deeper glow settled each moment in the
eyes that glared at my agonies! A richer tint of crimson dif-
fused itself over the pictured horrors of blood. 1 panted! 1
gasped for breath! There could be no doubt of the design of
my tormentors—oh! most unrelenting! oh! most demoniac of
men! I shrank from the glowing metal to the centre of the cell.
Amid the thought of the fiery destruction that impended, the
idea of the coolness of the well came over my soul like balm.
I rushed to its deadly brink. I threw my straining vision below.
The glare from the enkindled roof illumined its inmost re-
cesses. Yet, for a wild moment, did my spirit refuse to compre-
hend the meaning of what I saw. At length it forced—it
wrestled its way into my soul—it burned itself in upon my
shuddering reason.—Oh! for a voice to speak!—oh! horror!—
oh! any horror but this! With a shriek, I rushed from the mar-
gin, and buried my face in my hands—weeping bitterly.

The heat rapidly increased, and once again I looked up,
shuddering as with a fit of the ague. There had been a second
change in the cell—and now the change was obviously in the
form. As before, it was in vain that I, at first, endeavored to
appreciate or understand what was taking place. But not long
was I left in doubt. The Inquisitorial vengeance had been hur-
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ried by my two-fold escape, and there was to be no more dally-
ing with the King of Terrors. The room had been square. I
saw that two of its iron angles were now acute—two, conse-
quently, obtuse. The fearful difference quickly increased with
a low rumbling or moaning sound. In an instant the apartment
had shifted its form into that of a lozenge. But the alteration
stopped not here—I neither hoped nor desired it to stop. I
could have clasped the red walls to my bosom as a garment of
cternal peace. “‘Death,” 1 said, “any death but that of the
pit!” Fool! might I have not known that /nzo the pit it was the
object of the burning iron to urge me? Could I resist its glow?
or, if even that, could I withstand its pressure? And now, flat-
ter and flatter grew the lozenge, with a rapidity that left me
no time for contemplation. Its centre, and of course, its great-
est width, came just over the yawning gulf. I shrank back—
but the closing walls pressed me resistlessly onward. At length
for my seared and writhing body there was no longer an inch
of foothold on the firm floor of the prison. I struggled no more,
but the agony of my soul found vent in one loud, long, and
final scream of despair. I felt that I tottered upon the brink—
I averted my eyes—

There was a discordant hum of human voices! There was a
loud blast as of many trumpets! There was a harsh grating as
of a thousand thunders! The fiery walls rushed back! An out-
stretched arm caught my own as I fell, fainting, into the abyss.
It was that of General Lasalle. The French army had entered
Toledo. The Inquisition was in the hands of its enemies.
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"~  Heart

RUE!—NERVOUS—VERY, very dreadfully nervous 1 had

been and am; but why @/ you say that I am mad? The
disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled
them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. 1 heard all
things in the heaven and in the earth. | heard many things in
hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how health-
ily—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain;
but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there
was none. Passion there was none. [ loved the old man. He
had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For
his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was
this! He had the eye of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film
over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so
by degrees—very gradually—I made up my mind to take the
life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know
nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen
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how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what fore-
sight—with what dissimulation I went to work! | was never
kinder to the old man than during the whole week before |
killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the
latch of his door and opened it—oh so gently! And then, when
I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark
lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone out, and then
[ thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how
cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very slowly,
so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an
hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that 1
could see him as he lay upon his bed. Hal——would a madman
have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well
in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously—oh, so cau-
tiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so
much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eve. And this
I did for seven long nights—every night just at midnight—but
I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do
the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his
Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went
boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, call-
ing him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had
passed the night. So you see he would have been a very pro-
found old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at
twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in
opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly
than did mine. Never before that night, had 1 fe/s the extent
of my own powers—of my sagacity. | could scarcely contain
my feelings of triumph. To think that there [ was, opening
the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret
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deeds or thoughts. [ fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps
he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled.
Now you may think that I drew back—but no. His room was
as black as pitch with the thick darkness (for the shutters were
close fastened, through fear of robbers), and so I knew that he
could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it
on steadily, steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when
my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man
sprang up in bed, crying out—"“Who’s there?”

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did
not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him
liec down. He was stll sitting up in the bed listening;—just as
I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death
watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan
of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh,
no!—it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom
of the soul when overcharged with awe. 1 knew the sound
well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept,
it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its
dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. 1 say I knew it
well. 1 knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although
I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever
since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed.
His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been
trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been
saying to himself—*It is nothing but the wind in the chim-
ney—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “‘it is merely a
cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he had been try-
ing to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had

170



The old man’s terror must have been extreme!







The Tell-Tale Heart

found all in vain. A/ in vain; because Death, in approaching
him, had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enve-
loped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the
unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he nei-
ther saw nor heard—to fee/ the presence of my head within the
room.

When | had waited a long time, very patently, without
hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very
lictle crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imag-
ine how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length, a single dim
ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice
and fell full upon the vulture eve.

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I
gazed upon it. 1 saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull
blue, with a hideous veil over 1t that chilled the very marrow
in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man’s
face or person: for 1 had directed the ray as if by instinct,
precisely upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness
is but over acuteness of the senses?—now, | say, there came
to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes
when enveloped in cotton. 1 knew #ar sound well, too. It was
the beating of the old man’s heart. It increased my fury, as
the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet [ refrained and kept stll. 1 scarcely breathed.
I held the lantern motionless. [ tried how steadily 1 could
maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of
the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder
and louder every instant. 'The old man’s terror must have been
extreme! It grew louder, 1 say, louder every moment!—do vou
mark me well? 1 have told you that I am nervous: so 1 am.
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And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadtul
silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me
to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I re-
frained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! |
thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized
me—the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man’s
hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and
leaped into the room. He shricked once—once only. In an
instant [ dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed
over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done.
But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muftled
sound. T'his, however, did not vex me; 1t would not be heard
through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead.
I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was
stone, stone dead. 1 placed my hand upon the heart and held
it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone
dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when
[ describe the wise precautions 1 took for the concealment of
the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in si-
lence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head
and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the cham-
ber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced
the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not
even /is—could have detected any thing wrong. There was
nothing to wash out—no stain of any kind—no blood-spot
whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all—
ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four
o’clock—still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour,

172



The Tell-1ale Heart

there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open
it with a light heart,—for what had | »now to fear? There en-
tered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect sua-
vity, as officers of the police. A shrick had been heard by a
neighbor during the night; suspicion of foul play had been
aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and
they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.

I smiled,—for w/ar had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen wel-
come. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old
man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visi-
tors all over the house. I bade them search—search we//. 1 led
them, at length, to 4z chamber. I showed them his treasures,
secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, |
brought chairs into the room, and desired them /ere to rest
from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my
perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot be-
neath which reposed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satsfied. My manner had convinced them.
[ was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheer-
ily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself
getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I
fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted.
The ringing became more distinct:—it continued and became
more distinct: | talked more freely to get rid of the feeling:
but it continued and gained definiteness—until, at length, I
found that the noise was 7ot within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently,
and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and
what could I do? It was @ low, dull, quick sound—much such a
sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. 1 gasped for
breath—and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more
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quickly—more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased.
I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent
gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would
they not be gone? 1 paced the floor to and fro with heavy
strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men—
but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could 1 do? 1
foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which 1
had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise
arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder—
louder—/ouder! And stll the men chatted pleasantly, and
smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God!—no,
no! They heard!—they suspected!—they #Anew/—they were
making a mockery of my horrorl—this I thought, and this I
think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was
more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocriti-
cal smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and
now—again!—hark! louder! louder! louder! /ouder!

“Villains!” 1 shrieked, ‘“dissemble no more! I admit the
deed!—tear up the planks! here, here!—it is the beating of
his hideous heart!”
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FOR THE MosT wild, yet most homely narrative which I am
about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad in-
deed would I be to expect it, in a case where my very senses
reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not—and very surely
do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would un-
burthen my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the
world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of
mere household events. In their consequences, these events
have terrifiecd—have tortured—have destroyed me. Yet I will
not attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented
little but Horror—to many they will seem less terrible than
baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found
which will reduce my phantasm to the common-place—some
intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than
my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail
with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very
natural causes and effects.

From my infancy [ was noted for the docility and humanity
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of my disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspic-
uous as to make me the jest of my companions. I was espe-
cially fond of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a
great variety of pets. With these [ spent most of my time, and
never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This
peculiarity of character grew with my growth, and, in my man-
hood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure.
To those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and
sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining
the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable.
There 1s something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of
a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who has had
frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer
fidelity of mere Man.

[ married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposi-
tion not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for
domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of
the most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold fish, a fine dog,
rabbits, a small monkey, and a car.

"T'his latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, en-
tirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speak-
ing of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little
tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the an-
cient popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches
in disguise. Not that she was ever servous upon this point—and
I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it
happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto—this was the cat’s name—was my favorite pet and
playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever 1
went about the house. It was even with difficulty that I could
prevent him from following me through the streets.
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Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several vears, dur-
ing which my general temperament and character—through
the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance—had (I blush
to confess it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. |
grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless
of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate
language to my wife. At length, [ even offered her personal
violence. My pets, of course, were made to feel the change in
my disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For
Pluto, however, I still retained sufficient regard to restrain me
from maltreating him, as [ made no scruple of maltreating the
rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by accident, or
through affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew
upon me—for what disease is like Alcohol!—and at length
even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently
somewhat peevish—even Pluto began to experience the ef-
fects of my 1ll temper.

