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INTRODUCTION

by Thomas Albright

Edgar Allan Poe was an enigma to most of his contemporaries, and he has
remained to this day one of the most misunderstood figures in American
literature.

It was perhaps problem enough that Poe’s writing ran the gamut from
concisely scaled poetry to short stories (themselves ranging from Gothic ro-
mances and horror tales to the first intimations of science fiction and the detec-
tive story) and essays that ranked among the most distinguished works of
literary criticisin of his age—every form except the extended epic poem or
ambitious novel to which most writers, both in America and Europe, were then
turning their attention.

Although Poe’s ostensible medium was words, his expression embraced
iinagery as intense as any painter’s and the abstract sounds and rhythms nor-
mally associated with music. At a time when most of his countrymen strove to
create a hiterature that would be distinctly American—in subject and setting
(Cooper, Irving) or in a more generalized ethos (Emerson, Thoreau)—Poe
shrugged aside such cultural nativism. Like Shakespeare, he allowed his imag-
ination to travel freely through space and time; the settings of Poe’s stories
range from medieval Hungary ("Metzengerstein™) and Inquisition Spain
(“The Pit and the Pendulum”) to a futuristic, otherworldly “Aidenn” (“The
Conversation of Eiros and Charmion”) and a nature walk in upstate New York
that seems very close to Thoreau's Walden (“Landor’s Cottage”). In the process,
Poe traveled into the deepest and most clouded areas of human feeling and
experience. “Truth,” he wrote, “lies in the huge abysses where wisdom is
sought—not in the palpable places where she is found.” And he penetrated to
the very core of the collective psyche, or soul, by probing so deeply into his
own.

The extent to which Poe attained universality can be gauged by the early
recognition that his work received in Europe (if not in the United States), the
incalculable influence it exerted on the French symbolist poets and, through
them, on the entire development of modern visual art as well as literature. As



his art transcended nationality, it has also endured time. To be sure, it has
suffered occasional reverses, as his rigorously metrical poetry did during the
heyday of free verse, but always it has come back anew, like an organic part of
human consciousness that cannot be wished away or shoved aside.

Yet the most misunderstood, or at least Overexaggcrated, aspect of Poe’s
work remains. This is, of course, the macabre, bizarre, “irrational” qualities
that dominated his vision. Underlined by accounts of Poe’s various phobias, his
alcoholism, and his experimentation with drugs, these qualities suggested to
some writers the curious and eccentric, but thereby stunted and imperfect,
workings of a mind hanging on the edge of insanity. The sense of horror that
pervades much of Poe’s writing cannot, of course, be denied—fear forms one
of the most universal realms of human experience, and no artist was more
skillful than Poe at eliciting it—nor can the fact that he suffered tragically in his
personal life. Yet there was never any overindulgence or excess in Poe’s art. By
no means all of his visions were nightmares, and even the nightmares were
governed by a supremely disciplined order wherein—as in the similarly mis-
understood work of Katka—the terrifying was inseparably united with the
beautiful, the strange with the eerily familiar, the morose with the satirical or
oddly humorous (the French poet Charles Baudelaire, whose translations in-
troduced Poe’s work to Europe, was among the first to point to the “prankster”
in Poe’s make-up). Poe’s vision may have been Romantic in its mystery and
passion, but he approached it with a classical, almost scientific, analytical preci-
sion, which built the most impalpable atmospheres and moods into concrete
details and shapes, and dissected the intangibles of emotion—despair, guilt,




love, loneliness—with a rigor that anticipated psychoanalysis. Above all, there
is a brillance and lucidity that give Poe’s dark insights, like those of Kafka, a
sense of truth, of an almost religious revelation. For beyond all else, in an age
when exploration of the geographical world was approaching a saturation
point, Poe was an explorer of the mind, braving dangers and obstacles such as
only the mind knows how to penetrate, beyond the frontiers of common expe-
rience and consciousness, but always for the purpose of bringing what he
found back to expand the boundaries of human reason. Or, as Poe put it in
attacking the “noble savage” ideal propounded by Rousseau (and few other
critics of his time could be as pointed or as caustic), the natural state of man is
not savagery but the development of those qualities that most distinguish him
from beasts. “Not unual he has stepped upon the highest pinnacle of
cvilization—will his natural state be ulumately reached.”

Few artists today could have the affinity with Poe’s goals and methods that
Satty brings to his illustrations of these fourteen works. Satty grew up in
post-war Germany, where the ruins of cities were his “playground” and the
shell of an abandoned church tower served as the equivalent of a backyard
clubhouse; his studio near the San Francisco waterfront occupies a dark, win-
dowless cellar that has been converted into a bizarre environment resembling
an alchemist’s laboratory, furnished with throwaway “found objects” and
heavy carpeting that covers sand of the original pre-Gold Rush beach. But
Satty’s visionary heritage of Grunewald, Frederich, and Ernst has been coun-
terbalanced by training and an early career in engineering and industrial
design; his youthtul readings of Goethe by more recent studies of Jung and
Marshall McLuhan. In these illustrations, as in the more self-contained visuals
of his previous books, The Cosmic Bicycle and Time Zone, Sitty has worked very
much as Poe did, following his imagination to wherever it might lead, but then
reconstructing his visions with the utmost discipline, exactitude, and artistic
“logic.” Oddly, Satty did not encounter Poe’s work until recently, but this has
given him the distinct advantage of objectivity. Freed from the preconceptions
fostered by generations of Hollywood horror movies, Sitty has rediscovered
the infinite variety and nuances of mood and feeling in Poe. His selection of
stories, as well as his illustrations, reflect this richness and also the open-ended
nature of Poe’s work, for of course the world to which Poe’s writing provides a
door is one that each reader must ultimately explore himself.

At a time when the conventions that for so long have passed as “reality”
have proven lunatic in their own way, we are perhaps less prone than before to
equate the “irrational” with madness, in which case it may be that we are now
able to share Poe’s visions in a spirit closer to that with which they were
conceived. If these worlds still seem strange, it is only an indication of how
much still remains to be explored.
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Qui n'a plus qu'un moment a vivre
N’a plus rien a dissimuler.
Quinault—Atys

OF My country and of my family I have little to say. Ill 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
methodise the stories which early study diligently garnered up. Beyond
all things, the works of the German moralists gave me great delight: not
from my ill-advised admiration of their eloquent madness, but from the
ease with which my habits of rigid thoughts enabled me to detect their
falsities. I have often been reproached with the aridity of my genius; a
deficiency of imagination has been imputed 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 refer-
ring 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 precincts of truth by the ignes
fatui of superstition. I have thought proper to premise thus much, lest
the incredible tale 1 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 Islands: 1 went as passenger—having no
other inducement than a kind of nervous restlessness which haunted me
as a hend.

2
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Our vessel was a beauutul ship ol about Tour hundred tons,
copper-fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak. She was
freighted with cotton-wool and oil, [rom the Lachadive Islands. We had
also on board coir, jaggeree, ghee. cocoanuts, and a few cases of oprum.
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 atong the eastern coast of Java, without any other incident to
beguile the monotony of our course than the occasional meeting with
some of the small grabs of the Archipelago to which we were bound.

One evening, leaning over the taftrail, I observed a very singular
isolated cloud, to the N. W, It was remarkable, as well from its color as
from its being the first we had seen since our departure from Batavia. 1
watched 1t attentively untl sunset, when it spread all at once to the
castward 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
afterward attvacted by the dusky-red appearance ot the moon, and the
peculiar character of the sea. The latter was under going a rapid change,
and the water seemed more than usually transparent. Allh()uoh | ((m](l
distinctly see the bottom, yet, heaving the lead, T 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 ot wind died away, and a more entire calm
it is impossible to conceive. The Hame of a candle burned upon the pooyp
without the least perceptible motion, and a long hair, held between the
finger and thamb, 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 anchor let go. No watch was set. and the crew, consisting
principally of Malays, stretched themselves deliberately upon deck.
went below—not without a full presentiment of evil. Indeed, every ap-
pearance warranted me in apprehending a simoon. I told the captain of
my fears; but he paid no attention to what I said, and left me without
dcwmno to give a reply. My uneasiness, however, prevented me {from
.\lC(])lllh, and about nn(lmghl I went upon deck. As T placed my loot
upon the upper step of the companion-ladder, I was startled by a loud,
humming noise, like that occasioned by the rapid revolution ol a mill-
wheel. and betore I could ascertain its meaning, I found the ship quiver-
ing to its centre. In the next instant a wilderness of foam hurled us upon
our beam-ends, and, rushing over us fore and aft, swept the entre
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, yet, as her
masts had gone by the board, she rose, after a minute, heav 1l) from the
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sea, and, staggering awhile beneath the immense pressure ol the tem-
pest. fimally righted.

By what miracle 1 escaped destruction, it is impossible to say. Stun-
ned by the shock of the water, I found myself, upon recovery, jammed
in between the stern-post and rudder. With great difhiculty I regained
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 engulfed. After a while I heard the voice of an old Swede, who had
shipped with us at the moment of leaving port. I hallooed to him with
all my strength, and presently he came recling att. 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 perished while they slept, for the cabins were deluged
with water. Without assistance we could expect to do little for the secu-
rity of the ship, and our exertions were at first paralyzed by the momen-
tary expectation of going down. Our cable had. of course, parted like
pack-thread, at the first breath of the hurricane, or we should have been
instantaneously overwhelmed. We scudded with frighttul velocity be-
fore the sea, and the water 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 joy we found the
pumps unchoked. and that we had made no great shifting of our bal-
List. The main fury ol the blast had already blown over, and we ap-
prehended littde danger from the violence of the wind: but we looked
forward to its total cessation with dismay; well believing, that i 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 quantity of jaggeree, procured
with great difficulty from the forecastle—the hulk flew at a rate defying
computation, before rapidly succeeding flaws of wind, which, without
equalling the first violence of the simoon, were still more terrific than
any tempest 1 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 day 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 hght. There
were no clouds apparent, yet 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
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reflection, as if all its ravs were polarized. Just betore sinking within the
turgid sea. its central fires suddenly went out. as if hurriedly extin-
guished by some unaccountable power. It was a dim. silver-like rim,
alone, as 1t rushed down the unfathomable ocean.

