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INTRODUCTION

Of all the many fine authors produced by our coun-
try in the nineteenth century—mnovelists, poets, essayists,
short story writers—Edgar Allan Poe is perhaps the
least affected by the passage of the years. His thrilling
mysteries and fantasies are as fresh as they were when
he first wrote them well over a hundred years ago. Of
course, not everything he wrote has withstood the pas-
sage of time. Some of his tales are, indeed, quite old-
fashioned. But none of these has been included in
this collection, which contains the best and most en-
during of his scores of short stories and sketches.

Poe was born in Boston, Massachusetts, on January
19, 1809. Both his parents, who were traveling actors,
died while he was still an infant. Left as a three-year-
old orphan in Richmond, Virginia, he was taken into
the home of Mr. and Mrs. John Allan. They tried to
give him a careful upbringing and a good education.
Poe (now with “Allan” as his middle name) was en-
rolled at the University of Virginia, but at the end of
his first year there, when he was eighteen years old,
he had amassed so many gambling debts that Mr. Allan
refused to pay any more of his “adopted” son’s college
costs. Poe then quit the university and enlisted in the
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INTRODUCTION

army for three years, the last three months spent as a
cadet at West Point. However, he had been experi-
menting with writing for some years and decided he
had no desire to be a professional soldier. He left
West Point because he realized that what he really
wanted was a career as a writer.

As with most beginners, his first literary output was
verse—but unlike most such beginners, much of what
he wrote was truly great poeiry. His first book of
poems, Tamerlane, was published in 1827, the year he
left college, and two more were published soon there-
after, one in 1829 and one in 1831. When you read
some of the poems from this collection, like “The
Raven,” “Ulalume,” “The Bells,” and others, you will
see the reason why Poe’s poetry, as well as his prose,
has been acclaimed the world over.

In 1832, Poe began writing his prose mysteries and
fantasies which, as you will see, explore the super-
natural and the abnormal with gripping suspense. In
1833, he obtained work as a literary critic. His criticism
was of excellent quality, exhibiting fine judgment and a
sharp wit—when he was sober. But he could not keep
his position as critic long at any one place because he
was swiftly becoming a habitual drinker.

In 1836, he married the young daughter of his
father’s widowed sister, Virginia Clemm. Only five
years later, his prefty wife became a chronic invalid,
and died in 1847. After her death, Poe teetered on the
brink of losing his mind. In fact, Poe stated as much
himself when he wrote: “I become insane, with in-

tervals of borrible sanity.” Two years after Virginia
V1il
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died, he, too, died in his forty-first year, on October
7, 1849.

Although Poe’s reputation as a writer during his life-
time was seriously marred by what people called his
“scandalous” habits, he has“since become one of this
country’s proudest literary figures. It makes no difierence
in what language he is read; the magnetic power and
eeriness of his style attracts readers all over the world.
Indeed, his greatness was first recognized, not in the
United States, but in France. There the famous French
poets Baudelaire and Mallarmé hailed him as “a wiz-
ard of style.” No one in the history of literature, these
French poets and critics said, was able to “call up an
other-worldly thrill” to such a brilliant effect as Poe.

These and countless other critics have been en-
tranced by Poe’s ability to create unforgettable atmos-
phere and almost unbearable suspense. We know you,
too, will enjoy these tales, just as millions upon mil-
lions of other people, young and old, have before you.

~{GROFF CONEKLIN
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TEN GREAT MYSTERIES BY

EDGAR ALLAN POE



The Murders in the
Rue Morgue




With this world-famous story, which was published
in 1841, Poe invenied what we now recognize as the
deductive mystery story, complete with an ecceniric
genius as a deteciive. There is no doubt that in C.
Auguste Dupin we have the literary progenitor of Sher-
lock Helmes, as well as countless other armchair detec-
tives. Conan Doyle’s creation is nothing more than an
extensive embroidery on the basic ideas which Poe
created exactly fifty years before the first Sherlock
Holmes story was published in 1821.