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of
my haunts about town, [ fancied that the cat avoided my pres-
ence. | seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he in-
flicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury
of a demon instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer.
My original soul seemed, at once, to take its flight from my
body; and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured,
thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-
pocket a pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the
throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! |
blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.

When reason returned with the morning—when [ had slept
off the fumes of the night’s debauch—I experienced a senti-
ment half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which [
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had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal
feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again plunged
into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the
deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of
the lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but
he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the
house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme
terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as
to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a
creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon
gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and
irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit
philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my
soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive
impulses of the human heart—one of the indivisible primary
faculues, or sentiments, which give direction to the character
of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself commit-
ting a vile or a silly action, for no other reason than because
he knows he should 7o’ Have we not a perpetual inclination,
in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law,
merely because we understand it to be such? This spirit of
perverseness, | say, came to my final overthrow. It was this
unfathomable longing of the soul 70 vex itself—to offer violence
to its own nature—to do wrong for the wrong’s sake only—that
urged me to continue and finally to consummate the injury |
had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One morning, in
cool blood, 1 slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the
limb of a tree;—hung it with the tears streaming from my
eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart;—hung it be-
cause 1 knew that it had loved me, and decause 1 felt it had
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given me no reason of offence;—hung it because 1 knew that
in so doing I was committing a sin—a deadly sin that would
so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it—if such a thing
were possible—even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of
the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done,
I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of
my bed were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was
with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made
our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was com-
plete. My enure worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I re-
signed myself thenceforward to despair.

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence
of cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But
[ am detailing a chain of facts—and wish not to leave even a
possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I vis-
ited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had fallen in.
This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very
thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against
which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had
here, in great measure, resisted the action of the fire—a fact
which [ attributed to its having been recently spread. About
this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons
seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with very
minute and eager attention. The words “‘strange!” “‘singular!”
and other similar expressions, excited my curiosity. | ap-
proached and saw, as if graven in bas relief upon the white
surface, the figure of a gigantic cer. The impression was given
with an accuracy truly marvelous. There was a rope about the
animal’s neck.

When I first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely re-
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gard it as less—my wonder and my terror were extreme. But
at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered,
had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the
alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the
crowd—by some one of whom the animal must have been cut
from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my
chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arous-
ing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed
the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the freshly-
spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and the
ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portrai-
ture as | saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not alto-
gether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it
did not the less fail to make a deep impression upon my fancy.
For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat;
and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-
sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as
to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among
the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for another
pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance,
with which to supply its place.

One night as 1 sat, half stupified, in a den of more than
infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black ob-
ject, reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads
of Gin, or of Rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the
apartment. | had been looking steadily at the top of this hogs-
head for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was
the fact that 1 had not sooner perceived the object thereupon.
[ approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black

cat—a very large one—fully as large as Pluto, and closely re-
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sembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white
hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a large,
although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole
region of the breast.

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred
loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with
my notice. This, then, was the very creature of which I was
in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but
this person made no claim to it—knew nothing of it—had
never seen it before.

I continued my caresses, and, when 1 prepared to go home,
the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. [ permitted
it to do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as [ proceeded.
When it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and
became immediately a great favorite with my wife.

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within
me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but
I know not how or why it was—its evident fondness for myself
rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings
of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. |
avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the re-
membrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from
physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or oth-
erwise violently ill use it; but gradually—very gradually—I
came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee
silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a pesti-
lence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the
discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like
Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This cir-
cumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as |
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have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity
of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and
the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for my-
self seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a perti-
nacity which it would be difficult to make the reader
comprchend. Whenever 1 sat, it would crouch beneath my
chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loath-
some caresses. If I arose to walk it would get between my feet
and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and
sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast.
At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I
was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my
former crime, but chiefly—let me confess it at once—by abso-
lute dread of the beast.

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil—and yet
I should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost
ashamed to own—yes, even in this felon’s cell, I am almost
ashamed to own—that the terror and horror with which the
animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of the merest
chimzras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had called
my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of
white hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the
sole visible difference between the strange beast and the one
I had destroyed. The reader will remember that this mark,
although large, had been originally very indefinite; but, by
slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a
long time my reason struggled to reject as fanciful—it had, at
length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now
the representation of an® object that I shudder to name—and
for this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid
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myself of the monster fad I dared—it was now, I say, the im-
age of a hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the GaLLows!—oh,
mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime—of
Agony and of Death!

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness
of mere Humanity. And @ brute beast—whose fellow 1 had con-
temptuously destroyed—a brute beast to work out for me—for
me a man, fashioned in the image of the High God—so much
of insufferable wo! Alas! neither by day nor by night knew I
the blessing of Rest any more! During the former the creature
left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I started, hourly,
from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of #e¢
thing upon my face, and its vast weight—an incarnate Night-
Mare that [ had no power to shake off—incumbent eternally
upon my #keart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble
remnant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts be-
came my sole intimates—the darkest and most evil of
thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper increased to ha-
tred of all things and of all mankind; while, from the sudden,
frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which I now
blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was
the most usual and the most patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some houschold er-
rand, into the cellar of the old building which our poverty com-
pelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep
stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to
madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath, the
childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a
blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved in-
stantly fatal had it descended as 1 wished. But this blow was
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arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference,
into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew my arm from
her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon
the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, 1 set myself forthwith,
and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the
body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house, cither
by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the
neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period |
thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and de-
stroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for
it in the floor of the cellar. Again, 1 deliberated about casting
it in the well in the yard—about packing 1t in a box, as if
merchandise, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a
porter to take it from the house. Finally 1 hit upon what I
considered a far better expedient than cither of these. I deter-
mined to wall it up in the cellar—as the monks of the middle
ages are recorded to have walled up their victims.

IFor a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its
walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered
throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the
atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one
of the walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or
fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to resemble the
rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace
the bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole
up as before, so that no eye could detect anything suspicious.

And in this calculation T was not deceived. By means of a
crow-bar 1 ecasily dislodged the bricks, and, having carcfully
deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that
position, while, with little trouble, 1 re-laid the whole structure
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as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair,
with every possible precaution, 1 prepared a plaster which
could not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very
carefully went over the new brick-work. When I had finished,
I felt sausfied that all was right. The wall did not present the
slightest appearance of having been disturbed. T'he rubbish on
the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked
around triumphantly, and said to myself—"“Here at least,
then, my labor has not been in vain.”

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the
cause of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly
resolved to put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it,
at the moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate;
but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the
violence of my previous anger, and forebore to present itself
in my present mood. It 1s impossible to describe, or to imag-
ine, the deep, the blissful sense of relhief which the absence
of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not
make its appearance during the night—and thus for one night
at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and
tranquilly slept; ave, s/pr even with the burden of murder
upon my soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor
came not. Once again I breathed as a free-man. The monster,
in terror, had fled the premises forever! 1 should behold it no
more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed
disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made,
but these had been readily answered. Even a search had been
instituted—but of course nothing was to be discovered. I
looked upon my future felicity as secured.

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the po-
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lice came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded
again to make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure,
however, in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, 1
felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accom-
pany them in their search. They left no nook or corner unex-
plored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they descended
into the cellar. 1 quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat
calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence. I walked the
cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon my bosom, and
roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly satistied
and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong
to be restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of
triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my guilt-
lessness.

“Gentlemen,” I said at last, as the party ascended the steps,
“I delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all
health, and a little more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen,
this—this is a very well constructed house.” [In the rabid de-
sire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at
all.]—*1 may say an excellently well constructed house. These
walls—are you going, gentlemen?—these walls are solidly put
together;”” and here, through the mere frenzy of bravado, 1
rapped heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon
that very portion of the brick-work behind which stood the
corpse of the wife of my bosom.

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the
Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows
sunk into silence, than I was answered by a voice from within
the tomb!—by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sob-
bing of a child, and then quickly swelling into one long, loud,
and continuous scream, utterly anomalous and inhuman—a
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howl—a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph,
such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the
throats of the damned in their agony and of the demons that
exult in the damnation.

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I stag-
gered to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the
stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of
awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms were toiling at the wall.
It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted
with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon
its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat
the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder,
and whose informing voice had consigned me to the hangman.
I had walled the monster up within the tomb!

187



~s= The Facts in the 7z

Case O£ M Valclemar

¥ COURSE I shall not pretend to consider it any matter for

wonder, that the extraordinary case of M. Valdemar has
excited discussion. It would have been a miracle had it not—
especially under the circumstances. Through the desire of all
parties concerned, to keep the affair from the public, at least
for the present, or until we had farther opportunities for inves-
tigation—through our endeavors to effect this—a garbled or
exaggerated account made its way into society, and became
the source of many unpleasant misrepresentations, and, very
naturally, of a great deal of disbelief.

It is now rendered necessary that [ give the facts—as far as
I comprehend them myself. They are, succinctly, these:

My attention, for the last three years, had been repeatedly
drawn to the subject of Mesmerism; and, about nine months
ago, it occurred to me, quite suddenly, that in the series of
experiments made hitherto, there had been a very remarkable
and most unaccountable omission:—no person had as yet been
mesmerized 2 articulo mortis. It remained to be seen, first,
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whether, in such condition, there existed in the patient any
susceptibility to the magnetic influence; secondly, whether, if
any existed, it was impaired or increased by the condition;
thirdly, to what extent, or for how long a period, the encroach-
ments of Death might be arrested by the process. There were
other points to be ascertained, but these most excited my curi-
osity—the last in especial, from the immensely important char-
acter of its consequences.