We waited mn vain for the arrival of the sixth day—that dav to me
has not vet 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
accustomed in the tropics. We observed. too. that, although the tempest
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. Superstitious terror crept by degrees into
the spirit of the old Swede. and my own soul was wrapt in silent wonder.
We neglected all care of the ship. as worse than useless. and securing
ourselves as well as possible. to the stump of the mizzen-mast. looked out
bitterly into the world of ocean. We had no means of calculating time.
nor could we form anv guess of our situation. 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 anvthing I had imagined possible. and that we were not in-
stantly buried is a miracle. My companion spoke of the lightness of our
cargo. and reminded me of the excellent qualities of our ship: but I
could not help feeling the utter hopelessness of hope itself. and pre-
pared myself gloomily for that death which I thought nothing could
defer bevond an hour. as. with everv knot of way the ship made. the
swelling of the black stupendous seas became more dismally appalling.
At times we gasped for breath at an elevation bevond the albatross—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 abvsses, when a quick scream
from my companion broke fearfully upon the night. “See! see!™ cried
he. shrieking in my ears, "Almighty God! see! see!” As he spoke I be-
came 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 brilliancy upon
our deck. Casting mv eves upwards. I beheld a spectacle which froze the
current of my blood. At a terrific height directly above us. and upon the
very verge of the precipitous descent. hovered a gigantic ship of

THE SUN AROSE. . . . 1T GAVEOUT NO LIGHT. PROPERLY
SO CALLED. BUT A DULL AND SULLEN GLOW WITHOUT
REFLECTION. AS 1F ALL ITS RAYS WERE POLARIZED.
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10 MS. FounD IN A BOTTLE

perhaps four thousand tons. Although upreared upon the summit of a
wave more than a hundred times her own altitude, her apparent size
still exceeded that of any ship of the line or East Indianman in existence.
Her huge hull was of a deep dingy black, unrelieved by any of the
customary carvings of a ship. A single row ot brass cannon protruded
from her open ports, and dashed from the polished surfaces the fires of
imnumerable battle-lanterns which swung to and fro about her rigging.
But what mainly inspired us with horror and astomishment, 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 subhmity, then trem-
bled, and tottered, and—came down.

At this instant, I know not what sudden self-possession came over
my spirit. Staggering as far aft as I 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 de-
scending mass struck her, consequently in that portion of her frame
which was nearly under water, and the inevitable result was to hurl me,
with irresistible violence, upon the rigging of the stranger.

As 1 tell, the ship hove in stays, and went about: and to the confu-
sion ensuing I attributed my escape from the notice of the crew. With
litte difficulty I made my way. unperceived, to the main hatchway,
which was partally open, and soon found an opportunity of secreting
myself in the hold. Why I did so I can hardly tell. An indefinite sense of
awe, which at first sight of the navigators ol 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 ap-
prehension. 1 therefore thought proper to contrive a hiding-place in the
hold. This I did by removing a small portion of the shilting-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 ol great age and infirmity. His knees tottered beneath a load of
years, and his entire frame quivered under the burthen. He muttered to
himself, in a low broken tone, some words ol a language which 1 could
not understand, and groped in a corner among a pile of singular-

CASTING MY EYES UPWARDS, 1 BENELD A SPECTACLE
WHICII FROZE THE CURRENT OF MY BLOOD. AT A TER-
RIFIC [IEIGHT DIRECTLY ABOVE US, AND UPON THE VERY
VERGE OF THE PRECIPITOUS DESCENT, HOVERED A
GIGANTIC SHIP, OF PERHAPS FOUR THOUSAND TONS.
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looking instruments, and decayed charts ol navigation. His manner was
a wild mixture of the peevishness of second childhood, and the solemn
dignity ol a God. He at length went on deck, and I saw him no more.

£ ® *®

A feeling, for which 1 have no name, has taken possession of my
a sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which the lessons of
bygone time are inadequate, and for which I fear futurity itself will olter
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 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 my soul.

soul

[tis long since I first trod the deck of this terrible ship, and the rays
of my destiny are, I think, gathering to a focus. Incomprehensible men!
Wrapped up in meditations of a kind which I cannot divine, they pass
me by unnoticed. Concealment is utter folly on my part, for the people
will not see. 1t 1s but just now that I passed directly before the eyes of the
mate; it was no long while ago that I ventured into the captain’s own
private cabin, and took thence the materials with which 1 write, and
have written. 1 shall from time to time continue this journal. 1t 1s 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 I will enclose the
MS. in a bottle, and cast 1t within the sea.

An incident has occurred which has given me new room for medi-
tation. Are such things the operation of ungoverned chance? 1 had
ventured upon deck and thrown myself down, without attracting any
notice, among a pile of ratin-stuff 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 is now bent upon the
ship, and the thoughtless touches of the brush are spread out into the
word Di1SCOVERY.

1 have made my observations lately upon the structure of the vessel.
Although well armed, she is not, 1 think, a ship of war. Her rigging,
build, and general cquipment, all negative a supposition of this kind.
What shews not, T can easily perceive; what she s, 1 fear it is impossible to
say. I know not how it is, but in scrutinizing her strange model and

INCOMPREHENSIBLE MEN! WRAPPED UP IN MEDITATIONS
OF A KIND WHICH 1 CANNOT DIVINE, THEY PASS ME BY
UNNOTICED.
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stngular cast of spars, her huge size and overgrown suits ol canvas, her
severely simple bow and antiquated stern, there will occasionally flash
across my mind a sensation of familiar things, and there is always mixed
up with such indistinct shadows of recollection, an nn(uu)unldl)lc
memory of old foreign chronicles and ages long ago. #* ¥ e

I have been 1()()ng at the timbers of the slnp. She is built of a
material to which I am a stranger. There is a pecuhar character about
the wood which strikes me as rendering it unfit for the purpose to which
it has been applied. T mean its extreme porousness, considered indepen-
dently of the worm-eaten condition which is a consequence of navigation
in these seas, and apart from the rottenness attendant upon age. 1t will
appear perhaps an observation somewhat over-curtous, but this 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
wczltllerbczltcn Dutch navigator comes full upon my recollection. It is
as sure,” he was wont to say, w hen any doubt was entertained of his
veracity, “as sure as there is a sea w hCl(‘ the ship itself will grow in bulk
like the hiving body of the seaman.’ * * *

About an hour ago, I made bold to trust myself among a group of
the crew. They paid me no manner of attention, and, although I stood
in the very midst of them all, seemed utterly unconscious of my pres-
ence. Like 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 shrivelled skins
rattled in the wind; their voices were low, tremulous, and broken: their
eyes glistened with the rheum 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. 3 B &

I mentioned, some time ago, the bending of a studding-sail. From
that period, the ship, betng thrown dead off the wind, has continued
her terrific course due south, with every rag of canvas packed upon her,
from her truck 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. I have just left the
deck, where I 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
forever. 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 I have ever seen, we glide



PERHAPS THIS CURRENT LEADS US TO THE SOUTHERN POLE ITSELF.
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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 simple 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 undertow. # i *

I have seen the captain face to face, and in his own cabin—Dbut, as |
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 repressible 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 remarkable otherwise.
But it is 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 hittle 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 sci-
ence, 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 a4 monarch. He murmured to himself—as did the first sea-
man 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 ears from the distance of a mile.  * *  *

The ship and all in 1t are imbued with the spirit of Eld. The crew
glde to and fro like the ghosts of buried centuries: their eyes have an
cager and uneasy meaning; and when their fingers fall athwart my path
mn the wild glare of the battle-lanterns, I feel as I have never felt before,
although I have been all my life a dealer in antiquities, and have im-
bibed the shadows of fallen columns at Balbee, and Tadmor, and Perse-
polis, until my very soul has become a ruin. * * g

When I look around me, I feel ashamed of my former apprehen-
sion. If I trembled at the blast whieh 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 simoon are trivial and ineflective? All in
the immediate vieinity 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, tower-
ing away into the desolate sky, and looking like the walls ol the
universe & * *




OH, HORROR UPON HORROR! 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 SOME GIGANTIC AMPHITHEATRE,
THE SUMMIT OF WHOSE WALLS IS LOST IN THE DARKNESS AND THE DISTANCE.
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As I imagined, the ship proves to be in a current—if that appella-
tion 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. & - 5

To conceive the horror of my sensations is, I presume, utterly im-
possible: 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 1s evident that we are hurrying onward to
some exciting knowledge—some never-to-be-imparted secret, whose at-
tainment 1s destruction. Perhaps this current leads us to the southern
pole itself. It must be confessed that a su pp()smon apparently so wild has
every probability in its favor. * *

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

In the meantime the wind is still in our poop, and, as we carry a
crowd of canvas, the ship s at times lifted bodily from out the sea! Oh,
horror upon horror!—the ice opens suddenly to the right, and to the
feft, 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 an(l the distance. But httle 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 tempest, the ship is
quivering—oh God! and going down!