What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achiiles
assumed when he hid himself among women, al-
though puzzling questions, are not beyond «ll con-
jecture.

Sir Thomas Browne

HE mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are,

in themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We ap-
preciate them only in their effects. We know of them,
among other things, that they are always to their posses-
sor, when inordinately possessed, a source of the liveliest
enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical abil-
ity, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into
action, so glories the analyst in that moral activity which

3



EDGAR ALLAN POE

disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most
trivial occupations bringing his talent into play. He is
fond of enigmas, of conundrums, hieroglyphics; exhibit-
ing in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which
appears to the ordinary apprehension prezternatural. His
results, brought about by the very soul and essence of
method, have, in truth, the whole air of intuition.

The faculty of re-solution is possibly much invigorated
by mathematical study, and especially by that highest
branch of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of
its retograde operations, has been called, as if par excel-
lence, 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 iis ef-
fects upon mental character, is greatly misunderstood. I
am nof now writing a ireatise, but simply 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 decided-
ly and more usefully tasked by the unostentatious game
of draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess.
In this latter, where the pieces have different and bizarre
motions, with various and variable values, what is only
complex, is mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is
profound. The attention is here called powerfully into
play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight is committed,
resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves being not
only manifold, but involute, the chances of such over-
sights are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten, it is
the more concentrative rather than the more acute player
who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary, where the
moves are unique and have but little variation, the proba-
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THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE

bilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere at-
tention being left comparatively unemployed, what advan-
tages are obtained by either party are obtained by supe-
rior 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 ob-
vious that here the victory can be decided (the players
being at all equal) only by some recherché movement, the
result of some strong exertion of the intellect. Deprived
of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the
spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and
not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods
(sometimes indeed absurdly simple ones) by which he may
seduce into error or hurry into miscalculation.

Whist has long been known for its influence upon what
is termed the calculating power; and men of the highest
order of intellect have been known to take an apparently
unaccountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as
frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar na-
ture so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best
chess-player in Christendom may be little more than the
best player of chess; but proficiency in whist implies ca-
pacity for success in all these more important undertak-
ings where mind struggles with mind. When I say pro-
ficiency, I mean that perfection in the game which in-
cludes a comprehension of «ll the sources whence le-
gitimate advantage may be derived. These are not only
manifold, but multiform, and lie frequently among re-
cesses of thought altogether inaccessible to the ordinary
understanding. To observe attentively is to remember di-
stinctly; and, so far, the concentrative chess-player will
do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle (them-
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selves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) are
sufficiently and generally comprehensible. Thus to have a
retentive memory, and proceed 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 com-
panions; and the difference in the extent of the informa-
tion obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the in-
ference as in the quality of the observation. The neces-
sary knowledge 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 partner,
comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents.
He considers the mode of assorting the cards in each
hand; often counting trump by trump, and honor by
honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders
upon €ach. He notes every variation of face as the play
progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the differ-
ences in the expression of certainty, of surprise, of tri-
umph, or chagrin. From the manner of gathering up a trick
he judges whether the person taking it, can make another
in the suit. He recognizes what is played through feint, by
the manner with which it is thrown upon the table. A
casual or inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or
turming of a card, with the accompanying anxiety or care-
lessness 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 intuitive perception, indications of the true
state of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been
6



THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE

played, he is in full possession of the contents of each
bhand, and thenceforward puts down his cards with as ab-
solute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party
had turned outward the faces of their own.

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

The narrative which follows will appear to the reader
somewhat in the light of a commentary upon the proposi-
tions just advanced.

Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the
summer of 18—, I there became acquainted with a Mon-
sieur C. Auguste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an
excellent, indeed of an illustrious family, but, by a va-
riety of untoward events, had been reduced to such pov-
erty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath
it, and he ceased to bestir himself in the world, or to care
for the retrieval of his fortunes. By courtesy of his credi-
tors, there still remained in his possession a small remnant
of his patrimony; and, upon the Income arising from

7
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this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to pro-
cure the necessities of life, without troubling himself about
its superfluities. Books, indeed, were his sole luxuries, and
in Paris these are easily obtained.