In looking around me for some subject by whose means I
might test these particulars, 1 was brought to think of my
friend, M. Ernest Valdemar, the well-known compiler of the
“Bibliotheca Forensica,” and author (under the nom de plume
of Issachar Marx) of the Polish versions of “Wallenstein” and
“Gargantua.” M. Valdemar, who has resided principally at
Harlaem, N.Y., since the year 1839, is (or was) particularly
noticeable for the extreme sparseness of his person—his lower
limbs much resembling those of John Randolph; and, also, for
the whiteness of his whiskers, in violent contrast to the black-
ness of his hair—the latter, in consequence, being very gener-
ally mistaken for a wig. His temperament was markedly
nervous, and rendered him a good subject for mesmeric exper-
iment. On two or three occasions 1 had put him to sleep with
little difficulty, but was disappointed in other results which his
peculiar constitution had naturally led me to anticipate. His
will was at no period positively, or thoroughly, under my con-
trol, and in regard to c/airvoyance, 1 could accomplish with him
nothing to be relied upon. I always attributed my failure at
these points to the disordered state of his health. For some
months previous to my becoming acquainted with him, his
physicians had declared him in a confirmed phthisis [similar to
tuberculosis]. It was his custom, indeed, to speak calmly of
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his approaching dissolution, as a matter neither to be avoided
nor regretted.

When the ideas to which 1 had alluded first occurred to me,
it was of course very natural that I should think of M. Valde-
mar. 1 knew the steady philosophy of the man too well to ap-
prehend any scruples from /4zm; and he had no relatives in
America who would be likely to interfere. I spoke to him
frankly upon the subject; and, to my surprise, his interest
seemed vividly excited. 1 say to my surprise; for, although he
had always yielded his person freely to my experiments, he
had never before given me any tokens of sympathy with what
I did. His discase was of that character which would admit of
exact calculation in respect to the epoch of its termination in
death; and it was finally arranged between us that he would
send for me about twenty-four hours before the period an-
nounced by his physicians as that of his decease.

It is now rather more than seven months since | received,
from M. Valdemar himself, the subjoined note:

My DearR P——,
You may as well come now. D and F are agreed

that I cannot hold out beyond to-morrow midnight; and |
think they have hit the time very nearly.
VALDEMAR.

I received this note within half an hour after it was written,
and in fifteen minutes more | was in the dying man’s chamber.
I had not seen him for ten days, and was appalled by the fearful
alteration which the brief interval had wrought in him. His face
wore a leaden hue; the eyes were utterly lustreless; and the
emaciation was so extreme that the skin had been broken
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through by the cheek-bones. His expectoration was excessive.
The pulse was barely perceptible. He retained, nevertheless,
in a very remarkable manner, both his mental power and a
certain degree of physical strength. He spoke with dis-
tinctness—took some palliative medicines without aid—and,
when I entered the room, was occupied in penciling memoranda
in a pocket-book. He was propped up in the bed by pillows.
Doctors D and F were in attendance.

After pressing Valdemar’s hand, I took these gentlemen aside,
and obrtained from them a minute account of the patient’s condi-
tion. The left lung had been for eighteen months in a semi-
osscous or cartilaginous state, and was, of course, entirely use-
less for all purposes of vitality. The right, in its upper portion,
was also partially, if not thoroughly, ossified, while the lower
region was merely a mass of purulent tubercles, running one
into another. Several extensive perforations existed; and, at one
point, permanent adhesion to the ribs had taken place. These
appearances in the right lobe were of comparatively recent date.
The ossification had proceeded with very unusual rapidity; no
sign of it had been discovered a month before, and the adhesion
had only been observed during the three previous days. Inde-
pendently of the phthisis, the patient was suspected of ancurism
of the aorta; but on this point the osseous symptoms rendered
an exact diagnosis impossible. It was the opinion of both physi-
cians that M. Valdemar would die about midnight on the morrow
(Sunday). It was then seven o’clock on Saturday evening.

On quitting the invalid’s bed-side to hold conversation with
myself, Doctors D and F had bidden him a final fare-
well. It had not been their intention to return; but, at my re-
quest, they agreed to look in upon the patient about ten the
next night.
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When they had gone, I spoke freely with M. Valdemar on
the subject of his approaching dissolution, as well as, more
particularly, of the experiment proposed. He still professed him-
self quite willing and even anxious to have it made, and urged
me to commence it at once. A male and a female nurse were in
attendance; but I did not feel myself altogether at liberty to
engage in a task of this character with no more reliable witnesses
than these people, in case of sudden accident, might prove. 1
therefore postponed operations until about eight the next night,
when the arrival of a medical student with whom I had some
acquaintance, (Mr. Theodore [.——1,) relieved me from farther
embarrassment. It had been my design, originally, to wait for
the physicians; but I was induced to proceed, first, by the urgent
entreaties of M. Valdemar, and secondly, by my conviction that
I had not 2 moment to lose, as he was evidently sinking fast.

Mr. L | was so kind as to accede to my desire that he
would take notes of all that occurred; and it is from his memo-
randa that what [ now have to relate is, for the most part, either
condensed or copied verbatim.

It wanted about five minutes of eight when, taking the pa-
tient’s hand, I begged him to state, as distinctly as he could, to
Mr. LL I, whether he (M. Valdemar) was entirely willing that
I should make the experiment of mesmerizing him in his then
condition.

He replied feebly, yet quite audibly, ‘“Yes, I wish to be
mesmerized”’—adding immediately afterwards, ““I fear you have
deferred it too long.”

While he spoke thus, I commenced the passes which 1 had
already found most effectual in subduing him. He was evidently
influenced with the first lateral stroke of my hand across his
forehead; but although I exerted all my powers, no farther per-
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ceptible effect was induced until some minutes after ten o’clock,
when Doctors D and F called, according to appoint-
ment. [ explained to them, in a few words, what I designed,
and as they opposed no objection, saying that the patient was
already in the death agony, I proceeded without hesitation—
exchanging, however, the lateral passes for downward ones, and
directing my gaze entirely into the right eye of the sufferer.

By this time his pulse was imperceptible and his breathing
was stertorous, and at intervals of half a minute.

This condition was nearly unaltered for a quarter of an hour.
At the expiration of this period, however, a natural although a
very deep sigh escaped the bosom of the dying man, and the
stertorous breathing ceased—that is to say, its stertorousness
was no longer apparent; the intervals were undiminished. The
patient’s extremitics were of an icy coldness.

At five minutes before eleven I perceived unequivocal signs
of the mesmeric influence. The glassy roll of the eye was
changed for that expression of uneasy izward examination which
is never seen except in cases of sleep-waking, and which it is
quite impossible to mistake. With a few rapid lateral passes |
made the lids quiver, as in incipient sleep, and with a few more
[ closed them altogether. I was not satistied, however, with this,
but continued the manipulations vigorously, and with the fullest
exertion of the will, until I had completely stiffened the limbs
of the slumberer, after placing them in a seemingly easy posi-
tion. The legs were at full length; the arms were nearly so, and
reposed on the bed at a moderate distance from the loins. The
head was very slightly elevated.

When [ had accomplished this, it was fully midnight, and [
requested the gentlemen present to examine M. Valdemar’s
condition. After a few experiments, they admitted him to be in
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an unusually perfect state of mesmeric trance. The curiosity of
both the physicians was greatly excited. Dr. D resolved at
once to remain with the patient all night, while Dr. F took
leave with a promise to return at daybreak. Mr. L. I and the
nurses remained.

We left M. Valdemar entirely undisturbed until about three
o’clock in the morning, when I approached him and found him
in precisely the same condition as when Dr. F went away—
that is to say, he lay in the same position; the pulse was imper-
ceptible; the breathing was gentle (scarcely noticeable, unless
through the application of a mirror to the lips); the eyes were
closed naturally; and the limbs were as rigid and as cold as
marble. Still, the general appearance was certainly not that of
death.

As I approached M. Valdemar I made a kind of half effort to
influence his right arm into pursuit of my own, as I passed the
latter gently to and fro above his person. In such experiments
with this patient I had never perfectly succeeded before, and
assuredly 1 had little thought of succeeding now; but to my
astonishment, his arm very readily, although feebly, followed
every direction I assigned it with mine. I determined to hazard
a few words of conversation.

“M. Valdemar,” I said, ‘“‘are you asleep?” He made no an-
swer, but I perceived a tremor about the lips, and was thus
induced to repeat the question, again and again. At its third
repetition, his whole frame was agitated by a very slight shiv-
ering; the eye-lids unclosed themselves so far as to display a
white line of the ball; the lips moved sluggishly, and from
between them, in a barely audible whisper, issued the words:

“Yes;—asleep now. Do not wake me!—Ilet me die so!”

I here felt the limbs and found them as rigid as ever. The
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right arm, as before, obeyed the direction of my hand. I ques-
tioned the sleep-waker again:

“Do vou still feel pain in the breast, M. Valdemar?”

T’he answer now was immediate, but even less audible than
before:

“No pain—I am dying.”

I did not think it advisable to disturb him farther just then,
and nothing more was said or done until the arrival of Dr. F ]
who came a little before sunrise, and expressed unbounded
astonishment at finding the patient still alive. After feeling the
pulse and applying a mirror to the lips, he requested me to
speak to the sleep-waker again. I did so, saying:

“M. Valdemar, do you still sleep?”’

As before, some minutes elapsed ere a reply was made; and
during the interval the dying man seemed to be collecting his
energies to speak. At my fourth repetition of the question, he
said very faintly, almost inaudibly:

“Yes; sull asleep—dying.”

[t was now the opinion, or rather the wish, of the physicians,
that M. Valdemar should be suffered to remain undisturbed in
his present apparently tranquil condition, until death should
supervene—and this, it was generally agreed, must now take
place within a few minutes. I concluded, however, to speak to
him once more, and merely repeated my previous question.