Note.—The “MS. Found in a Bottle,” was originally published in 1831, and it was not until many
vears afterward that I became acquainted with the maps of Mercator, in which the ocean is
represented as rushing. by four mouths into the (northern) Polar Gulf, to be absorbed into the
bowels of the earth; the Pole itself being represented by a black rock, towering to a prodigious
height.
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And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who
knoweth the mysteries of the will, with s vigor? For
God s but a great will pervading all things by nature
of its intentness. Man doth not yield /III)l\t’I/ to the
angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the

weakness of hus feeble will.
Joseph Glanvill

I(‘.ANN()T, tor my soul, remember how, when, or even preasely where,
I first became acquamted with the lady Ligeia. Long years have
since elapsed, and my memory is feeble through much suffering. Or,
perhaps, I cannot now bring these points to mind, because, in truth, the
character of my beloved, llu rare learning, her singular yet placd cast
of beauty, and the thrilling and enthr Allmg cloquence of her low musical
language, made their way into my heart by paces so steadily and stealth-
ily progressive, that they have been unnoticed and unknown. Yet I
believe that T met her first and most frequently in some large. old,
decaying city near the Rline. Of her family—I have surely heard her
speak. That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot be doubted. Ligeia!
Ligeia! Buried in studies ol a nature more than all else adapted to
deaden impressions of the outward world, it is by that sweet word
alone—by Ligeia—that I bring before mine eyes in tancy the image of
her who 1s no more. And now, while I write, a recollection flashes upon
me that I have never known the paternal 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
Ligeiaz or was it a test of my strength of aftection, that I should imstitute
no inquiries upon this pomt? or was it rather a caprice ‘
wildly romantic offering on the shrine of the most passionate devotion?
I but indistinctly recall the fact itself—what wonder that 1 have ntterly
forgotten the circumstances which originated or attended itz And, in-
deed, if ever that spirit which is entitled Romance—if ever she, the wan
and the misty-winged Ashiophet of 1dolatrous 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

A2
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not. 1t is the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat slender,
and, in her latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain attempt to
portray the majesty, the quiet ease of her demeanor, or the incom-
prehensible lightness and elasticity of her footfall. She came and de-
parted as a shadow. I was never made aware of her entrance into my
closed study, save by the dear music of her low sweet voice, as she plac ed
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 hov-
ered about the slumbering souls of the daughters of Delos. Yet her
features were not of that regular 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 propor-
ton.” Yet, although I saw that the features of Ligeia were not of a classic
regularity—although I perceived that her loveliness was indeed “exqui-
site,” and felt that there was much of “strangeness™ pervading it, yet I
have tried in vain to detect the irregularity and to trace home my own
perception of “the strange.” I examined the contour of the lofty and
pale forchead—it was fauldess—how cold indeed that word when
applied to a majesty so divine!—the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the
commanding 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 tull 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 perfection. There were the same luxurtous smoothness of sur-
face, the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the same
harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the
sweet mouth. Here was indeed the triumph of all things hca\ enly—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 exult-
ingly radiant of all smiles. 1 scrutinized the formation of the chin—and,
here too, 1 found the gentleness of breadth, the softness and the
majesty, the fulness 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. It might have
been, too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay the secret to which Lord
Verulam alludes. They were. I must believe, far larger than the ordi-
nary 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 1t was only at

(OVERLEAF) YET 1 BELIEVE THAT 1 MET HER FIRST AND
MOST FREQUENTLY IN SOME LARGE, OLD, DECAYING CITY
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intervals—in moments of intense excitement—that this peculiarity be-
came more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at such moments was
her beauty—in my heated fancy thus it appeared perhaps—the beauty
ol beings either above or apart from the earth—the beauty of the fabu-
lous Hourt of the Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most brilliant of
black, and, tar over them, hung jetty lashes of great length. The brows,
slightly irregular in outline, had the same unt. The “strangeness,” how-
ever, which I found in the eyes was of a nature distinct from the forma-
tion, or the color, or the brilliancy 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 intrench our ignorance of so much of the
spiritual. The expression of the eyes of Ligeta! 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 pro-
found than the well of Democritus—which lay far within the puptls of
my beloved? What was itz 1 was possessed with a passion to discover.
Those eyes! those large, those shining, 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 anomalies of
the science of mind, more thrillingly exciting than the fact—never, 1
believe, noticed in the schools—that in our endeavors to recall tg mem-
ory something long forgotten, we often hnd ourselves upon the very verge
of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to remember. And
thus how frequently, in my intense scrutiny of Ligeia’s eyes, have 1 felt
approaching the full knowledge of their expression—felt it ap-
proaching—yet not quite be mine—and so at length entirely depanrt!
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 i a shrine, I derived, from many existences
the material world, a sentiment such as I felt always around, within me,
by her large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more could I define that
sentiment, or analyze, or even steadily view it. T recognmzed it, let me
repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly growing vine—in the con-
templation 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 feltitin the
glances of unusually 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 telescopic
scrutiny of which I have been made aware of the feeling. I have been
filled with it by certain sounds from stringed instruments, and not un-
frequently by passages from books. Among innumerable other in-
stances, I well remember something in a volume of Joseph Glanvill,
which (perhaps merely from its quaintness—who shall say?) never failed

AT SUCH MOMENTS WAS HER BEAUTY . . . THE
BEAUTY OF BEINGS EITHER ABOVE OR APART FROM THE
EARTH
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to inspire me with the sentiment: “And the will therein hieth, which dieth
not. Who knoweth the mysteries ol 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 lis feeble will.”

Length of years and subsequent reflecion have enabled me to
irace, indeed, some remote connection between this passage in the En-
glish moralist and a portion of the character of Ligeia. An intensity in
thought, action, or speech was possibly, in her, a result, or at least an
index, of that gigantic volition 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 tumultuous
vultures of stern passion. And of such passion I could form no estimate,
save by the miraculous expansion of those eyes which at once so de-
lighted and appalled me,—by the almost magical melody, modulation,
distinctness, and placidity of her very low voice,—and by the fierce
energy (rendered doubly effective by contrast with hier manner of utter-
ance) of the wild words which she lml)ltlml}) uttered.

[ have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense—such as |
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 t(mll. Indeed
upon any theme of the most admired because simply the most abstruse
of the boasted erudition of the Academy, have 1 ever found Ligeia at
faultz How singularly—how thrillingly, this one pomt in the nature of
my wife has forced itself, at this late period only, upon my attention! I
said her knowledge was such as I have never known in woman—but
where breathes the man who has traversed, and successtully, all the wide
areas of moral, physical, and mathematical science? 1 saw not then what
I now clearly perceive, that the acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, were
astounding; yet I was sufthciently aware of her infinite supremacy to
resign myself, with a child-like confidence, to her guidance through the
chaotic world of metaphysical investigation at which 1 was most busily
occupied during the earlier years of our marriage. With how vast a
trinmph—with how vivid a delight—with how much of all that is
ethereal in hope did I feel, as she bent over me in studies but lhittle
sought—but less known,—that delicious vista by slow degrees expand-
ing before me, down whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, 1
might at length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely preci-
ous not to be forbidden!

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which, after
some years, 1 beheld my well-grounded expectations take wings to
themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia I was but as a child groping




HER PRESENCE, HER READINGS ALONE, RENDERED VIVIDLY LUMINOUS THE MANY
MYSTERIES OF THE TRANSCENDENTALISM IN WHICH WE WERE IMMERSED.
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benmghted. Her presence. her readings alone, rendered vividly luminous
the many mysteries of the transcendentalism in which we were im-
mersed. 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 eftulgence: the pale fin-
ger s became of the transparent waxen hue of the grave; and the blue
veins upon the lofty forchead swelled and sank impetuously with the
tides of the most gentle emotion. 1 saw that she must die—and [ strug-
gled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael. And the struggles of the
passionate wife were, to my astonishment, even more energetic than my
own. There had been much i her stern nature to impress me with the
belief that, to her, death would have come without its terrors; but not so.
Words are impotent to convey any just idea of the fierceness ()i 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 mmtensity of her wild desire for life—for life—but for life—solace and
reason were alike the uttermost of folly. Yet not until the last mstance,
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—yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the
quietly uttered words. My brain reeled as 1 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 T might have
been easily aware that, in a bosom such as hers, love would have reigned
no ordinary passion. But in death only was I 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 passion-
ate devotion 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 my making them? But upon this
subject T cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, that in Ligeia’s more
than womanly abandonment to a love, alas! all unmerited, alt unworth-
ily bestowed, 1 at length recognized the principle of her longing, with so
\\1l(ll\ carnest a desire, for the life which was now flecing soml)l(ll\ away.
It is this wild longing—it is this eager vehemence of dunc for life—but
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. I obeyed her. They were thesc:—
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Lo! 'us a gala night
Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
In veils, and drowned in tears,
Sit m 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 shilt the scenery to and fro,
Flapping from out their condor wings
Invisible Woe!

That motley dramal—oh, be sure
It shall not be forgot!

With 1ts Phantom chased for evermore,
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 crawhng shape intrude!

A blood-red thing that writhes [ronm out
The scenic sohtude!

[t writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs
The mmnmes become its food,

And the seraphs sob at vermin langs
In human gore nnbued.

Out—out are the lights—out all!
And over each quivering form,
The curtamn, a funeral pall,
Comes down with the rush ol a storm—
And the angels, all pallid and wan,
Uprising, unveiling, atfirm
That the play is the tragedy, “Man.”
And its hero. the conqueror Worm.
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“O God!" half shrieked Ligera, leaping to her teet and extending
her arms aloft with a .\})‘l.\n]()(l]( movement, as I made an end ol these
lines—"0O God! O Divine Father!—shall these things be undeviatingly
soz—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
vigorz Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save
only through the weakness of his feeble will.”

And now, as it exhausted with emotion, she sutfered 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. T bent to them my ear, and distinguished, again, the concluding
words of the passage m 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 desolaton of my dwelling in the dim and
decaying city by the Rhine. I had no lack ol what the world calls wealth.
Ligera had brought me far more, very tar more, than ordinarily falls to
the lot of mortals. After a few months, therefore, of weary and aimless
wandering, I purchased and put in some repair, an abbey, which I shall
not name, in one of the wildest and least frequented portions ol lair
England. The gloomy and dreary grandeur ol the building, the almost
savage aspect of the domain, the many melancholy and time-honored
memories connected with both, had much in unison with the feehngs of
utter abandonment which had driven me imto that remote and unsocial
region of the country. Yet although the external abbey, with its verdant
decay hanging about it, suftered but hitle alteration, I gave way, with a
child-like perversity, and perchance with a faint hope ol alleviating my
sorrows, to a display of more than regal magnificence within. For such
follies. even in childhood, 1 had lmblbed a taste, and now they came
back to me as if in the dotage of griel. Alas, I feel how much even of
inciptent madness might have been discovered in the gorgeous and
fantastic dmp(n(w mn lhc solemn carvings of Egypt. in the wild cornices
and furniture, in the Bedlam patterns ul the carpets of tufted gold! 1
had become a bounden slave in the trammels of opium, and my labors
and my orders had taken a coloring from my dreams. But these absur-
dities I must not pause to detail. Let me speak only of that one chamber,
ever accursed, whither, in a moment ot mental alienation, I led from the
altar as my bride—as the successor of the unforgotten Ligeia—the fair-
hatred and blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine.