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

Had the routine of our life at this place been known to
the world, we should have been regarded as madmen—
although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our
seclusion was perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the
locality of our retirement had been carefully kept a secret
from my own former associates; and it had been many

3
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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, I quietly
fell; giving myself up to his wild whims with a perfect
abandon. The sable divinity would not herself dwell with
us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the
first dawn of the morning we closed all the massy shutters
of our old building; lighted a couple of tapers which,
strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and fee-
blest 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 true Darkness. Then we sal-
lied forth into the streets, arm in arm, continuing the
topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late
hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the
populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which
quiet observation can afford.

At such times I could not help remarking and admir-
ing (although from his rich ideality I had been prepared to
expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed,
too, to take an eager delight in its exercise—if not exactly
in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure
thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling
laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore win-
dows in their bosoms, and was wont to follow up such
assertions by direct and very startling proofs of his inti-
mate knowledge of my own. His manner at these moments
was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in expres-
sion; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a
treble which would have sounded petulant but for the

9



EDGAR ALLAN POE

deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation.
Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively
upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused
myself with the fancy of a double Dupin—the creative
and the resolvent.

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

We were sirolling 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 sylla-
ble for fifteen minutes at least. All at once Dupin broke
forth with these words:

“He is a very little fellow, that’s true, and would do bet-
ter for the Thédtre des Variétés.”

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

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

“—— of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You
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L ]
were Temarking to yourself that his diminutive figure un-
fitted him for tragedy.”

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

“Teil 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 Xerxes et id genus omne.”

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

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

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

There was not a particle of charlatdnerie about Dupin.
“I will explain,” he said, “and that you may comprehend
all clearly, we will first refrace the course of your medita-
tions, from the moment in which I spoke to you until that
of the rencontre with the fruiterer in questicn. The
larger links of the chain run thus—Chantilly, Orion, Dr.
Nichols, Epicurus, Stereoiomy, the street stones, the
fruiterer.”

There are few persons who have not, at some period of

11
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their lives, amused themselves in retracing the steps by
which particular conclusions of th¢ir own minds have been
attained. The occupation is often full of interest; and he
who attempts it for the first time is astonished by the
apparently illimitable 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 ac-
knowledging that he had spoken the truth. He con-
tinued:

“We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright,
just before leaving the Rue C——. This was the last sub-
ject we discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer,
with a large basket upon his head, brushing quickly past
us, thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones collected at a
spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped
upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained
your ankle, appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few
words, turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded in
silence. I 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), until
we reached the little alley called Lamartine, which has
been paved, by way of experiment, with the overlapping
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 affected-
ly applied to this species of pavement. I knew that you
could mot say to yourself ‘stereotomy’ without being

12
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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 little notice, the vague guesses of that noble
Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebular cos-
mogony, I felt that you could not avoid casting your eyes
upward to the great mebule in Orion, and I certainly ex-
pected that you would do so. You did iook up; and I was
now assured that I had correctly followed vyour steps.
But in that bitter firade upon Chantilly, which appeared
in yesterday’s ‘Musée,” the satirist, making some dis-
graceful 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 vou that this was in reference to Orion, former-
ly written Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected
with this explanation, I was aware that you could not
have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore, that you would
not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly.
That you did combine them I saw by the character of the
smile which passed over your lips. You thought of the
poor cobbler’s immolation. So far, you had been stooping
in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up to your
full height. I was then sure that you reflectied upon the
diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I interrupted
your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very
little fellow—that Chantilly—he would do better at the
Thédtre des Variétés.”