While I spoke, there came a marked change over the counte-
nance of the sleep-waker. The eyes rolled themselves slowly
open, the pupils disappearing upwardly; the skin generally as-
sumed a cadaverous hue, resembling not so much parchment as
white paper; and the circular hectic spots which, hitherto, had
been strongly defined in the centre of each cheek, went out at
once. | use this expression, because the suddenness of their
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departure put me in mind of nothing so much as the extinguish-
ment of a candle by a puff of the breath. The upper lip, at the
same time, writhed itself away from the teeth, which it had
previously covered completely; while the lower jaw fell with an
audible jerk, leaving the mouth widely extended, and disclosing
in full view the swollen and blackened tongue. I presume that
no member of the party then present had been unaccustomed
to death-bed horrors; but so hideous beyond conception was the
appearance of M. Valdemar at this moment, that there was a
general shrinking back from the region of the bed.

I now feel that I have reached a point of this narrative at
which every reader will be startled into positive disbelief. It is
my business, however, simply to proceed.

T'here was no longer the faintest sign of vitality in M. Valde-
mar; and concluding him to be dead, we were consigning him
to the charge of the nurses, when a strong vibratory motion was
observable in the tongue. This continued for perhaps a minute.
At the expiration of this period, there issued from the distended
and motionless jaws a voice—such as it would be madness in me
to attempt describing. There are, indeed, two or three epithets
which might be considered as applicable to it in part; I might
say, for example, that the sound was harsh, and broken and
hollow; but the hideous whole is indescribable, for the simple
reason that no similar sounds have ever jarred upon the ear of
humanity. There were two particulars, nevertheless, which I
thought then, and still think, might fairly be stated as character-
istic of the intonation—as well adapted to convey some idea of
its unearthly peculiarity. In the first place, the voice seemed to
reach our ears—at least mine—from a vast distance, or from
some deep cavern within the earth. In the second place, it
impressed me (I fear, indeed, that it will be impossible to make
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myself comprehended) as gelatinous or glutinous matters im-
press the sense of touch.

I have spoken both of *“‘sound” and of ‘“‘voice.” I mean to
say that the sound was one of distinct—of even wonderfully,
thrillingly distinct—syllabification. M. Valdemar spofée—obvi-
ously in reply to the question I had propounded to him a few
minutes before. 1 had asked him, it will be remembered, if he
still slept. He now said:

“Yes;—no;—I1 have been sleeping—and now—now—/ am
dead.”

No person present even affected to deny, or attempted to
repress, the unutterable, shuddering horror which these few
words, thus uttered, were so well calculated to convey. Mr.
L I (the student) swooned. The nurses immediately left
the chamber, and could not be induced to return. My own
impressions | would not pretend to render intelligible to the
reader. For nearly an hour, we busied ourselves, silently—with-
out the utterance of a word—in endeavors to revive Mr. LL—I.
When he came to himself, we addressed ourselves again to an
investigation of M. Valdemar’s condition.

It remained in all respects as I have last described it, with
the exception that the mirror no longer afforded evidence of
respiration. An attempt to draw blood from the arm failed. 1
should mention, too, that this limb was no farther subject to my
will. 1 endeavored in vain to make it follow the direction of
my hand. The only real indication, indeed, of the mesmeric
influence, was now found in the vibratory movement of the
tongue, whenever | addressed M. Valdemar a question. He
seemed to be making an effort to reply, but had no longer
sufficient volition. To queries put to him by any other person
than myself he seemed utterly insensible—although 1 endeav-
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ored to place cach member of the company in mesmeric rapport
with him. I believe that [ have now related all that is nccessary
to an understanding of the sleep-waker’s state at this cpoch.
Other nurses were procured; and at ten o’clock I left the house
in company with the two physicians and Mr. L. .

In the afternoon we all called again to see the patient. His
condition remained precisely the same. We had now some dis-
cussion as to the propriety and feasibility of awakening him; but
we had littdle difficulty in agreeing that no good purpose would
be served by so doing. It was evident that, so far, death (or what
is usually termed death) had been arrested by the mesmeric
process. It seemed clear to us all that to awaken M. Valdemar
would be merely to insure his instant, or at least his speedy
dissolution.

From this period until the close of last week—an nterval of
nearly seven months—we continued to make daily calls at M.
Valdemar’s house, accompanied, now and then, by medical and
other friends. All this time the sleep-waker remained exactly as 1
have last described him. "T'he nurses’ attentions were continual.

[t was on Friday last that we finally resolved to make the
experiment of awakening, or attempting to awaken him; and it
is the (perhaps) unfortunate result of this latter experiment
which has given rise to so much discussion in private circles—
to so much of what I cannot help thinking unwarranted popular
feeling.

For the purpose of relieving M. Valdemar from the mesmeric
trance, | made use of the customary passes. These, for a ume,
were unsuccessful. The first indication of revival was afforded
by a partial descent of the iris. It was observed, as especially
remarkable, that this lowering of the pupil was accompanied by
the profuse out-flowing of a yellowish ichor (from beneath the
lids) of a pungent and highly offensive odor.
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[t was now suggested that I should attempt to influence the
patient’s arm, as heretofore. I made the attempt and failed. Dr.
I then intimated a desire to have me put a question. I did
so, as follows:

“M. Valdemar, can you explain to us what are your feelings
or wishes now?”

T'here was an instant return of the hectic circles on the cheeks:
the tongue quivered, or rather rolled violently in the mouth
(although the jaws and lips remained rigid as before); and at
length the same hideous voice which I have already described,
broke forth:

“For God’s sake!l-—quick!—quick!—put me to sleep—or,
quick!—waken me!—quick!—/7 say 1o you that I am dead"”

I was thoroughly unnerved, and for an instant remained unde-
cided what to do. At first I made an endeavor to re-compose the
patient; but, failing in this through total abeyance of the will, I
retraced my steps and as earnestly struggled to awaken him. In
this attempt [ soon saw that I should be successful—or at least
[ soon fancied that my success would be complete—and I am
sure that all in the room were prepared to see the patient
awaken.

For what really occurred, however, it is quite impossible that
any human being could have been prepared.

As I rapidly made the mesmeric passes, amid ejaculations of
“dead! dead!” absolutely dursting from the tongue and not from
the lips of the sufferer, his whole frame at once—within the
space of a single minute, or even less, shrunk—crumbled—
absolutely rotted away beneath my hands. Upon the bed, before
that whole company, there lay a nearly liquid mass of loath-
some—of detestable putridity.
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THE THOUSAND INJURIES of Fortunato I had borne as I best
could, but when he ventured upon insult I vowed re-
venge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not
suppose, however, that I gave utterance to a threat. At length
I would be avenged; this was a point definitely settled—but
the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded
the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with impu-
nity. A wrong i1s unredressed when retribution overtakes its
redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to
make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had 1
given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I continued, as
was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive
that my smile #ow was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point—this Fortunato—although in other re-
gards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He
prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few lwalians
have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusi-
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asm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity, to practice
imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In paint-
ing and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a
quack, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this
respect I did not differ from him materially;—I was skilful in
the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I
could.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness
of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He ac-
costed me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking
much. The man wore motley. He had on a tght-fitting parti-
striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap
and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should
never have done wringing his hand.

[ said to him—*“My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met.
How remarkably well you are looking today. But | have re-
ceived a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my
doubts.”

“How?”’ said he. “Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in
the middle of the carnival!”

“l have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to
pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in the
matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing
a bargain.”

“Amontillado!”

“I have my doubts.’

“Amontillado!”

“And I must sausfy them.”

“Amontillado!”

“As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any
one has a cntical turn it is he. He will tell me—"

b
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“Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry.”

“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for
your own.”’

“Come, let us go.”

“Whither?”

“T'o your vaults.”

“My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. |
perceive you have an engagement. Luchesi—"

“I have no engagement;—come.”’

“My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe
cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are
insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre.”

“Let us go, nevertheless. The cold 1s merely nothing.
Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as for
Luchesi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado.”

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and
putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelaire closely
about my person, | suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to
make merry in honor of the time. I had told them that I should
not return until the morning, and had given them explicit or-
ders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient,
I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and
all, as soon as my back was turned.

[ took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to
Fortunato, bowed him through several suites of rooms to the
archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and
winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he fol-
lowed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood
together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Mon-
tresors.
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The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his
cap jingled as he strode.

“The pipe,” he said.

“It 1s farther on,” said I; “but observe the white web-work
which gleams from these cavern walls.”

He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two
filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication.

“Nitre?” he asked, at length.

“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?”

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh!
ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!”

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for manv mi-
nutes.

“It 1s nothing,” he said, at last.

“Come,” 1 said, with decision, “we will go back;- your
health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved;
vou are happy, as once 1 was. You are a man to be missed.
For me it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and
[ cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi—"

“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere nothing; it will
not Kill me. I shall not die of a cough.”

“True—true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I had no intention
of alarming vou unnecessarily—but you should use all proper
caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the
damps.”

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which [ drew from
a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould.

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine.

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded
to me famiharly, while his bells jingled.

“I drink,” he said, ‘“‘to the buried that repose around us.”
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“And 1 to your long life.”

He again took my arm, and we proceeded.

“T'hese vaults,” he said, “‘are extensive.”

“T'he Montresors,” 1 rephied, “were a great and numerous
family.”

“I forget your arms.”

“A huge human foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes
a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the heel.”

“And the motto?”

“Nemo me impune lacessit.”

“Good!” he said.

T'he wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own
fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had passed through long
walls of piled bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling,
into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. 1 paused again, and
this time | made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the
clbow.