There is no individual porti()n of the architecture and decoration 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 bedec l\ul, a




SHE DIED

(OVERLEAF) . . . I PURCHASED, AND PUT IN SOME RE-
PAIR, AN ABBEY . . . IN ONE OF THE WILDEST AND
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matden and a daughter so beloved? T have said, that T miutely re-
member the details of the chamber—yet 1 am sadly forgetful on topics
of deep moment; and here there was no system, no keeping, in the
fantastic display. to take hold upon the memory. The voom lay in a high
turret ol the castellated abbey, was puﬁaumm] in shape, and ol capaci-
ous size. ()((u])\mu the whole southern face of the pentagon was the
sole window—uan tmmense sheet ol unbroken glass {rom Venice—a
single pane, and tinted ol a leaden hue, so that the rays ol cither the sun
or moon passing through it, tell with a ghastly lustre on the objects
within. Over the upper portion of this huge window, extended the
trellis-work of an aged vine, which clambered up the massy walls of the
turret. The ceiling, ol 01()()111\—]()()1\1110 oak, was excessively l<)tt\ vaulted,
and claborately fretted with the wildest and most grostesque speci-
mens of a semi-Gothic, semi-Druidical device. From out the most central
recess ol this melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single chamn 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, ol 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 ol 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 phan-
tasy of all. The lofty walls. gigantic in height—even unproportionably
so—were hung from summit to foot, 1 vast folds, with a heavy and
massive-looking tapestry: v of a material which was found alike
as a carpet on the tloor, 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 material was the richest cloth of
gold. Tt was spotted all over, at irregular intervals, with arabesque
figures, about a foot in diameter, and wrought upon the cloth in pat-
terns 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 aspect. To
one entering the room, they bore the appearance of simple
monstrosities; but upon a larther advance. this appearance 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 ol the Norman, or arise

“THE ROOM LAY IN A HIGH TURRET OF THE CASTELLATED
ABBLY "
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in the guilty shimbers of the monk. The phantasmagoric effect was
vastly heightened by the artificial introduction of a strong contimual
current of wind behind the draperies—giving a hideous and uneasy
animation to the whole.

[n halls such as these—in a bridal chamber such as this—I passed,
with the Lady of Tremaine, the unhallowed hours of the first month of
our marriage—passed them with but little disquictude. That my wife
dreaded the fierce moodiness of my temper—that she shunned me. and
loved me but little—1I could not help perceiving; but it gave me rather
pleasure than otherwise. 1 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.
[ revelled in recollections of her purity, of her wisdom, 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 I was habitually fettered in the
shackles of the drug), T 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, 1 could restore her to the path-
ways she had abandoned—ah, would it be for ever—upon the earth.

About the commencement of the second month of the marriage,
the Lady 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 1
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 convalescent—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 tmes feeble, never altogether
recovered. Her illnesses were, after this epoch, ol alarming character,
and of more alarming recurrence, defying alike the knowledge and the
great exertions of her physicians. With the increase of the chronic dis-
case, which had thus, apparently, taken too sure hold upon her constitu-
tion to be eradicated by human means, [ could not fail to observe a
similar increase in the nervous irritation of her temperament, and in her
excitability 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 dis-
tressing subject with more than usual emphasis upon my attention. She

MY MEMORY FLEW BACK, (OH. WITH WHA'T INTENSITY OF
REGRET!) TO LIGEIA, THE BELOVED, THE AUGUST, THE
BEAUTIFUL.
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had just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and 1 had been watching,
with feelings half of anxiety, halt 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, ol sounds which she then heard, but which I could not hear—of
motions which she then saw, but which 1 could not perceive. The wind
was rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, and 1 wished to show her
(what, let me confess it, I could not all believe) that those almost inarticu-
late breathings, and those very gentle variations 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 faint-
ing, and no attendants were within call. I remembered where was depo-
sited a decanter of light wine which had been ordered by her physicians,
and hastened across the chamber to procure it. But, as 1 stepped be-
neath the light of the censer, two circumstances of a startling nature
attracted my attention. I had felt that some palpable although invisible

WILD VISIONS . . .
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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, 1
recrossed the chamber, and poured out a gobletful, which 1 held to the
lips of the fainting lady. She had now partially recovered, however, and
took the vessel herself, while 1 sank upon an otioman near me, with my
eyes fastened upon her person. It was then that | became distinctly
aware of a gentle foot-fall upon the carpet, and near the couch; and in a
second thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising the wine to her
lips, I saw, or may have dreamed that 1 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 1 forbore to speak
to her of a circumstance which must, after all, I considered, have been
but the suggestion of a vivid mlagln‘m()n rendered morbidly active by
the terror ()l the lady, by the opium. and by the hour.

Yet | cannot conceal it from my own perception that. immediately
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. 1 gazed with unquiet eye upon the sar-
cophagi m the angles of the room. upon the varying figures of the
drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-colored lires 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 [reedom, I turned my glances to the pallid
and rngid Agure upon the bed. Then rushed upon me a thousand
memories of Ligeia—and then came back upon my heart, with the tur-
bulent violence of a flood, the whole of that unutterable woe with which
1 had regarded fer thus enshrouded. The night waned; and still, with a
bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one only and supremely beloved, 1
remained gazing upon thc body of Rowena.

It might have been mldnwht or perhaps earlier, or later, for I had
taken no note of time, when a s()b, low, gentle, but very distinct, startled
me from my revery. I felt that it came [rom the bed of ebony—the bed of
death. I listened in an agony of superstitious terror—but there was no
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repetition of the sound. I strained my vision to detect any motion in the
corpse—but there was not the shghtest perceptible. Yet I could not have
been deceived. I had 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 {eeble, 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 sufhiciently energetic expression, I felt
my heart cease to beat, my limbs grow rigid where 1 sat. Yet a sense of
duty finally operated to restore my self-possession. I could no longer
doubt that we had been precipitate in our preparations—that Rowena
still hived. 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 sum-
moning them to my aid without leaving the room for many minutes—
and this T could not venture to do. I therefore struggled 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 eyehd and check, leaving a wanness even more than that of
marble; the lips became doubly shrivelled and pinched up in the ghastly
expression of death; a repulsive clamminess and coldness overspread
rapidly 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 Ligeia.

An hour thus elapsed, when (could it be possible?) T was a second
time aware of some vague sound issuing from the region of the bed. 1
listened—in extremity of horror. The sound came again—it was a sigh.
Rushing to the corpse, 1 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 m my bosom with the profound awe
which had hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my vision grew dim,
that my reason wandered: and it was only by a violent effort that T 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 shght pulsation at the heart. The lady
lived; and with redoubled ardor I betook myself to the task of restora-
tion. I chafed and bathed the temples and the hands. and used every
exertion which experience, and no little medical reading, could suggest.




LiGEia 43

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 [ minutely detail the
unspeakable horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to relate how, time
after time, until near the period of the gray dawn, this hideous drama of
revivification was repeated: 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 ap-
pearance 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 new more vigorously than
hitherto, although arvousing from a dissolution more appalling in its
utter hopelessness than any. [ had long ceased 1o 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
tervible, the least consuming. The corpse, 1 repeat, stirred, and now
more vigorously than before. The hues of life flushed up with unwonted
energy into the countenance—the limbs relaxed—and, save that the
eyehds were vet pressed heavily together, and that the bandages and
draperies of the grave still imparted their charnel character 1o the
figure, 1T might have dreamed that Rowena had indeed shaken off,
utterly, the fetters of Death. Burt if this idea was not, even then, al-
together adopted, T 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.

I trembled not—I stirred not—for a crowd of unutterable fancies
connected with the air, the stature, the demeanor, of the higure, rushing
hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed—had chilled me into stone.
I stirred not—but gazed upon the apparition. There was a mad disorder
in my thoughts—a tumult unappeasable. Could it, indeed, be the living
Rowena who confronted me? Could it, indeed, be Rowena at all—the
fair-haired, the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion of Tremaine? Why,
why 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 checks—there were the roses as in her noon of life—yes, these might
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indecd be the faiv cheeks of the hiving Lady ol Tremaine. And the chin,
with its dimples, as i health, might it not be hers?—but had she then
grown taller since her malady? What inexpressible madness seized me with
that thought? One bound. and I had rcached her feet! Shrinking from
my touch, she let fall from her head, unloosened. the ghastly cerements
which had confined it, and there streamed forth ito the rushing atmo-
sphere of the chamber huge masses of long and dishevelled hair: it was
Dlacker than the vaven wings of midnight! And now slowly opened the eyes of
the figure which stood before me. “Here then, at least.” 1 shricked
aloud, “can 1 never—can 1 never be mistaken—these are the full, and
the black, and the wild eyes—ol my lost love—ol the Lady—ol the Lapy
LiGEIA.”

e

CAN 1 NEVER BE MISTAKEN—TIESE ARE THE FULL,
AND THE BLACK, AND THE WILD EYES—OF MY LOST
LOVE . . . OF THE Lapy Lice1a.”
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Son coewr est un luth suspendu;
Sutot quon le touche il yésonne.
De B('r;mgcr

DURIN(; the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the
autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the
heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, 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
insufterable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say isufferable; for the feel-
ing was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sen-
timent with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural
mmages of the desolate or terrible. I 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 ruank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed
trees—with an utter depression of soul which T can compare to no
carthly sensation more properly than to the atter-dream of the reveller
upon opium—the bitter lapse into every-day life—the hideous dropping
oft of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening ol the
heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the
imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it—I
paused to think—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation
of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could 1
grapple with the shadowy funcies that crowded upon me as I pondered.
I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while,
beyond doubt, there are 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,

48
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that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the
details of the picture, would be sufficient to modity, or perhaps to an-
nihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression: and. acting upon this idea,
[ reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that
lay in unruffed lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down—Dbut with a
shudder even more thrilling than before—upon the remodelled 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 1 now proposed to myself a
sojourn of some weeks. lts proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of
my boon companions in bovhood: but many vears had elapsed since our
last meeting. A letter, however, 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 veply. The MS. gave
evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily
illness—of a mental disorder which oppressed him—and ol an earnest
desire 1o sce me, as his best and indeed his only personal friend, with a
view of attempting, by the cheerfulness ol my society, some alleviation
of his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was
said—it was the apparent heart that went with his request—which al-
lowed me no room for hesitation:; and I accordingly obeved forthwith
what I still considered a very singular summons.

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really
knew littdde of my Iriend. His reserve had been always excessive and
habitual. 1 was aware, however, that his very ancient tamily 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 munilicent yet unobtrusive
charity, as well as i a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps
even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of
musical science. 1 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 entre family lay
in the direct line of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very
temporary variation, so lain. It was this dehciency. I considered, while
running over in thought the perfect keeping ol 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 transmis-
sion, from sire to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at
length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate in
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the quaint and equivocal appellation of the “House of Usher”™—an ap-
pellation which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who
ased it, both the family and the family mansion.