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

“EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.—This morning, about three
o’clock, the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were
aroused from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks,
issuing, apparently, from the fourth story of a house in
the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole occupancy of one
Madame L’Espanaye, and her daughter, Mademoiselle
Camille L’Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a
fruitless attempt to procure admission in the usual manner,
the gateway was broken in with a crowbar, and eight or
ten of the neighbors enfered, accompanied by two gen-
darmes. By this time the cries had ceased; but, as the
party rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more
rough voices, in angry contention, were distinguished,
and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house.
As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also,
had ceased, and 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 in-
side, was forced open), a spectacle presented itself which
struck every one present not less with horror than with
astonishment.

“The apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furni-
ture broken and thrown about in all directions. There was
only one bedstead; and from this the bed had been re-
moved, and thrown into the middle of the fioor. On a
chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth
were two or three long and thick tresses of gray human
hair, also dabbled with blood, and seeming to have been
pulled out by the roots. Upon the floor were found four
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Napoleons, an ear-ring of 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 re-
mained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under
the bed (nmot under the bedstead). It was open, with the
key still in the door. It had no contents beyond a few old
letters, and other papers of little consequence.

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

“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the
house without farther discovery, the party made its way
into a small paved‘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 fearfully 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 slightest clue.”

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

“Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has
known both the deceased for three years, having washed
for them during that period. The old lady and her daugh-
ter seemed on good terms—very affectionate toward each
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 furni-
ture in any part of the building except in the fourth story.

“Pierre Moreau, tobaccom'st, deposes that he has been
in the habit of selling small quantities of tobacco and
snuff to Madame L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was
born in the neighborhood, and has always resided there.
The deceased and her daughter had occupied the house in
which the corpses were found, for more than six years. It
was formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the
upper rooms to various persons. The house was the prop-
erty of Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse
of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them her-
self, refusing to let any portion. The old lady was child-
ish. 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
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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.

“Isidore Musét, 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, en-
deavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open, at length,
with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but little diffi-
culty in getting it open, on account of its being a double
or folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom nor top. The
shrieks were continued until the gate was forced—and
thep 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 distinguish
some words of the former, which was that of a French-
man. 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.
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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 irade 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. It might have been a woman’s. Was not acquainted
with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the
words, but was convinced by the intomation that the
speaker was an Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daugh-
ter. Had conversed with both frequently. Was sure that
the shrill voice was not that of either of the deceased.

. Odezenheimer, restaurateur.—1his witness volun-
teered his testimony. 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 voice
was harsh-—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it
a shrill voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly, ‘sacré,
‘diable,” and once ‘mon Dieu.’

“Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils,
Rue Deloraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L’Espanaye
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had some property. Had opened an account with his bank-
ing house in the spring of the year (eight years pre-
viously). Made frequent deposits in small sums. Had
checked for nothing until the third day before her death,
when she took out in person the sum of 4000 francs. This
sum was paid in gold, and a clerk sent home with the
money.

“Adolphe Le Bon, cletk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes
that on the day in question, about noon, he accompanied
Madame L’Espanaye to her residence with the 4000
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 in
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 of the first to ascend the stairs.
Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that
of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but
cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly ‘sacré’ and
‘mon Dieu.’ There was a sound at the moment as if of
several persons struggling—a scraping and scufiling sound.
The shrill voice was very loud—Ilouder than the gruff
one. Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman.
Appeared to be that of a German. Might have been a
woman’s voice. Does not understand German.

“Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, de-
posed 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
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no person was seen. The windows, both of the back and
front room, were down and firmly fastened from within.
A door between the two rooms was closed but not locked.
The door leading from the front room into the passage
was locked, with the key on the inside. A small 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 garrets (mansardes).
A trap-door on the roof was nailed down very securely—
did not appear to have been opened for years. The time
elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention
and the breaking open of the room door was variously
stated by the witnesses. Some made it as short as three
minutes—some as long as five. The door was opened with
difficulty. ‘

“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides
in the Rue Morgue. Is a2 native of Spain. Was one of the
party who entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs.
Is nervous, and was apprehensive of the consequences of
agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice
was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish what was
sald. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman—is sure
of this. Does not understand the English language, but
judges by the intonation.