“The nitre!” [ said; “‘see, it increases. It hangs like moss
upon the vaults. We are below the rniver’s bed. The drops of
moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere
it is too late. Your cough—"

“It 1s nothing,” he said; ““let us go on. But first, another
draught of the Medoc.”

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied
it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed
and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not
understand.

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement—a
grotesque one.

“You do not comprehend?” he said.

“Not I,” T replied.
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““T'hen you are not of the brotherhood.”

“How?”

“You are not of the masons.”

“Yes, vyes,” I said; “yes, yes.”

“You? Impossible! A mason?”

“A mason,” I replied.

“A sign,” he said, ‘“‘a sign.”

“Ic is this,” T answered, producing from beneath the folds
of my roquelaire a trowel.

“You jest,”” he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. “‘But let us
proceed to the Amontillado.”

“Be it s0,” I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and
again offering him my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. We
continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed
through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and de-
scending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness
of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another
less spacious. Its walls had been lined with human remains,
piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great cata-
combs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still
ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bones
had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth,
forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall
thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a
still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width
three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been con-
structed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely
the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof
of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscrib-
ing walls of solid granite.
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It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, en-
deavored to pry into the depth of the recess. Its termination
the feeble light did not enable us to see.

“Proceed,” 1 said; ‘“‘herein is the Amontillado. As for
[Luchesi—"

“He is an ignoramus,” interrupted my friend, as he stepped
unsteadily forward, while I followed immediately at his heels.
In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and
finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewil-
dered. A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite.
In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other
about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a
short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links
about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure
it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key
[ stepped back from the recess.

“Pass your hand,” I said, “‘over the wall; you cannot help
feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once more let me
implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you.
But [ must first render you all the little attentions in my
power.”

“T'he Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered
from his astonishment.

“True,” 1 replied; “the Amontillado.”

As | said these words 1 busied myself among the pile of
bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside,
I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With
these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigor-
ously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

I had scarcely laid the-first tier of the masonry when I dis-
covered that the intoxication of Fortunato had in a great mea-

)
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sure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low
moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was #or the cry of
a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. |
laid the second ter, and the third, and the fourth; and then [
heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for
several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with
the more satisfaction, I ceased my labors and sat down upon
the bones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the
trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth,
and the seventh ter. The wall was now nearly upon a level
with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux
over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure
within.

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly
from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me vio-
lently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Un-
sheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess;
but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand
upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I
reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who clam-
ored. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in volume and in
strength. I did this, and the clamorer grew still.

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close.
[ had completed the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. 1
had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there re-
mained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I strug-
gled with its weight; I placed it partally in its destined
position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh
that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a
sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the
noble Fortunato. The voice said—
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“Ha! ha! hal—he! he! he!'—a very good joke, indeed—an
excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh about it at the
palazzo—he! he! he!l—over our wine—he! he! he!”

“The Amontillado!” T said.

“He! he! he!—he! he! he!l—yes, the Amonullado. But is it
not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at the palazzo,
the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone.”

“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.”

“Ior the love of God, Montresor!”

“Yes,” I said, “‘for the love of God!”

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew
impatient. I called aloud—

“Fortunato!”

No answer. I called again—

“Fortunato!”

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aper-
ture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only a
jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness
of the catacombs that made it so. 1 hastened to make an end
of my labor. I forced the last stone into its position; [ plastered
it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart
of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed
them. In pace requiescat!
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NEVER KNEW any one so keenly alive to a joke as the king

was. He seemed to live only for joking. To tell a good story
of the joke kind, and to tell it well, was the surest road to his
favor. Thus it happened that his seven ministers were all
noted for their accomplishments as jokers. They all took after
the king, too, in being large, corpulent, oily men, as well as
inimitable jokers. Whether people grow fat by joking, or
whether there is something in fat itself which predisposes to a
joke, I have never been quite able to determine; but certain
it is that a lean joker is a rara avis in terris.

About the refinements, or, as he called them, the “ghosts”
of wit, the king troubled himself very little. He had an espe-
cial admiration for breadth in a jest, and would often put up
with /Jength, for the sake of it. Over-niceties wearied him. He
would have preferred Rabelais’s “Gargantua,” to the “Zadig”
of Voltaire: and, upon the whole, practical jokes suited his
taste far better than verbal ones.

At the date of my narrative, professing jesters had not alto-
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gether gone out of fashion at court. Several of the great conti-
nental “‘powers” still retained their “fools,” who wore motley,
with caps and bells, and who were expected to be always ready
with sharp witticisms, at a moment’s notice, in consideration
of the crumbs that fell from the roval table.

Our king, as a matter of course, retained his “fool.” The
fact is, he reguired something in the way of folly—if only to
counterbalance the heavy wisdom of the seven wise men who
were his ministers—not to mention himself.

His fool, or professional jester, was not on/y a fool, however.
His value was trebled in the eyes of the king, by the fact of
his being also a dwart and a cripple. Dwarfs were as common
at court, in those days, as fools; and many monarchs would
have found it difficult to get through their days (days are rather
longer at court than elsewhere) without both a jester to laugh
with, and a dwarf to laugh @z. But, as I have already observed,
your jesters, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, are fat,
round and unwieldy—so that it was no small source of self-
gratulation with our king that, in Hop-Frog (this was the fool’s
name) he possessed a triplicate treasure in one person.

[ believe the name “Hop-Frog” was #or that given to the
dwarf by his sponsors at baptism, but it was conferred upon
him, by general consent of the seven ministers, on account of
his inability to walk as other men do. In fact, Hop-Frog could
only get along by a sort of interjectional gait—something be-
tween a leap and a wriggle—a movement that atforded illimit-
able amusement, and of course consolation, to the king, for
(notwithstanding the protuberance of his stomach and a consti-
tutional swelling of the head) the king, by his whole court,
was accounted a capital figure.

But although Hop-Frog, through the distortion of his legs,
could move only with great pain and difficulty along a road or
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floor, the prodigious muscular power which nature seemed to
have bestowed upon his arms, by way of compensation for de-
ficiency in the lower limbs, enabled him to perform many feats
of wonderful dexterity, where trees or ropes were in question,
or anything else to climb. At such exercises he certainly much
more resembled a squirrel, or a small monkey, than a frog.

I am not able to say, with precision, from what country Hop-
Frog originally came. It was from some barbarous region, how-
ever, that no person ever heard of—a vast distance from the
court of our king. Hop-Frog, and a young girl very little less
dwarfish than himself (although of exquisite proportions, and
a marvelous dancer), had been forcibly carried off from their
respective homes in adjoining provinces, and sent as presents
to the king, by one of his ever-victorious generals.

Under these circumstances, it is not to be wondered at that
a close intimacy arose between the two little captives. Indeed,
thev soon became sworn friends. Hop-Frog, who, although he
made a great deal of sport, was by no means popular, had it
not in his power to render Trippetta many services; but she,
on account of her grace and exquisite beauty (although a
dwarf), was universally admired and petted: so she possessed
much influence; and never failed to use it, whenever she
could, tor the benefit of Hop-Frog.

On some grand state occasion—I forget what—the king de-
termined to have a masquerade; and whenever a masquerade,
or anvthing of that kind, occurred at our court, then the talents
both of Hop-Frog and Trippetta were sure to be called in play.
Hop-Frog, in especial, was so inventive in the way of getting
up pageants, suggesting novel characters, and arranging cos-
tume, for masked balls, that nothing could be done, it seems,
without his assistance.

T'he night appointed for the fére had arrived. A gorgeous hall
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had been fitted up, under Trippetta’s eye, with every kind of
device which could possibly give éclat to a masquerade. The
whole court was in a fever of expectation. As for costumes and
characters, it might well be supposed that everybody had come
to a decision on such points. Many had made up their minds
(as to what réles they should assume) a week, or even a month,
in advance; and, in fact, there was not a particle of indecision
anvwhere—except in the case of the king and his seven minis-
ters. Why #4ey hesitated I never could tell, unless they did it
by way of a joke. More probably, they found it difficult, on
account of being so fat, to make up their minds. At all events,
ume flew; and, as a last resource, they sent for T'rnppetta and
Hop-Frog.

When the two little friends obeyed the summons of the
king, they found him sitting at his wine with the seven mem-
bers of his cabinet council; but the monarch appeared to be in
a very ill humor. He knew that Hop-Frog was not fond of
wine; for it excited the poor cripple almost to madness; and
madness is no comfortable feeling. But the king loved his prac-
tical jokes, and took pleasure in forcing Hop-Frog to drink and
(as the king called it) “‘to be merry.”

“Come here, Hop-Frog,” said he, as the jester and his
friend entered the room; “swallow this bumper to the health
of vour absent friends [here Hop-Frog sighed] and then let
us have the benefit of vour invention. We want characters—
characters, man—something novel—out of the way. We are
wearied with this everlasting sameness. Come, drink! the wine
will brighten your wits.”

Hop-Frog endeavored, as usual, to get up a jest in reply to
these advances from the king; but the effort was too much. It
happened to be the poor dwarf’s birthday, and the command
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to drink to his “absent friends” forced the tears to his eyes.
Many large, bitter drops fell into the goblet as he took it, hum-
bly, from the hand of the tyrant.

“Ah! ha! ha! ha!” roared the latter, as the dwarf reluctantly
drained the beaker. “See what a glass of good wine can do!
Why, your evyes are shining already!”

Poor fellow! his large eyes gleamed, rather than shone; for
the effect of wine on his excitable brain was not more powerful
than instantaneous. He placed the goblet nervously on the ta-
ble, and looked round upon the company with a half-insane
stare. They all seemed highly amused at the success of the
king’'s ‘yoke.”