[ 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 mpression. There can be no doubt that the conscious-
ness of the rapid increase of my superstition—tor why should I not so
term itz—scrved mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, I have
tong known, is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a
basis. And 1t might have been for this reason only, that, when 1 again
uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image m the pool, there
grew in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, 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 pecuhar to
themselves and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere which had no
athnity with the air of heaven, but which had recked up from the de-
cayed 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 principal 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 mnu]ul web-work from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any
extraor (lm"ny dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and
there appeared to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect adapta-
tion of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individual stones. In
this there was much that reminded me of the 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. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have discov-
ered 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, I rode over a short causeway to the house. A
servant in waiting took my horse, and I 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, I know not
how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken.
W lnle the ()l)Jccts around me—while the carvings of the cellmos the
sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon l)]ﬂ(lxll(.‘bb of the floors, :m(l the
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phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rattled as 1 strode, were but
matters to which. or to such as which, I had been accustomed from my
infancy—while 1 hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all
this—TI still wondered 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, [ thought, wore a mingled
expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepida-
tion 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 inaccessible from within. Feeble
gleams of encrimsoned hght made their way through the trellissed
panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the morve prominent
objects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter
angles of the chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling.
Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furniture was pro-
fuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many books and musical in-
struments lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene.
[ felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep,
and irredeemable gloom hung over and pervaded all.

Upon my entrance, Usher arose {rom a sofa on which he had been
lying at tull length, and greeted me with a vivacious warmth which had
much in it, I at first thought, of an overdone cordiality—of the con-
strained 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 moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half
of pity, half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terribly altered, in
so brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that [
could bring mysell to admit the identity of the wan being before me
with the companion of my carly boyhood. Yet the character ol his face
had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an
eve large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin
and very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a deli-
cate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual in similar
formations; a finely moulded 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 mordinate expansion above the re-
gions of the temple, made up altogether a countenance not easily to be
forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing charac-
ter of these features, and of the expression they were wont to convey, lay
so much of change that 1 doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly
pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all
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things startled and even awed me. The silken hair, too, had been sul-
fered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it
floated mlhc than fell about the tace, T could not, even with effort,
connect its Arabesque expression with any idea ot simple humanity.

In the manner of my friend 1 was at once struck with an
incoherence—an inconsistency; and 1 soon found this to arise from a
series ol leeble and  futile struggles to overcome an habitual
trepidancy—an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this na-
ture 1 had indeed been plepawd no less by his letter, than by reminis-
cences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his
peculiar physical confirmation and temperament. His action was alter-
nately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous
indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that
species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, 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 imtense excitement.

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 conceived to be the nature of his
malady. Tt was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and one for
which he despaired to find a remed, nervous affection, he
immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It dis-
played itselt in a host of unmatural sensations. Some of these, as lie
detailed then, interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, the
terms and the general manner of their 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 tex-
ture; 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 istruments, which did not inspire him with horror.

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden slave. “'1
shall perish.” said he, "1 must perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus,
and not otherwise, shall 1 be lost. I 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 agita-
tion ol soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its
absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved, in this pitiable, condition 1
feel that the period will sooner or later arrive when I must abandon life
and reason together, in some struggle with the grim phantasm, FEar.”

1 learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and
equivocal hints, another singular feature of his mental condition. He
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was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the
dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never
ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose supposititious force
was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated—an influence
which some peculiarities in the mere form and substance of his family
mansion had, by dint of long sutferance, he said, obtained over his

spirit—an eftect which the physique of the gray walls and turrets, 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 approaching dissolution—ot a tenderly
beloved sister, his sole compantion for long years, his last and only rela-
tive 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 through a remote portion of the apartment, and,
without having noticed my presence, disappeared. 1 regarded her with
an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread; and vet I tound it
impossible 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 instinctively and eagerly the counte-
nance of the brother; but he had buried his face in his hands, and |
could only perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness had over-
spread the emaciated fingers through which trickled many passionate
tears.

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baflied the skill of her
physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, and
frequent although transient affections of a partially cataleptical charac-
ter were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto 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 mght with inexpressible agita-
tion) to the prostrating power of the destrover; and I learned that the
glimpse I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last 1
should obtain—that the lady, at least while living, would be seen by me
no more. F

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either
Usher or myself; and during this period 1 was busied in earnest en-
deavors 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 still closer intimacy admitted
me more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly
did T perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which
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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 1
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, 1 hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion 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 thril-
lingly. because I shuddered knowing not why—from these pamtings
(vivid as thenr nimages now are before me) I would m 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 nakedness of his
designs, he arrested and overawed attention. It ever mortal painted an
idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least, in the cnr-
cumstances then surrounding me, there arose out of the pure abstrac-
tions 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
Fusell.

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking 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 device. Certain accessory points of the design
served well to convey the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding
depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed mn any
portion of its vast extent, and no torch or other artificial source of hght
was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout, and
bathed the whole in a ghastly and inappropnate 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 eflects of stringed mstruments. 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
s wild fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with
rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of hat intense mental collect-
edness and concentration to which 1 have previously alluded as observ-
able only in particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The
words of one of these rhapsodies 1 have easily remembered. 1 was,
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perhaps, the more torcibly mmpressed with it as he gave it, because, in
the under or mystic current of its meaning, I fancted that I perceived,
and for the first time, a [ull consciousness on the part of Usher of the
tottering of his lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which were
entitled “'The Haunted Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:

I.

In the greenest ol 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 [abric half so far.

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

1.
Wanderers in that happy valley
Through two luminous windows saw
Spirits moving mustcally
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 ol their king.
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V.
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.

V1.
And travellers 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 })C((l]]l(’ 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 opinton, in its general form, was that of the sentience
of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had as-
sumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under certain condi-
tions, upon the kingdom of inorganization. I lack words to express the
full extent, or the earnest (1/)(111(1022 of his persuasion. The belief, how-
ever, was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the gray stones of
the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentence 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
Jungt which overspread them, and of the decayed trees which stood
around—above all, in the long undisturbed endurance of this arrange-
ment, and in its reduplication in the sull waters of the tarm. lis
evidence—the evidence of the sentience—was to be seen, he said (and 1
here started as he spoke), in the gradual yet certain condensation of an
atmosphere of their own about the waters and the walls. "The result was
discoverable, he added, in that silent yet importunate and terrible influ-
ence which for centuries had moulded the destinies of his [amily. and
which made hian what T now saw him—what he was. Such opinions need
no comment, and [ will make none.

"' Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzani, and especially the Bishop of Landaff.—See "Chemical Essays,”
vol. v.



J

THE FaLL oF THE HOUSE OoF USHER

9

Our books—the books which, tor years, had formed no small por-
tion of the mental existence of the invalid—were, as might be supposed,
in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored together
over such works as the “Ververt et Chartreuse™ of Gresset; the “Bel-
phegor™ of Machiavelli; the “Heaven and Hell” of Swedenborg: the
“Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm™ of Holberg: the “Chiro-
mancy’ of Robert Flud, of Jean D'Indagime, and of Dela Chambre: the
“Journey mto the Blue Distance of Tieck™ and the “City of the Sun of
Campanella.” One favorite volume was a small octavo edition of the
“Directorium Inquisitorium,” by the Dominican Eymeric de Gironne:
and there were passages in Pomponius Mela. about the old Afvican
Satyrs and (Egipans, 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 Mortworwm secundum Chorum Ecclesio Maguntine .

1 could not help thinking of the wild ritual ol this work, and of its
probable influence upon the hypochondriac, when, one evening. having
imformed me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no move, he stated his
mtention of preserving her corpse for a fortmight (previously to its final
mterment), i one ol the numerous vaults within the main walls of the
building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular pro-
ceeding, 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 of the
unusual character of the malady of the deceased, of certain obtrusive
and eager inquiries on the part ol her medical men, and of the remote
and exposed situation ol the burial-ground of the tamily. 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 T regarded as at best but a harmless, and by no
means an unnatural, precaution.

At the request of Usher, T personally aided him in the arrange-
ments for the temporary entombment. The body having been en-
cothined, we two alone bore it to its vest. 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 investiga-
tion) was small, damp, and entirely without means of admission for
light; lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion ol 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 carcfully
sheathed with copper. The door, of massive iron, had been, also, simi-
larly protected. Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp, grating
sound, as it moved upon its hinges.
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Having deposited owr mournful burden upon tressels within this
region of horror, we partially turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the
cothin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude
between the brother and sister now hirst arrested my attention; and
Usher, divining, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words
trom which I learned that the deceased and himsell had been twins, and
that sympathies of a scarcely mtelligible nature had always existed be-
tween them. Our glances, however, rested not long upon the dead—for
we could not regard her unawed. The disease which had thus entombed
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 1s so terrible in death. We replaced and screwed down the hid,
and, having secured the door ol iron, made our way, with toil, into the
scarcely less gloomy apartinents of the upper portion of the house.

And now, some days of bitter grief having clapsed, an observable
change came over the features of the mental disorder of my friend. His
ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were ne-
glected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber with hur-
ried, 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, habitu-
ally characterized his utterance. There were times, indeed, when 1
thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some oppres-
sive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. At
times, again, | was obliged to resolve all into the mere mexplicable
vagaries of madness, for 1 beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long
hours, in an attitude ol the profoundest attention, as if listening to some
imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified—that it
infected me. 1 felt creeping upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the
wild mfluences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions.

[t was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the
seventh or eighth day after the placing of the lady Madeline 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 strug-
gled to reason off the nervousness which had dominion over me. 1
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.
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Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the
pillows, and. peering carnestly 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 inter vals. I knew not whence.
Overpowered by an intense sentiment u{ horror, unaccountable vet un-
endurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that 1 should
sleep no more during the night). and endeavored to arouse myself (rom
the pitiable condition into which I had fallen, by pacing rdpldh 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 1eu)(rmzed it as
that of Usher. In an instant afterward he 1 rapped. with a orentlc touch, at
my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance was, as usual,
cadaverously wan—Dbut. moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in
his eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air
appalled me—but any thing was preferable to the solitude which I had
so long endured, and 1 even welcomed his presence as a relief.