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

“Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chim-
neys 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 pass-
age 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 Dumas, 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 Made-
moiselle L. was found. The corpse of the young lady was
much bruised and excoriated. The fact that it had been
thrust up the chimney would sufficiently account for these
appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were
several deep scratches just below the chin, together with a
series of livid spots which were evidently the impression
of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored, and the eye-
balls protruded. The tongue had been partially bitten
through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the
stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee.
In the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had
been throftled to death by some person or persons un-
known. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated.
All the bones of the right leg and arm were more or less
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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 bhow the injuries had
been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad bar of
iron—a chair—any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would
have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a
very powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the
blows with any weapon. The head of the deceased, when
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
Tazor.

“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 elicited, al-
though several other persons were examined. A murder so
mysterious, and so perplexing in all its particulars, was
never before committed in Paris—if indeed a murder has
been committed at all. The police are entirely at fault—an
unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature., There is not,
however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”

The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest
excitement still continued in the Quartier St. Roch—that
the premises in question had been carefully re-searched,
and fresh examinations of witnesses instituted, but all to
no purpose. A postscript, however, mentioned that Adolphe
Le Bon had been arrested and imprisoned—although noth-
ing appeared to criminate him beyond the facts already de-
tailed.

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

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

“We must not judge of the means,” said Dupin, “by this
shell of an examination. The Parisian police, so much ex-
tolled for acumen, are cunning, 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 pro-
posed, as to put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain’s calling
for his robe-de-chambre—pour mieux entendre la musique,
The results attained by them are not unfrequently surpris-
ing, but, for the most part, are brought about by simple
diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavail-
ing, their schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good
guesser, and a persevering man. Buf, without educated
thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his
investigations. He impaired his vision by holding the ob-
ject too close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points
with unusual clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily,
lost sight of the matier 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, I do be-
lieve that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the
valleys where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-
tops where she is found. The modes and sources of this
kind of error are well typified in the contemplation of the
heavenly bodies. To look at a star by glances—to view it
in a side-long way, by turning toward it the exterior por-
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tions of the reting (more susceptible of feeble impressions
of light than the interior), is to behold the star distinctly
—is to have the best appreciation of its lustre—a lustre
which grows dim just in proportion as we turn our vision
fully upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall upon
the eve in the latter case, but in the former, there is the
more refined capacity for comprehension. By undue pro-
fundity -we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is possible
to make even Venus herself vanish from the firmament by
a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.

“As for these murders, let us enter into some examina-
tions for ourselves, before we make up an opinion respect-
ing them. An inquiry will afford us amusement,” [I thought
this an odd term, so applied, but said nothing] “and be-
sides, Le Bon once rendered me a service for which I am
not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises with our
own eyes. I know G——, the Prefect of Police, and
shall bave no difficulty in obtaining the necessary permis-
sion.”

The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once
to the Rue Morgue. This is one of those miserable thor-
oughfares which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and
the Rue St. Roch. It was late in the afterncon 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 shut-
ters, with an objectless curiosity, from the opposite side of
the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gate-
way, on one side of which was a glazed watch-box, with a
sliding pane] 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
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building—Dupin, meanwhile, examining the whole neigh-
borhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of atten-
tion for which I could see no possible object.

Retracing our steps we came again to the front of 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 1L’Es-
panaye had been found, and where both the deceased still
lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered
to exist. I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the
Gazette des Tribunaux. Dubin 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 com-
panion 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 ménageais:—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.