“And now to business,” said the prime minister, a very fat

man.
“Yes,” said the king; “come, Hop-Frog, lend us your assis-
tance. Characters, my fine fellow; we stand in need of charac-
ters—all of us—ha! ha! ha!” and as this was seriously meant
for a joke, his laugh was chorused by the seven.

Hop-Frog also laughed, although feebly and somewhat va-
cantly.

“Come, come,” said the king, impatiently, “‘have you noth-
ing to suggest?”’

“I am endeavoring to think of something novel/,” replied the
dwarf, abstractedly, for he was quite bewildered by the wine.

“Endeavoring!” cried the tyrant, fiercely; “what do you
mean by #at? Ah, 1 perceive. You are sulky, and want more
wine. Here, drink this!” and he poured out another goblet full
and offered it to the cripple, who merely gazed at it, gasping
for breath.

“Drink, I say!” shouted the monster, “‘or by the fiends—"

T'he dwarf hesitated. The king grew purple with rage. The
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courtiers smirked. Trippetta, pale as a corpse, advanced to the
monarch’s seat, and, falling on her knees before him, implored
him to spare her friend.

The tyrant regarded her, for some moments, in evident
wonder at her audacity. He seemed quite at a loss what to do
or say—how most becomingly to express his indignation. At
last, without uttering a syllable, he pushed her violently from
him, and threw the contents of the brimming goblet in her
face.

The poor girl got up as best she could, and, not daring even
to sigh, resumed her position at the foot of the table.

There was a dead silence for about a half a minute, during
which the falling of a leaf, or of a feather might have been
heard. It was interrupted by a low, but harsh and protracted
grating sound which seemed to come at once from every corner
of the room.

“What—what—w/ar are you making that noise for!” de-
manded the king, turning furiously to the dwarf.

T'he latter seemed to have recovered, in great measure, from
his intoxication, and looking fixedly but quietly into the ty-
rant’s face, merely ejaculated:

“I—I? How could it have been me?”

“T'he sound appeared to come from without,” observed one
of the courners. “‘I fancy it was the parrot at the window,
whetting his bill upon his cage-wires.”

“True,” replied the monarch, as if much reheved by the
suggestion; “‘but, on the honor of a knight, I could have sworn
that it was the gritting of this vagabond’s teeth.”

Hereupon the dwarf laughed (the king was too confirmed a
joker to object to any one’s laughing), and displayed a set of
large, powerful, and very repulsive teeth. Moreover, he
avowed his perfect willingness to swallow as much wine as de-
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sired. The monarch was pacified; and having drained another
bumper with no very perceptible ill effect, Hop-Frog entered
at once, and with spirit, into the plans for the masquerade.

“I cannot tell what was the association of idea,” observed
he, very tranquilly, and as if he had never tasted wine in his
life, ““but just after your majesty had struck the girl and thrown
the wine in her face—yust after your majesty had done this,
and while the parrot was making that odd noise outside the
window, there came into my mind a capital diversion—one of
my own country frolics—often enacted among us, at our mas-
querades: but here it will be new altogether. Unfortunately, how-
ever, it requires a company of eight persons, and—"

“Here we are!” cried the king, laughing at his acute discov-
ery of the coincidence; “eight to a fraction—I and my seven
ministers. Come! what is the diversion?”

“We call it,” replied the cripple, “the Eight Chained Ourang-
Outangs, and it really is excellent sport if well enacted.”

“We will enact it,” remarked the king, drawing himself up,
and lowering his eyelids.

“I'he beauty of the game,” continued Hop-Frog, *lies in
the fright it occasions among the women.”

“Capital!” roared in chorus the monarch and his ministry.

“I will equip you as ourang-outangs,”” proceeded the dwarf;
“leave all that to me. The resemblance shall be so striking,
that the company of masqueraders will take vyou for real
beasts—and, of course, they will be as much terrified as aston-
ished.”

“Oh, this is exquisite!” exclaimed the king. “Hop-Frog! 1
will make a man of you.”

“T'he chains are for the purpose of increasing the confusion
by their jangling. You are supposed to have escaped, en masse,
from your keepers. Your majesty cannot conceive the ¢ffect pro-

b
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duced, at a masquerade, by eight chained ourang-outangs,
imagined to be real ones by most of the company; and rushing
in with savage cries, among the crowd of delicately and gor-
geously habited men and women. The contrast is inimitable.”

“It must be,” said the king: and the council arose hurriedly
(as it was growing late), to put in execution the scheme of
Hop-Frog.

His mode of equipping the party as ourang-outangs was very
simple, but effective enough for his purposes. The animals in
question had, at the epoch of my story, very rarely been seen
in any part of the civilized world; and as the imitations made
by the dwarf were sufficiently beast-like and more than suffi-
ciently hideous, their truthfulness to nature was thus thought
to be secured.

The king and his ministers were first encased in tight-fitting
stockinet shirts and drawers. They were then saturated with
tar. At this stage of the process, some one of the party sug-
gested feathers; but the suggestion was at once overruled by
the dwarf, who soon convinced the eight, by ocular demonstra-
tion, that the hair of such a brute as the ourang-outang was
much more efficiently represented by flax. A thick coating of
the latter was accordingly plastered upon the coating of tar. A
long chain was now procured. First, it was passed about the
waist of the king, and tied; then about another of the party,
and also tied; then about all successively, in the same manner.
When this chaining arrangement was complete, and the party
stood as far apart from each other as possible, they formed a
circle; and to make all things appear natural, Hop-Frog passed
the residue of the chain, in two diameters, at right angles,
across the circle, after the fashion adopted, at the present day,
by those who capture chimpanzees, or other large apes, in
Borneo.
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The grand saloon in which the masquerade was to take
place, was a circular room, very lofty, and receiving the light
of the sun only through a single window at top. At night (the
season for which the apartment was especially designed), it
was illuminated principally by a large chandelier, depending
by a chain from the centre of the sky-light, and lowered, or
elevated, by means of a counter-balance as usual; but (in order
not to look unsightly) this latter passed outside the cupola and
over the roof.

The arrangements of the room had been left to Trippetta’s
superintendence; but, in some particulars, it scems, she had
been guided by the calmer judgment of her friend the dwarf.
At his suggestion it was that, on this occasion, the chandelier
was removed. Its waxen drippings (which, in weather so warm,
it was quite impossible to prevent) would have been seriously
detrimental to the rich dresses of the guests, who, on account
of the crowded state of the saloon, could not «// be expected
to keep from out its centre—that is to say, from under the
chandelier. Additional sconces were set in various parts of the
hall, out of the way; and a flambeau, emitting sweet odor, was
placed in the right hand of each of the Caryatides that stood
against the wall—some fifty or sixty altogether.

The eight ourang-outangs, taking Hop-Frog’s advice, waited
patiently until midnight (when the room was thoroughly filled
with masqueraders) before making their appearance. No
sooner had the clock ceased striking, however, than they
rushed, or rather rolled in, all together—for the impediment
of their chains caused most of the party to fall, and all to stum-
ble as they entered.

The excitement among the masqueraders was prodigious,
and filled the heart of the king with glee. As had been antici-
pated, there were not a few of the guests who supposed the
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ferocious-looking creatures to be beasts of some kind in reality,
if not precisely ourang-outangs. Many of the women swooned
with affright; and had not the king taken the precaution to
exclude all weapons from the saloon, his party might soon have
expiated their frolic in cheir blood. As it was, a general rush
was made for the doors; but the king had ordered them to
be locked immediately upon his entrance; and, at the dwarf’s
suggestion, the keys had been deposited with Aim.

While the tumult was at its height, and each masquerader
attentive only to his own safety—(for, in fact, there was much
real danger from the pressure of the excited crowd)—the chain
by which the chandelier ordinarily hung, and which had been
drawn up on its removal, might have been seen very gradually
to descend, until its hooked extremity came within three feet
of the floor.

Soon after this, the king and his seven friends, having reeled
about the hall in all directions, found themselves, at length,
in its centre, and, of course, in immediate contact with the
chain. While they were thus situated, the dwarf, who had fol-
lowed closely at their heels, inciting them to keep up the com-
motion, took hold of their own chain at the intersection of the
two portions which crossed the circle diametrically and at right
angles. Here, with the rapidity of thought, he inserted the
hook from which the chandelier had been wont to depend;
and, in an instant, by some unseen agency, the chandelier-
chain was drawn so far upward as to take the hook out of
reach, and, as an inevitable consequence, to drag the ourang-
outangs together in close connection, and face to face.

The masqueraders, by this time, had recovered, in some
measure, from their alarm; and, beginning to regard the whole
matter as a well-contrived pleasantry, set up a loud shout of
laughter at the predicament of the apes.
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“Leave them to me!” now screamed Hop-Frog, his shrill
voice making itself easily heard through all the din. “‘Leave
them to me. I fancy I know them. If I can only get a good look
at them, / can soon tell who they are.”

Here, scrambling over the heads of the crowd, he managed
to get to the wall; when, seizing a flambeau from one of the
Caryatides, he returned, as he went, to the centre of the
room—Ieaped, with the agility of a monkey, upon the king’s
head—and thence clambered a few feet up the chain—holding
down the torch to examine the group of ourang-outangs, and
stll screaming, **/ shall soon find out who they are!”

And now, while the whole assembly (the apes included)
were convulsed with laughter, the jester suddenly uttered a
shrill whistle; when the chain flew violently up for about thirty
feet—dragging with it the dismayed and struggling ourang-ou-
tangs, and leaving them suspended in mid-air between the
sky-light and the floor. Hop-Frog, clinging to the chain as it
rose, still maintained his relative position in respect to the
eight maskers, and still (as if nothing were the matter) contin-
ued to thrust his torch down towards them, as though endeav-
oring to discover who they were.