“And you have not seen itz he said abruptly, after having stared
about him for some moments in silence—"you have not then seen itz—
but, stay! you shall.” Thus speaking, and lm\mu carefully shaded his
lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and threw it hu‘l\ open to the
storni.

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our
fect. It was, indeed, a tempestuous vet sternly beautiful night, and one
wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had apparently
collected its force in our vianity; 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 veloaty with which they flew
careering from all points against each other, without passing away mto
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 immedi-
ald\ around us, were glowing in the unnatural light of a famty lumi-
nous and distinctly \l\]l)](‘ gascous exhalation w hich hung about and
enshrouded the mansion.

“You must not—you shall not behold this!™ said I, shuddering, to
Usher, as I led him, with a gentle violence, from the window to a seat.
“These appearances. which bewilder vyou, 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 is one of your favorite
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romances. I will read, and you shall listen:
terrible mght together.”

The anuque volume which T had taken up was the “Mad Trist” of
Sir Launcelot Canning; but 1 had called it a favorite of Usher's more in
sad jest than i earnest: for, in truth, there 1s little m its uncouth and
unimaginative prolixity which could have had interest for the lofty and
spintual ideality of my friend. It was, however, the only book immedi-
ately at hand; and 1 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 1 have judged., indeed. by the wild
overstramed air of vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently
hearkened, to the words of the tale, T might well have congratulated
myself upon the success of my design.

I had arnwved at that well-known portion of the story where
Ethelred, the hero of the Thrist, having sought in vamn lor peaccable
admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an
entrance by force. Here, 1t will be remembered, the words ol the narra-
tive run thus:

“And Ethelred, who was by nature ol a doughty heart, and who was
now mighty withal, on account ol 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 mahcelul 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 i 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 notse of the dry and
hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated throughout the
forest.”

At the termmnation of this sentence I started and, for a moment
paused: for it appeared to me (although I at once concluded that my
excited fancy had deceived me)—it appeared to me that, [rom some
very remote portion of the mansion, there came, indistinctly to my cars,
what might have been, n its exact similarity of character, the echo (but a
stifled and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound
which Sir Launcelot had so particularly described. It was, beyond doubt,
the comcidence alone which had arrested my attention: lor, amid the
ratthng of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary commingled
noises of the stull increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing,
surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. 1 continued the
story:

and so we will pass away this

“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door,
was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no signal ol the maliceful
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HERE AGAIN I PAUSED ABRUPTLY, AND NOW WITH A FEELING OF WILD
AMAZEMENT—FOR THERE COULD BE NO DOUBT WHATEVER THAT, IN THIS IN-
STANCE, I DID ACTUALLY HEAR . . . A LOW AND APPARENTLY DISTANT, BUT
HARSH, PROTRACTED, AND MOST UNUSUAL SCREAMING OR GRATING SOUND
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hermit; but. in the stead thereof, a dragon ol a scaly and prodigious
demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of
gold, with a Hoor 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 uphifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dra-
gon, which fell before him, and gave up his pesty breath. with a shriek
so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had famn to
close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like
whereof was never before heard.”

Here again 1 paused abruptly, and now with a fechng of wild
amazement—for there could be no doubt whatever that, in this instance,
I did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded I found
it impossible to say) a low and apparvently distant, but harsh, protracted,
and most unusual screaming or grating sound—the exact counterpart
of what my fancy had already conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural
shriek as described by the romancer.

Oppressed, as | certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second
and most extraordinary coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensa-
nons, m which wonder and extreme terror were predominant, I still
retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting. by any observa-
tion, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I 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. Fronm a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought
round his chair, so as to sit with his face 1o the door of the chamber; and
thus 1T could but partially perceive his features, although T saw that his
hips trembled as if he were murmuring maudibly. His hc(ld had drop-
ped upon his breast—yet I knew that hc was not asleep. from the wide
and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance ol 11 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 narratve of Sir Launcelot,
which thus proceeded:

“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of
the dragon, bethinking himself ol the brazen shield, and of the breaking
up of the enchantment which was upon it. removed the carcass from out
of the way before him, and approached valorously over the silver pave-
ment ol the castle to where the shield was upon the wall: which i sooth
tarried not for his full coming, but fell down at his teet upon the silver
Hloor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound.”
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. BUT THEN WITHOUT THOSE DOORS THERE DID STAND THE LOFTY AND
ENSHROUDED FIGURE OF THE LADY MADELINE OF USHER.



66 THE FaLL oF THE Housk oF USHER

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as il a shield ol
brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen heavily upon a lloor ol stlver—I
became aware ol a distinct, hollow, metallic, and clangorous, yet appar-
ently muflied, reverberation. Completely unnerved, Ileaped to my feet:
but the measured rocking movement ol Usher was undisturbed. 1
rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eves were bent hxedly before
him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony rigid-

. But,as 1 ])]d((‘(] my hand upon his shoulder, thuc ame a strong
shud(lm over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered about his lnps
and I saw that he spoke m a low, hurried, and gibbering murmunr, as it
unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over him, 1 at length
drank m the hideous import of his words.

“Now hear it?z—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—
long—many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it—yet 1
dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that T am!—I dared not—I
dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said 1 not that my
senses were acute? | now tell you that 1 heard her first feeble movements
in the hollow coffin. T heard them—many, many days ago—yet | dared
not—/ dared not speak! And now—to-night—Ethelred—ha! hal—the
breaking of the hermit's door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the
clangor of the shield—say. rather, the rending of her coflin, and the
grating of the tron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within the
coppered archway of the vault! Oh! whither shall T flyz Will she not be
here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me for my haster Have I not
heard her footstep on the stairz Do I not distinguish that heavy and
horrible beating of her heartz Madman!"™—here he sprang furiously to
his feet, and shricked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving
up his soul—"Madman! I tell you that she now stands without the door!”

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 did 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 lrcml)lingr and reeling to and fro
upon the threshold—then, with a low moaning cry, fell hca\ll\ inward
upon the person ol 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
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and 1ts 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 extend-
ing 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 1 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 “House of Usher.”
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THERE CAME A FIERCE BREATH OF THE WHIRLWIND—THE ENTIRE ORB OF
THE SATELLITE BURST AT ONCE UPON MY SIGHT—MY BRAIN REELED AS I SAW THE
MIGHTY WALLS RUSHING ASUNDER
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What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achil-
les assumed when he hid /zzmwl/ among women,
although  puzzling  questions, are not lw)mzd all
conjecture,

Sir Thomas Browne

HE mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in
themselves, but httle susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them
only in thenr effects. We know of them, among other things, that they
are always to their possessor, when mordinately possessed, a source of
the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical abihty,
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 talent into play. He
is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, hieroglyphics: exhibiting in his
solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary
apprehension preternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul
and essence of method, have, in truth, the whole atr of intuition.

The faculty of re-solution is possibly much mvigorated by
mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch of it which,
unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been
called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to
analyze. A chess-player, for example, does the one, without effort at the
other. It follows that the game of chess, in s effects upon mental
character, 1s greatly ml.sun(l(,rsloud. I am not now writing a treatise, but
stimply prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very
much at random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher
powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly and more usefully
tasked by the unostentatious game of draughts than by all the elaborate
frivolity ol chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different and
bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex,
1s mistaken (a not unusual error) tor what is profound. The aitention is
here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight 1s

70
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committed, resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves being not
only manifold, but involute, the chances of such oversights are mulu-
plied; 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 unigue and have but litde variation, the prob-
abilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere attention being
left comparatively uncmpl()ved what advantages are obtained by cither
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 un-
frequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods (sometimes indeed
absurdly sniple ones) by which he may seduce into error or hurry into
miscalculation.

Whist has long been known for its influence upon what is termed
the calaating power; and men of the highest order of intellect have
been known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while
eschewing chess as [rivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar
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 profi-
ciency 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
all the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are
not only manifold, but multiform, and lie fr (.qucnll\ among recesses of
thought d]t()gcthu‘ inaccessible to the ordinary understanding. To ob-
serve attentively is to remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative
chess-player will do very well at whist: while the rules of Hoyle (them-
selves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) are suthcientdy and
gcncr:llly comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and 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 knowl-
edge is that of what to observe. Our player confines himself not at all;
nor, because the game is the object. does he reject deductions from
things external to the game. He examines the countenance of his part-
ner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents. He
considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand: often counting
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torump by trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by
their holders upon each. He notes every variation of face as the play
progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the differences in the
expression of certinty, of surprise. of triumph, or chagrin. Irom the
manner ol gathering up a trick he judges whether the person taking it,
can make another in the suit. He recogmzes what is played through
feint, by the manner with which it is thrown upon the table. A casual or
madvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the
accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the
counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embarrass-
ment, hesitation, eagerness, or trepidation—all afford, to his apparently
intmtive perception, indications ol the true state of aftairs. 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 precision of purpose as it the rest of the party had turned
outward the faces of their own.

The analytical power should not be confounded with simple m-
genuity: for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious
man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The constructive or com-
bining power, by which ingenuity 1s usually manifested, and to which
the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have assigned a separate or-
gan, supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently seen in
those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have at-
tracted general observation among writers on morals. Between in-
genuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater,
indeed, than that between the fancy and the imaginanon, but of a
character very strictly analogous. It will be found, in fact, that the -
genious are always fanatul, and the truly 1imaginative never otherwise
than analytic.

The narrative which tollows will appear to the reader somewhat in
the light of a commentary upon the propositions just advanced.

Residing m Paris during the spring and part of the summer of
18—, I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin.
This young gentleman was of an excellent, indeed 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
fortnumes. By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his posses-
ston a small remmnant of his patrimony: and, upon the income arising
[rom this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to procure the
necessities ot life, without troubling himself about its superfluitics.
Books, indeed, were his sole hixuries, and in Paris these are easily
obtamed.
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Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre,
where the acadent ot our both being in search of the same very rare and
very remarkable volume, brought us into closer communion. We saw
cach other again and again. I was deeply intevested in the little family
history which he detailed to me with all that candor which a Frenchman
indulges whenever mere selt'is the theme. T was astonished, too, at the
vast extent ot his reading: and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within
me by the wild tervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seek-
ing in Paris the objects I then sought, I felt that the society of such a man
would be to me a treasure beyond price; and this feeling T frankly
confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live together
during my stay in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were some-
what less embarrassed than his own, 1 was permitted to be at the
expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather
[antastic 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 mad-
men of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted no
visitors. Indeed the locahity of our retirement had been carefully kept a
secret from my own former associates: and it had been many years since
Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed within
ourselves 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 abaudon. 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
couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghasthest
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 in arm, continuing the topics of the day. or roaming tar and wide
until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the
populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation
can afford.