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

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

“The Gazette,” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into
the unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opin-
ions of this print. It appears to me that this mystery 1is
considered insoluble, for the very reason which should
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cause it to be regarded as easy of solution—I mean for the
outré character of its features. The police are confounded
by the seeming absence of motive—not for the murder it-
self-—but for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled,
too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices
heard in contention, with the facts that no one was dis-
covered upstairs but the assassinated Mademoiselle L’Es-
panaye, 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 I need not mention, have sufficed to par-
alyze the powers, by putting completely at fault the boasted
acumen, of the government agents. They have fallen into
the gross but common error of confounding the unusual
with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the
plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in
its search for the true. In investigations such as we are now
pursuing, it should not be so much asked ‘what has oc-
curred,” as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred be-
fore.’ In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have
arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio
of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the police.”

I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment,

“l am now awaiting,” continued he, looking toward the
door of our apartment—*“I am now awaiting a person who,
although perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries,
must have been in some measure implicated in their perpe-
tration. 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
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the entire riddle. I look for the man here—in this room
—gvery moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the
probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be neces-
sary to detain him. Here are pistols; and we both know how
to use them when occasion demands their use.”

I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or be-
lieving what 1 heard, while Dupin went on, very much as
if in a soliloquy. I have already spoken of his abstract man-
ner at such times. His discourse was addressed to myself;
but his voice, although by no means loud, had that intona-
tion which is commonly employed in speaking to some one
at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, re-
garded only the walil.

“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 re-
lieves us of all doubt upon the question whether the old
lady could have first destroyed the daughter, and afterward
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 unequal 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 commitied 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 ob-
serve any thing peculiar about it?”

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

“That was the evidence itself,” said Dupin, “but it was
not the peculiarity of the evidence. You have observed
nothing distinctive. Yet there was something to be ob-
served. The witnesses, as you remark, agreed about the
gruff voice; they were here unanimous. But in regard to the
shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they disagreed—
but that, while an 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 of one of his own countrymen. Each
likens it—not to the voice of an individual of any nation
with whose language he is conversant—but the converse.
The Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard, and
‘might have distinguished some words had ke been ac-
quainted with the Spanish.’ The Dutchman maintains it to
have been that of a Frenchman; but we find it stated that
‘not understanding French this wiiness was examined
through an interpreter.’ The Englishman thinks it the voice
of a German, and ‘does not understand German.’ The
Spaniard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman, but
‘judges by the intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowl-
edge of the English.’ The Italian 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 Italian; but rot
being cognizant of that tongue, is like the Spaniard, ‘con-
vinced by the intonation.’ Now, how strangely unusual
must that voice have really been, about which such testi-
mony as this could have been elicited!l—in whose tones,
even denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could
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recognize nothing familiar! You will say that it might have
been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither Asi-
atics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying
the inference, I will now merely call your attention to
three poinis. The voice is termed by one witness ‘harsh
rather than shrill’ It is represented by two others to have
been °‘quick and unequal’ No words—no sounds resems-
bling words—were by any witness mentioned as distin-
guishable.

“I know not,” continued Dupin, “what impression I may
have made, so far, upon your own understanding; but I
do not hesitate to say that legitimate deductions even from
this portion of the testimony—the portion respecting the
gruff and shrill voices—are in themselves sufficient to en-
gender a suspicion which should give direction to all far-
ther progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said
‘legitimate deductions’; but my meaning is mot thus fully
expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the
sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably
from them as a single result. What the suspicion is, how-
ever, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in
mind that, with myself, it was sufficiently 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 here? The means of
egress employed by the murderers. It is not too much to
say that neither of us believes in praternatural 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 i3 but one mode
of reasoning upon the point, and that mode must lead us to
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a definite decision. Let us examine, each by each, the pos-
sible 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 direc-
tion. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance.
But, not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own.
There were, then, no secret issues. Both doors leading
from the rooms into the passage were securely locked, with
the keys inside. Let us turn to the chimneys. These, al-
though of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet above
the hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the
body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by means
already stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to the
windows. Through those of the front room no one could
have escaped without notice from the crowd in the street.
The murderers must have passed, then, through those of
the back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so un=
equivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part, as rea-
soners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It
is only left for us to prove that these apparent ‘impossibil-
ities’ are, in reality, not such.