So thoroughly astonished were the whole company at this
ascent, that a dead silence, of about a minute’s duration, en-
sued. It was broken by just such a low, harsh, grasing sound,
as had before attracted the attention of the king and his coun-
cillors, when the former threw the wine in the face of Trip-
petta. But, on the present occasion, there could be no question
as to whence the sound issued. It came from the fang-like teeth
of the dwarf, who ground them and gnashed them as he
foamed at the mouth, and glared, with an expression of mania-
cal rage, into the upturned countenances of the king and his
seven companions.

219



EpGcar ALLaN PoE

“Ah, ha!” said at length the infuriated jester. “Ah, ha! I
begin to sce who these people are, now!” Here, pretending to
scrutinize the king more closely, he held the flambeau to the
flaxen coat which enveloped him, and which instantly burst
into a sheet of vivid flame. In less than half a minute the
whole cight ourang-outangs were blazing fiercely, amid the
shriecks of the multitude who gazed at them from below, hor-
ror-stricken, and without the power to render them the slight-
¢St assistance.

At length the flames, suddenly increasing in virulence,
forced the jester to climb higher up the chain, to be out of
their reach; and, as he made this movement, the crowd again
sank, for a brief instant, into silence. The dwarf seized his
opportunity, and once more spoke:

“l now see distinctly,” he said, “what manner of people
these maskers are. They are a great king and his seven privy-
councillors—a king who does not scruple to strike a defence-
less girl, and his seven councillors who abet him in the out-
rage. As for myself, I am simply Hop-Frog, the jester—and
this 1s my last jest.”

Owing to the high combustibility of both the flax and the
tar to which it adhered, the dwarf had scarcely made an end
of his brief speech before the work of vengeance was com-
plete. "T'he eight corpses swung in their chains, a fetid, black-
ened, hideous, and indistinguishable mass. T'he cripple hurled
his torch at them, clambered leisurely to the ceiling, and dis-
appeared through the sky-light.

[t 1s supposed that Trippetta, stationed on the roof of the
saloon, had been the accomplice of her friend in his fiery re-
venge, and that, together, they effected their escape to their
own country: for neither was seen again.
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The City in the Sea

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne
In a strange city lying alone

Far down within the dim West,
Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best
Have gone to their eternal rest.

There shrines and palaces and towers
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)
Resemble nothing that is ours.
Around, by lifting winds forgot,
Resignedly beneath the sky

T'he melancholy waters lie.

No rays from the holy heaven come down
On the long night-time of that town;

But light from out the lurid sea

Streams up the turrets silently—

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free—
Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls—
Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls—

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers—
Up many and many a marvellous shrine
Whose wreathéd friezes intertwine

‘T'he viol, the violet, and the vine.
Resignedly beneath the sky

T'he melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there
That all seem pendulous in air,
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While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.

T'here open fanes and gaping graves
Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie

In each idol’s diamond eye—

Not the gaily-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;
For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass—

No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-oft happicr sca—

No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hideously serene.

But lo, a stir is in the air!

The wave—there i1s a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,

In shightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

T'he waves have now a redder glow—
The hours are breathing faint and low—
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence.
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The Sleeper

At midnight, in the month of June,

I stand beneath the mystic moon.

An opiate vapor, dewy, dim,

Exhales from out her golden rim,
And, softly dripping, drop by drop,
Upon the quict mountain top,

Steals drowsily and musically

Into the universal valley.

The rosemary nods upon the grave;
The lily lolls upon the wave;
Wrapping the fog about its breast,
The ruin moulders into rest;
Looking like Lethe, see! the lake

A conscious slumber seems to take,
And would not, for the world, awake.
All Beauty sleeps!—and lo! where lies
Irene, with her Destinies!

Oh, lady bright! can it be right—
This window open to the night?

The wanton airs, from the tree-top,
Laughingly through the lattice drop—
The bodiless airs, a wizard rout,

Flit through thy chamber in and out,
And wave the curtain canopy

So fitfully—so fearfully
Above the closed and fringéd lid

"Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lics hid,
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That, o’er the floor and down the wall,
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall!
Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear?

Why and what art thou dreaming here?
Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas,

A wonder to these garden trees!
Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress!
Strange, above all, thy length of tress,
And this all solemn silentness!

The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
Which is enduring, so be deep!

Heaven have her in its sacred keep!

This chamber changed for one more holy,
This bed for one more melancholy,

I pray to God that she may lie

Forever with unopened eve,

While the pale sheeted ghosts go by!

My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
As it is lasting, so be deep!

Soft may the worms about her creep!
Far in the forest, dim and old,

For her may some tall vault unfold—
Some vault that oft hath flung its black
And wingéd panels fluttering back,
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls,

Of her grand family funerals—

Some sepulchre, remote, alone,
Against whoseportal she hath thrown,
In childhood, many an idle stone—
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Some tomb from out whose sounding door
She ne’er shall force an echo more,
T'hrilling to think, poor child of sin!

It was the dead who groaned within.

a7~

Lenore

Ah, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown forever!

Let the bell toll'—a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river;

And, Guy De Vere, hast #ou no tear’—weep now or never
more!

See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore!

Come! let the burial rite be read—the funeral song be sung!—

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young—

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.

“Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for her
pride,

And when she fell in feeble health, ve blessed her—that she
died!

How shall the ritual, then, be read’—the requiem how be sung

By you—Dby vours, the evil eye,—by vours, the slanderous
tongue

T'hat did to death the innocence that died, and died so
young?”’
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Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong!

The sweet Lenore hath “‘gone before,” with Hope, that flew
beside,

L.eaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy
bride—

For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies,

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes—

The life sull there, upon her hair—the death upon her eyes.

“Avaunt!—avaunt! from fiends below, the indignant ghost is
riven—

From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven—

I'rom grief and groan, to a golden throne, beside the King of
Heaven.

Let 70 bell toll then!—lest her soul, amid its hallowed mirth,

Should catch the note as 1t doth float up from the damnéd
Earth!—

And I!'—to-night my heart is light! No dirge will I upraise,

But waft the angel on her flight with a Paan of old days!”
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Tl’le 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.
“*T'is some visitor,” | 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
LLenore—

Nameless Aere 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 stll 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 1s and nothing more.’

b
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Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, ““or Madam, truly your forgiveness 1 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,
T'hat I scarce was sure | heard you”—here I opened wide the
door;—
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long | stood there
wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal 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 somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said 1, “‘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;—
“T'is the wind and nothing more!”’
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The Raven

Open here | 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 and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

“T’hough thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” 1 said, “are
sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly
shore—

T'ell 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—Ilittle 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 the placid bust, spoke only
I'hat one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he
fluttered—
Tl I scarcely more than muttered “‘Other friends have flown
before—
On the morrow /e will leave me, as my Hopes have flown
before.”
T'hen 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—
‘T'ill the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of ‘Never—nevermore.’”’

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy 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.”
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The Raven

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,
Ste shall press, ah, nevermore!

I'hen, 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 evill-—prophet still, if bird or
devill—
Whether T'empter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here
ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—rtell me truly, I implore—
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, 1
implore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”
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“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evill—prophet still, it 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
[.enore—

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 hath
spoken!

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

T'ake 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, s#2// 1s 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
tloor

Shall be lifted—nevermore!
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And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door . . .







Ulalume

The skies they were ashen and sober;
The leaves they were crisped and sere—
The leaves they were withering and sere;
[t was night in the lonesome October
Of my most immemorial year;
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,
In the misty mid region of Weir—
It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

Here once, through an alley Titanic,
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul—
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul.

These were days when my heart was volcanic
As the scoriac rivers that roll—
As the lavas that restlessly roll

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek
In the ultimate climes of the pole—

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek
In the realms of the boreal pole.

Our talk had been serious and sober,
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere—
Our memories were treacherous and sere—
For we knew not the month was October,
And we marked not the night of the year—
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)
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We noted not the dim lake of Auber—

(Though once we had journeyed down here)—
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

And now, as the night was senescent
And star-dials pointed to morn—
As the star-dials hinted of morn—

At the end of our path a liquescent
And nebulous lustre was born,

Out of which a miraculous crescent
Arose with a duplicate horn—

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent
Distinct with its duplicate horn.

And I said—*‘She is warmer than Dian:
She rolls through an ether of sighs—
She revels in a region of sighs:

She has seen that the tears are not dry on
T'hese cheeks, where the worm never dies,

And has come past the stars of the Lion
To point us the path to the skies—
To the Lethean peace of the skies—

Jome up, in despite of the Lion,
To shine on us with her bright eyes—

Come up through the lair of the Lion,
With love in her luminous eyes.”

But Psyche, uplifting her finger,

Said—*‘Sadly this star I mistrust—
Her pallor I strangely mistrust:—
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Oh, hasten!—oh, let us not linger!
Oh, fly!—let us fly!—for we must.”
In terror she spoke, letting sink her
Wings until they trailed in the dust—
In agony sobbed, letting sink her
Plumes till they trailed in the dust—
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.

I replied—‘“Thhis is nothing but dreaming:
Let us on by this tremulous light!
[Let us bathe in this crystalline light!
Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming
With Hope and in Beauty to-night:—
See!—it flickers up the sky through the night!
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,
And be sure 1t will lead us aright—
We safely may trust to a gleaming
That cannot but guide us aright,
Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.”