At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although
from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analy -
tic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its
exercise—il not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the
pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh,
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OUR FIRST MEETING WAS AT AN OBSCURE LIBRARY IN THE RUE MONTMARTRE

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 petu-
lant but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness ol 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, [rom what I have just said, that I am detail-
ing any mystery, or penning any romance. What I have described in the
Frenchman was merely the result of an excited, or perhaps ol a dis-
eased, intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at the periods in
question an example will best convey the idea.
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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 l)upm broke torth with these words:

“He 1s a \u) lnl]c fellow, that's true, and would do better for the
lhmtu' des Variotés.

“There can be no doubt of that,” I replied, unwittingly, and not at
first observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraor-
dinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my medita-
tions. In an instant afterward 1 recollected myself, and my astonishment
was profound.

“Dupin,” said 1, gravely, “this is beyond my comprehension. 1 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 2" Here 1
paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom 1
thought.

.

of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You were remark-
ing to yourself that h)s diminutive fl(rluc unfitted him for tragedy.”

This was precisely what had ftor mcd the subject of my reflections.
Chanuilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming
stage- mad, had attempted the rile of Xerxes, in Crebillon's tragedy so
(d”C(l, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.

“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” 1 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 startled than I would have been willing
to express.

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

“The fruitererl—you astonish me—I know no fruiterer whom-
soever.

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

[ 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 thoroughtare where we stood: but
what this had to do with Chantilly I could not possibly understand.

There was not a particle of charlatanerie about Dupin. "1 will ex-
plain,” he said, “and that you may comprehend all clearly. we will first
retrace the course of your me(ht(m(ms, from the moment in which 1
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.”
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There are few persons who have not, at some period ol their hives,
amused themselves in retracing the steps by which particular conclu-
sions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation is often
tull of interest; and he who attempts it for the first time is astonished by
the apparvently illimitable distance and incoherence between the
starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement,
when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when
I could not help acknowledging that he had spoken the wtruth. He
continued:

“We had been talking of horses, it T remember aright. just before
leaving the Rue C . This was the last subject we discussed. As we
crossed mto this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head,
brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones col-
lected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped
upon one of the loose fragments, shppul slwhtl\ strained your ankle,
appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the
pile, and then proceeded i silence. T 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 petulant
expression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement (so that I saw you were
still thinking of the stones), untl we reached the little alley called
Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with the over-
lapping and riveted blocks. Here your countenance brightened up, and,
perceiving your lips move, I 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 yourself ‘stereotomy’ with-
out 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, yet with how lttle notice, the vague
guesses of that noble Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebu-
lar cosmogony, 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 tirade 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
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was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore,
that you would not [ail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly.
That you did combine them I saw by the character of the smile which
passed over vour lips. You thought of the poor cobbler’s immolation. So
lar, you had been stooping in your gait: but now I saw vou draw your-
self up to your full height. T was then sure that you reflected upon the
diminutive figure of Chantilly. Ac this point I interrupted your medita-
tons to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow—that
Chantilly—he would do better at the Theatre des Variétés.”

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

“EXTRAORDINARY MUurDERS.—This morning, about three o'clock,
the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were roused from sleep by a
succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from the fourth story
ol a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be i the sole occupancy ot one
Madame L'Espanaye, and her daughter, Mademoiselle Camille 1.'Es-
panaye. After some delay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure
admisston in the usual manner, the gateway was broken i with a crow-
bar, 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 distnguished, and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the
house. As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had
ceased, and every thing remained perfectly quiet. The party spread
themselves, and hurried 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.

“T'he apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furniture broken
and thrown about i all directions. There was only one bedstead: and
[rom this the bed had been removed., and thrown into the middle of the
Hoor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth were
two or three long and thick tresses ol gray human hair, also dabbled
with blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the
Hoor were found four Napoleons, an car-ring ol topaz, three large silver
spoons, three smaller of métal d’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 bed (not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key sull in the
door. It had no contents beyond a lew old letters, and other papers of
little consequence.
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“THE APARTMENT WAS IN THE WILDEST DISORDER . .

“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 considerable distance. The body was quite warm.
Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt oc-
castoned by the violence with which it had been thrust up and disen-
gaged. 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.



80 THeE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE

“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house with-
out farther discovery, the party made its way into a small paved yard 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 [earfully mutilated—the former so
much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity.

“To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the shightest
clew.”

The next day’s paper had these additional particulars:

“The Tragedy n the Rue Morgue.—Many individuals have been
examined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful aflair,”
[the word ‘affaire’ has not yet, in France, that levity of import which 1t
conveys with us] “but nothing whatever has transpired to throw light
upon it. We give below all the material testimony ehcited.

“Pauline Dubourg, Yaundress, 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 affection-
ate toward cach other. They were excellent pay. Could not speak in
regard to their mode or means of living. Believe that Madame L. told
fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by. Never met any
person 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 snuft to Madame L'Espanaye for
nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood, and has always re-
sided 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 jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms to various per-
sons. The 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 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 Madame 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. The house was a good house—not very old.
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“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 1t open,
at length, with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but little dithculty 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 untl 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 shriller—a very strange voice. Could distin-
guish some words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was
positive that it was not a woman's voice. Could distinguish the words
sacré” and ‘diable.” The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be
sure whether it was the voice of a man or of a woman. Could not make
out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The state of
the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described
them yesterday.

“Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silver-smith, deposes that
he was one of the party who first entered the house. Corroborates the
testimony of Muset 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, this witness
thinks. was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could not
be sure that it was a man’s voice. 1t might have been a woman’s. Was not
acquainted with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the words,
but was convinced by the mtonation that the speaker was an [talian.
Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both fre-
quently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of either of the
deceased.

.

Odenheimer, restauwratenur.—This witness volunteered his tes-
timony. Not speaking French, was examined through an interpreter. Is
a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time of the shrieks.
They lasted for several minutes—probably 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—
unequal—spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger. The volice was
harsh—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill voice. The
gruft voice said repeatedly, sacré,” “diable,” and once “mon Diew.’

“Jules Mignand, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue De-
Joraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L’Espanaye had some property.
Had opened an account with his banking house in the spring of the
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year (cight years previously). Made Irequent deposits in small
sums. Had checked for nothing unuol the third day before her death,
when she took out in person the sum of gooo francs. This sum was paid
i gold, and a clerk sent home with the money.

“Adolphe Le Bou, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in
question, about noon, he accompanied Madame L'Espanaye to her resi-
dence with the 4ooo francs, put up in two bags. Upon the door being
opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared 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 see any person m the street at the time. It is a by-
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 ol the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in contention. The
gruft voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but
cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly ‘sacré” and ‘mon Dien.” There
was a sound at the moment as if of several persons struggling—a scrap-
ing and scuftling sound. The shrill voice was very loud—louder than the
gruft 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 iside. A small 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 carefully 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 garvets (mansardes). A trap-door on the roof” was
natled 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 hve.
The door was opened with dithculty.

“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue
Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered the
house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensive of
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the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruft
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 English language, but judges by the intonation.

“Alberto Montaui, confectioner, deposes that he was among the first
to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question. The grufl voice was
that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. The speaker ap-
peared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words of the shrill
voice. Spoke quick and unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. Cor-
roborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a
native of Russia.

“Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all
the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to admit the 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 chimney that it could not be got down until four or five of the party
united their strength.

“Paul Dwmas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the
bodies about daybreak. 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 sulficiently account for these appear-
ances. 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 feartully discolored,
and the eyeballs protruded. The tongue had been parnally bitten
through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the stomach,
produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opimion 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 nght leg and arm were more or less
shattered. The left tibia 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 mjuries had been mflicted. 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 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.
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“Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the
bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.

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

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

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

I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble
mystery. [ 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 tor acumen, are cun-
ning, but no more. There is no method in 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 i mind of Monsieur Jourdain's calling for his robe-de-chambre—pour
mienx entendre la musique. The results attained by them are not un-
frequently surprising. but, for the most part, are brought about by
simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavailing, their
schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser, and a persever-
ing man. But, without educated thought, he erred continually by the
very intensity of his investigations. He impaired 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, 1 do
believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys
where we seek hier, 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 ook at a star by glances—to
view it in a side-long way, by turning toward it the exterior portions of
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the retina (more susceptible of teeble impressions of light than the mter-
10r), 1s to behold the star distinctly—is to have the best appreciation of its
lustre—a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we trn our
vision fully upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall upon the eye
in the latter case, butin the former, there is the more refined capacity [or
comprehension. By undue profundity we perplex and enfeeble
thonght: 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 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, Le Bon once rendered me a service for
which T am not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises with our
own eyes. I know G , the Prefect of Police, and shall have no dilh-
culty in obtaining the necessary permission.” A

The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue
Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughtares 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, examin-
ing the whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of
attention for which T could see no possible object.