“There are two windows in the chamber. One of them
is unobstructed by furniture, and is ‘wholly visible. The
lower portion of the other is hidden from view by the head
of the unwieldy bedstead which is thrust close up against
it. The former was found securely fastened from within.
It resisted the utmost force of those who endeavored to
raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame
to the left, and a very stout nail was found fitted therein,
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nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window, a
similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous
attempt to raise this sash failed also. The police were now
entirely satisfied that egress had not been in these direc-
tions. And, therefore, it was thought a matter of superero-
gation 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—Dbecause here
it was, I knew, that all apparent impossibilities mus¢ be
proved to be not such in reality.

“I proceeded to think thus—a pasteriori. 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 po-
lice in this quarter. Yet the sashes were fastened. They
must, then, have the power of fastening themselves. There
was no escape from this conclusion. I stepped to the unob-
structed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty,
and attempted to raise the sash, It resisted all my efforts, as
I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now knew,
exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me
that my premises, at least, were correct, however mysteri-
ous still appeared the circumstances attending the nails. A
careful search soon brought to light the hidden spring. I
pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore to up-
raise the sash.

“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A
person passing out through this window might have re-
closed it, and the spring would have caught—but the nail
could not have been replaced. The conclusion was plain,
and again narrowed the field of my investigations. The
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assassins must have escaped through the other window.
Supposing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same,
as was probable, there must be found a difference between
the nails, or at least between the modes of their fixture.
Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the
head-board minutely at the second casement. Passing my
hand down behind the board, I readily discovered and
pressed the spring, which was, as I had supposed, identi-
cal 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 induc-
tions. To use a sporting phrase, I had not been once ‘at
fauit.’ 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 respect, the appearance of its fel-
low in the other window; but this fact was an absolute
nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when coms-
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 incrusted with rust), and had ap-
parently 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 re-
placed this head portion in the indentation whence I had
taken it, and the resemblance to a perfect nail was com-
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plete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, I
gently raised the sash for a few inches; the head went up
with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the window,
and the semblance of the whole nail was again perfect.

“This riddie, so far, was now unriddied. The assassin
had escaped through the window which locked upon the
bed. Dropping of its own accord upon his exit (or per-
haps purposely closed), it had become fastened by the
spring; and it was the retention of this spring which had
been mistaken by the police for that of the naii,—farther
inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.

“The next question is that of the mode of descent.
Upon this point I had been satisfied in my walk with you
around the building. About five feet and a half from the
casement in question there runs a lightning-rod. From
this rod it would have been impossible for any one to
reach the window itself, to say nothing of entering if. 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 trellis—thus affording an ex-
cellent 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), the ydid not perceive
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this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it
into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied
themselves that no egress could have been made in this
quarter, they would naturally bestow here a very cursory
examination. It was clear to me, however, that the 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 activity and courage, an en-
trance info the window, from the rod, might have been
thus effected. By reaching to the distance of two feet and a
half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole ex-
tent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp upon the
trellis-work. Letting go, then, his hold upon the rod,
placing his feet securely against the wall, and springing
boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as
to close it, and, if we imagine the window open at the
time, might even have swung himself into the room.

“lI wish you to bear especially in mind that I have
spoken of a very unusual degree of activity as requisite
to success in so hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my
design to show you first, that the thing might possibly
have been accomplished:—but, secondly and chiefly, I
wish to impress upon your understanding the very ex-
traordinary—the almost praternatural character of that
agility which could have accomplished it.

“You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law,
that ‘to make out my case, I should rather undervalue
than insist upon a full estimation of the activity required
in this matter.” This may be the practice in law, but it is
not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the
truth. My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in
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juxtaposition, that very unusual activity of which I have
just spoken, with that very peculiar shrill (or harsh) and
unequal 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 of comprehension, without power to
comprehend—as men, at times, find themselves upon the
brink of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to
remember. My friend went on with his discourse.