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,
And tempted her out of her gloom—
And conquered her scruples and gloom;
And we passed to the end of the vista,
But were stopped by the door of a tomb—
By the door of a legended tomb;
And I said—““What is written, sweet sister,
On the door of this legended tomb?”’
She replied—*“Ulalume—Ulalume—
“Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!”
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Then my heart it grew ashen and sober
As the leaves that were crispéd and sere—
As the leaves that were withering and sere,
And I cried—*It was surely October
On #his very night of last year
That I journeyed—I journeyed down here—
That I brought a dread burden down here—
On this night of all nights in the year,
Ah, what demon has tempted me here?
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber—
This misty mid region of Weir—
Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

238



For Annie

Thank Heaven! the crisis—
The danger is past,

And the lingering illness
Is over at last—

And the fever called “Living”
Is conquered at last.

Sadly, I know

I am shorn of my strength,
And no muscle I move

As I lie at full length—
But no matter!—I feel

I am better at length.

And I rest so composedly
Now, in my bed,

That any beholder
Might fancy me dead—

Might start at beholding me,
Thinking me dead.

The moaning and groaning,
The sighing and sobbing,
Are quieted now,
With that horrible throbbing
At heart:—ah, that hornble,
Horrible throbbing!
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The sickness—the nausca—
The pitiless pain—

Have ceased with the fever
That maddened my brain—

With the fever called *“Living”
T'hat burned in my brain.

And oh! of all tortures
That torture the worst
Has abated—the terrible
Torture of thirst
For the napthaline river
Of Passion accurst:—
I have drank of a water
That quenches all thirst:—

Of a water that flows,
Witch a lullaby sound,
From a spring but a very few
Feet under ground—
From a cavern not very far
Down under ground.

And ah! let it never
Be foolishly said
That my room it is gloomy
And narrow my bed;
For man never slept
In a different bed—
And, to sleep, you must slumber
In just such a bed.
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For Annie

My tantalized spirit
Here blandly reposes,
Forgetting, or never
Regretting, its roses—
Its old agitations
Of myrtles and roses:

For now, while so quietly
Lying, it fancies
A holier odor
About it, of pansies—
A rosemary odor,
Commingled with pansies—
With rue and the beautiful
Puritan pansies.

And so it lies happily,
Bathing in many
A dream of the truth
And the beauty of Annie—
Drowned in a bath
Of the tresses of Annie.

She tenderly kissed me,

She fondly caressed,
And then [ fell gently

To sleep on her breast—
Deeply to sleep

From the heaven of her breast.

When the light was extinguished,
She covered me warm,
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And she prayed to the angels
T'o keep me from harm—

To the queen of the angels
To shield me from harm.

And I lie so composedly,
Now, in my bed,
(Knowing her love)
That you fancy me dead—
And I rest so contentedly,
Now, in my bed,

(With her love at my breast)
That you fancy me dead—
T'hat you shudder to look at me,

Thinking me dead:—

But my heart it is brighter
Than all of the many
Stars of the sky,
For it sparkles with Annie—
[t glows with the light
Of the love of my Annie—
With the thought of the light
Of the eyes of my Annie.
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Annal)el Lee

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

T'hat a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of ANNABEL LEE;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

[ was a child and s/e was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my ANNABEL LEE—

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful ANNABEL LEE;

So that her high-born kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

T'o shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

T'he angels, not half so happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me—

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
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T'hat the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my ANNABEL LEE.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we—
And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LLEE;
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
In the sepulchre there by the sea—
In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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The Bells

I

Hear the sledges with the bells—
Silver bells!
What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
In the icy air of night!
While the stars that oversprinkle
All the heavens, seem to twinkle
With a crystalline delight;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells
From the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

I1

Hear the mellow wedding bells—
Golden bells!
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
Through the balmy air of night
How they ring out their delight!—
From the molten-golden notes,
And all in tune,
What a liquid ditty floats
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
On the moon!
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Oh, from out the sounding cells
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!
How it swells!
How it dwells
On the Future!—how it tells
Of the rapture that impels
To the swinging and the ringing
Of the bells, bells, bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

I

Hear the loud alarum bells—
Brazen bells!
What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!
In the startled ear of night
How they scream out their affright!
"Too much horrified to speak,
They can only shriek, shriek,
Out of tune,
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,
Leaping higher, higher, higher,
With a desperate desire,
And a resolute endeavor
Now—now to sit, or never,
By the side of the pale-faced moon.
Oh, the bells, bells, bells!
What a tale their terror tells
Of Despair!
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How they clang, and clash, and roar!
What a horror they outpour
On the bosom of the palpitating air!
Yet the ear, it fully knows,
By the twanging,
And the clanging,
How the danger ebbs and flows;
Yet the ear distinctly tells,
In the jangling,
And the wrangling,
How the danger sinks and swells,
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells—
Of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
In the clamor and the clanging of the bells!

IV

Hear the tolling of the bells—

Iron bells!
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
In the silence of the night,
How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of their tone!

For every sound that floats

From the rust within their throats
Is a groan.

And the people—ah, the people—

They that dwell up in the steeple,
All alone,
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And who, tolling, tolling, tolling,
In that muffled monotone,
Feel a glory in so rolling
On the human heart a stone—
They are neither man nor woman—
They are neither brute nor human—
They are Ghouls:—
And their king it is who tolls:—
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,
Rolls
A pzan from the bells!
And his merry bosom swells
With the pazan of the bells!
And he dances, and he yells;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
T'o the pzan of the bells:—
Of the bells:
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the throbbing of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells—
To the sobbing of the bells:—
Keeping time, time, time,
As he knells, knells, knells,
In a happy Runic rhyme,
To the rolling of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells:—
To the tolling of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.
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Alone

From childhood’s hour I have not been
As others were—I have not seen

As others saw—I could not bring

My passions from a common spring.
From the same source | have not taken
My sorrow; [ could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tone;
And all I lov'd, [ lov’d alone.
Then—in my childhood—in the dawn
Of a most stormy life—was drawn
From ev’ry depth of good and ill
The mystery which binds me still:
From the torrent, or the fountain,
From the red chiff of the mountain,
From the sun that 'round me roll’d
In its autumn tint of gold—

From the lightning in the sky

As 1t pass’d me flying by—

From the thunder and the storm,
And the cloud that took the form
(When the rest of Heaven was blue)
Of a demon in my view.

249



THE BEAUTIFUL
Illustrated Junior Library’
EDITIONS

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN,
Tre, Mark Twain, [llustrated by
Donald McKay

ADVENTURES OF PinoccHio, Carlo
Collodi, Hlustrated by Fritz Kredel

ADVENTURES OF ToM SAWYER, THE,
Mark Twain, Illustrated by Donald
McKay

Agsop's FaLEs, [llustrated by Fritz
Kredel

ALICE IN WONDERLAND AND THROUGH
THE LOOKING GLass, Lewis Carroll,
lustrated by John Tenniel

ANDERSEN'S FAIrY TaLes, Illustrated by
Arthur Szyk

ANNE OF AVONLEA, L. M. Montgomery,
[lustrated by Clare Sieffert

ANNE OF GREEN GABLES, L. M.
Montgomery, Illustrated by Jody Lee

ANNE OF THE IsLanp, L. M. Montgomery,
Ilustrated by Mark Graham

AraBiaN Nigurs, THE, [ustrated by Earle
Goodenow

Brack BEauTy, Anna Sewell, Illustrated
by Fritz Eichenberg

CarLL oF THE WILD AND OTHER STORIES,
Tre, Jack London, Hlustrated by
Kyuzo Tsugami

Five Lrrrie PEppERS AND How THEY
GRrEW, Margaret Sidney, Illustrated by
William Sharp

GrosTLY TALES AND EERIE POEMS OF
Epcar ArLan Pok, Hlustrated by
Larry Schwinger

GrimMms’ Farry Taves, Hlustrated by Fritz

Kredel

GuLLIVER'S TRAVELS, Jonathan Swift,
Hlustrated by Aldren Watson

Haxns BRINKER, Mary M. Dodge,
Illustrated by C. L. Baldridge

Heipi, Johanna Spyri, Hlustrated by
William Sharp

JaNe Evre, Charlotte Bronté, Illustrated by
Kathy Mitchell

JuxGLE Book, ThE, Rudyard Kipling,
[ustrated by Fritz Eichenberg

KinG ArRvHUR AND His KNIGH TS OF THE
Rounb TasLe, Edited by Sidney
Lanier, Hlustrated by Florian

Lrerie MEN, Louisa May Alcott,
Iustrated by D. W. Gorsline

LirrLe PrincEss, A, Frances Hodgson
Burnett, Hlustrated by Jamichael
Henterly

LirrLe WoMmEeN, Louisa May Alcott,
Hlustrated by Louis Jambor

MERRY ADVENTURES OF RosiN Hoob,
Thr, Howard Pyle, Illustrated by
LLawrence Beall Smith

PeTeR PaN, J. M. Barrie, [lustrated by
Michael Conway

Pribe AND PREJUDICE, Jane Austen,
Ilustrated by Julie Downing

Roginson CrUsOE, Daniel Defoe,
[ustrated by Lynd Ward

StcrET GARDEN, THE, Frances Hodgson
Burnett, Illustrated by Kathy Mitchell

Swiss FamiLy RosinsoN, THE, Johann R.
Wyss, Illustrated by Lynd Ward

TALE or Two Ciries, A, Charles Dickens,
[Hustrated by Rafaello Busoni

THRrEE MUSKETEERS, THE, Alexandre
Dumas, [lustrated by Norman Price
and E. C. Van Swearingen

TreasURE Is.AND, Robert Louis
Stevenson, lllustrated by Norman
Price

WinD IN THE WiLLows, THE, Kenneth
Grahame, Illustrated by Dick Cuffari

Wizarp or Oz, THE, L. Frank Baum,
Hlustrated by Evelyn Copelman












ISBN O-448-40533-4

8 ““'ll
=)
0""70918"40533"" 4

e