Retracing our steps we came again to the front ot the dwelling,
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 de-
ceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered to
exist. 1 saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the Gazette des
Tribinaux. Dupin scrutinized every thing—not excepting the bodies of
the victims. We then went into the other rooms, and into the yard: a
gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occupied us
until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my compan-
ion stepped 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 ménagais:—for this phrase there is no English equivalent. 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.
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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 rephed, “has not entered. I fear, into the unusual
horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this print. It ap-
pears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for the very reason
which should cause it to be regarded as easy of solution—I mean for the
outré character of its features. The pohce are confounded by the seem-
ing absence of motive—not for the murder itself—but for the atrocity of
the murder. They ave puzzled, too. by the seeming impossibility of
reconciling the voices heard in contention, with the facts that no one was
discovered upstairs 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 considerations, with those just mentioned, and others
which 1 need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by
putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government
agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of confound-
ing the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations tfrom the
plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if atall, 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 1 shall arrive, or have
arrived, at the solution of this mystery. is in the direct ratio of its appar-
ent 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 i some measure
imphicated in ther perpetration. Of the worst portion of the crimes
committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope that I am right in
this supposition: for upon it I build my expectation of reading the entire
viddle. 1 look for the man here—in this room—every moment. It 1s 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 1 did, or believing what 1
heard, while Dupin went on. very much as if in a soliloquy. 1 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 employed in speaking to some one at a
great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression. regarded only the wall.
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“That 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 upon the question whether
the old lady could have first destroyed the daughter, and alterward have
committed suicide. I 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
precludes the idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been commit-
ted by some third party: and the voices of this third party were those
heard in contention. Let me now advert—not to the whole testimony
respecting these voices—but to what was peculiar in that testimony. Did
you observe any thing pecuhar about 1t?”

I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the
grufl 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 itselt.” said Dupin, “but it was not the pecul-
iarity of the evidence. You have observed nothing distinctive. Yet there
was somethimg to be observed. The witnesses, as you remark, agreed
about the grufl voice: they were here unanimous. But in regard to the
shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they disagreed—but that, while
an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman
attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is
sure that it was not the voice ol one of his own countrymen. Each likens
it—not to the voice of an individual ol 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 had he
been acquainted with the Spamish.” The Dutchman maintains it to have been
that of a Frenchman: but we find it stated that not understanding French
this witness was exananed through an interpreter.” The Englishman thinks it
the voice of a German, and ‘does not understand German.” The Spamard ‘is
sure’ that 1t was that of an Englishman, but ‘judges by the mtonation’
altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English.” The Ttalian believes it the
voice of a Russian, but ‘has never conversed with a native of Russia.” A
second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the first, and is positive that
the voice was that of an Itahan; but. not being cognizant of that tongue, is.
like the Spamard, ‘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 tones, even, denizens of the five
great divisions of Europe could recognize nothing famihiar! You will say
that 1t might have been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither
Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the infer-
ence, [ 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
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others to have been ‘quick and wnequal.” No words—no sounds resem-
bling words—were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable.

“I know not,” continued Dupm, “what impression I may have
made, so far, upon your own understanding: but I do not hesitate to say
that legitimate deductions even {rom this portion of the testimony—the
portion respecting the grufl and shrill voices—are in themselves sufhi-
cient to engender a suspicion which should give direction to all farther
progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said ‘legitimate deduc-
tions’; but my meaning 1s not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply
that the deductions ave the sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises
mevitably from them as the single result. What the suspicion is, however,
[ will not say just yet. I merely wish vou to bear in mind that, with
myself, it was suthciently forcible to 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 herez The means of egress emploved by the murder-
ers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in preeternatural
events. Madame and Mademoiselle L'Espanaye were not destroyed by
spirits. The doers of the deed were material and escaped materially.
Then how? Fortunately there is btit one mode of reasoning upon the
point, and that mode must lead us to a definite decision. Let us examine,
cach by each, the possible means of egress. It is clear that the assassins
were in the room where Mademoiselle L'Espanaye was found, or at 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 ceiling, and the masonry of the walls, in
every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But,
not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no
secret 1ssues. 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 mmpossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus abso-
lute, 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 manner as we are, it
IS not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impos-
sibilities. It 1s only left for us to prove that these apparent ‘impossibilities’
are, m reality, not such.

“There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is un-
obstructed 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 former was found securely tastened from




90 THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE

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 tound fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining
the other window, a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a
vigorous attempt to rase this sash failed also. The police were now en-
tirely satisfied that egress had not been in these divections. And, therefore,
it was thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and
open the windows.

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

“1 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 tastened. 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 difhiculty, and attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all
my efforts, as I had antcipated. A concealed spring must, I now knew,
exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my premises,
at least, were correct, however mysterious still appeared the on-
cumstances attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light
the hidden spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore
to upraise the sash.

“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person pass-
g out through this window might have veclosed 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 investiga-
tons. The assassins must have escaped through the other window. Sup-
posing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was proba-
ble, there must be tound a difference between the nails, or at least
between the modes of their hxture. Getting upon the sacking of the
bedstead, 1 looked over the head-board minutely at the second case-
ment. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered
and pressed the spring, which was, as I 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 tault.” 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 the nail. It had, I say, in every
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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 com-
pared with the consideration that here, at this point, terminated 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 in-
crusted with rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow
of a hammer, which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom
sash, the head portion of the nail. I now carefully replaced this head
portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resemblance to
a perfect nail was complete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the
spring, 1 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.

“This riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped
through the window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its own
accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had become fas-
tened 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 unnecessary.

“The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point |
had been satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About five
feet and a half from the casement in question there runs alightning-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
carpenters 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 lower half is latticed or worked in open tretlis—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 looking at these
ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must 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 be-
stow here a very cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that
the shutter 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
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activity and courage, an entrance imto the window, from the rod, might
have been thus effected. By reaching to the distance of two feet and a
halt (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber
might have taken a firm grasp upon the wrellis-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, 1f we imagine the window open at the time, might even have
swung himself into the room.

“I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very
unusual degree of activity as requistte to success in so hazardous and so
difhcult a feat. 1t 1s my design to show you first, that the thing might
possibly have been accomplished:—but. secondly and chiefly, 1 wish to
impress upon your understanding the very extraordinary—the almost
preternatural character of that agility which could have accomphshed
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 estima-
tion of the activity required in this matter. This may be the practice in
law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the truth.
My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in juxtaposition, that very
wnusual activity of which 1 have just spoken, with that very pecudiar shrill
(or harsh) and wnequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons
could be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification 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 ol
comprehenston, 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 sce.” he said, “that I have shifted the question from the
mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to convey the idea
that both were effected mn the same manner, at the same point. Let us
now revert to the itertor of the room. Let us survey the appearances
here. The drawers of the burcau, 1t is said, had been rifled, although
many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion
here s 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 life—saw no company—seldom
went out—had hittle use for numerous changes of habiliment. Those
found were at least of as good quality as any likely to be possessed by
these ladies. 1f a thiel 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 limen? The gold was
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abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud,
the banker, was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you therelore,
to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea of motive, engen-
dered in the brains of the police by that portion of the evidence which
speaks of money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten
times as remarkable as this (the delivery ol 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.
Coincidences. in general, are great smmblm(r blocks in the w ay of that
class of thinkers who have l)ecn educated o knms 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 coinci-
dence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of motive. But,
under the real circumstances of the case, it we are to suppose gold the
motive of this outrage. we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillat-
ing an idiot as to have abandoned his gold and his motive together.

“Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn
your attention—that peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that star-
tling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as this—let
us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death by
manual strength, and thrust up a chimney head downward. Ordinary
assassins employ no such mode 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 excesstvely outré—
something altogether irreconcilable with our common notions 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 up such an aperture so forcibly that the united vigor ot
several persons was found barely suthcient to drag it down!

“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment ol a vigor most
marvellous. 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 n tearing thus from the head even twenty
or lhnl\ hairs together. You saw the locks in question as well as my self.
Their roots (a lndums sight!) were clotted with fragments ol 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. 1 wish you also to look at the
brutal 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 pronounced that they were inflicted by some
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obtuse mstrument: and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The
obtuse instrument 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—
because, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been hermeti-
cally sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever 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 com-
bine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman, a feroc-
ity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror absolutely
alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the ears of men of
many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible syllabification.
What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your
fancy?”

I felt a uccpmq of the Hlesh as Dupin asked me the qucslmn “A
madman,” I said, “has done this deed—some raving maniac, escaped
from a neighboring M(u'wm de Sante.”

“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 syllabification. 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 L'Espanaye. Tell me what you can
make of 1t.”

“Dupin!” I said, completely unnerved; “this hair is most unusual—
this 1s no human hair.”

“I have not asserted that it is,” 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 facsimile 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 L'Espanaye, and in another (by
Messrs. Dumas and Etienne) as a ‘series of livid spots, evidently the
impression 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. Attempt, 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 wial,” he said. “The
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paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat 1s
cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is about
that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experiment
again.”

1 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 sufliciently well known to
all. T understood the full horrors of the murder at once.

“The description of the digits,” said I, as 1 made an end of the
reading, “is in exact accordance with this drawing. I see that no animal
but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned, could have 1m-
pressed 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 1
cannot possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful mystery.
Besides, there were fwo voices heard in contention, and one of them was
unquestionably the voice of a Frenchman.”

“True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost
unanimously, by the evidence, 1o this voice,—the expression, ‘mon Diew!”
This, under the circumstances, has been justly characterized by one of
the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner) as an expression of remon-
strance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore, I have
mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was
cognizant of the murder. It is possible—indeed it is far more than
probable—that he was innocent of all participation in the bloody trans-
actions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped from
him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating
circumstances which ensued, he could never have recaptured it. It is still
at large. 1 will not pursue these guesses—tor 1 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, imnocent of this
atrocity, this advertisement, which 1 left last night, upon our return
home, at the office of Le Monde (a paper devoted to the shipping inter-
est, 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), a very large, tawny Owrang-Oulang of the

Bornese species. The owner (who is ascertained to be a satlor, belonging to a
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Maltese vessel) may have the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and
paying a few charges arising from its capture and keeping. Call at No. Rue

——, Faubowrg St. Germain—au troisieme.”

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

"1 donot know it,” said Dupin. “I am notsure of it. Here, however, is
a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy ap-
pearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those long
quenes of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few
besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. 1 picked the ribbon
up at the 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.
H'T 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 1
am right, a great point is gained. Cognizant althongh 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; 1 am poor; my Ourang-Outang is of great
valne—to one in my circumstances a fortune of itsef—why should I lose
it through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It
was found in the Bois de Boulogne—at a vast distance from the scene of
that butchery. How can 1t ever be suspected that a brute beast should
have done the deed? The police are at fault—they have failed to pro-
cure the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would be
mmpossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to nmplicate me
guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, I am known. The adver-
tiser designates mme as the possessor of the beast. I am not sure to what
limit his knowledge may extend. Should 1T avoid claiming a property of
so great value, which it is known that T possess, I will render the animal
at least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either
to myself or to the beast. 1 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.
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