“You will see,” he said, “that I have shifted the ques-
tion from the mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my
design to convey the idea that both were effected in the
same manner, at the same point. Let us now revert to the
interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances here.
The drawers of the bureau, it is said, had been rified, al-
though many articles of apparel still remained within
them. The conclusion here is absurd. It is a mere guess—
a very silly one—and no more. How are we to know that
the articles found in the drawers were not all these draw-
ers had originally contained? Madame L’Espanaye and her
daughter lived an exceedingly retired life—saw no com-
pany—seldom went out—had little use for numerous
changes of habiliment. Those found were at least of as
good quality as any likely to be possessed by these ladies.
If a thief had taken any, why did he not take the best—
why did he not take all? In a word, why did he abandon
four thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a
bundle of linen? The gold was abandoned. Nearly the
whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker,
was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you there-
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fore, to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea
of motive, engendered in the brains of the police by that
portion of the evidence which speaks of money delivered
at the door of the house. Coincidences ten times as re-
markable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder
committed within three days upon the party receiving it),
happen to all of us every hour of our lives, without at-
tracting even momentary notice. Coincidences, in general,
are great stumbling-blocks in the way of that class of
thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the
theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most
glorious objects of human research are indebted for the
most glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had
the gold been gone, the fact of its delivery three days
before would have formed something more than a coin-
cidence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of
motive. But, under the real circumstances of the case, if
we are to suppose gold the motive of this outrage, we
must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot
as to have abandoned his gold and his motive together.
“Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I
have drawn your attention—that peculiar voice, that un-
usual agility, and that startling absence of motive in a
murder so singularly atrocious as this—Iet us glance at
the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death
by manual strength, and thrust up a chimney head down-
ward. 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 excessively outré
—something altogether irreconcilable with our common
notions of human action, even when we suppose the
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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 of several persons was found barely sufficient to
drag it down/

“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of
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 in tearing thus from the head even twenfy or
thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in question as
well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted
with fragments of the flesh of the scalp—sure token of
the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting
perhaps half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the
old lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely
severed from the body: the instrument was a mere razor.
I wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity of these
deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame L’Espan-
aye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy co-
adjutor Monsieur Etienne, have pronounced that they were
inflicted by some obtuse instrument; 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 hermetically sealed
against the possibility of the windows having ever been

opened’ at all.
“If now, in addition to all these things, you have prop-
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erly reflected upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we
have gone so far as to combine the ideas of an agility
astounding, a strength superbuman, a ferocity brutal, a
butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror ab-
solutely 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 creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the
question. “A madman,” I said, “has done this deed—
some raving maniac, escaped from a neighboring Maison
de Santé.”

“In some respects,” he replied, “your idea is not ir-
relevant. 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 it.” :

“Dupin!” I said, completely unnerved; “this hair is most
unusual—this is 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 draw-
ing 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
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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. Bach 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 trial,”
he said. “The paper is spread out upon a plane surface;
but the human throat is 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 experi-
ment again.”

I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than
before. “This,” I said, “is the mark of no human hand.”

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

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

“The description of the digits,” said I, as I made an end
of the reading, “is in exact accordance with this draw-
ing. 1 see that no animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the
species here mentioned, could have impressed the inden-
tations as you have traced them. This tuft of tawny hair,

39



EDGAR ALLAN POE

too, is identical in character with that of the beast of
Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the particulars
of this frightful mystery. Besides, there were two voices
heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably
the voice of a Frenchman.”

“True; and vou will remember an expression attributed
almost unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice,—the
expression, ‘mon Dieul’ 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, there-
fore, 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 transactions
which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped
from him. He may have fraced it to the chamber; but,
under the agitating circumstances which ensued, he could
never have recaptured it. It is still at large. I will not pur-
sue these guesses—for I have no right to call them more—
since the shades of refiection 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 I suppose, innocent
of this atrocity, this advertisement, which I left last night,
upon our return home, at the office of Le Monde (a
paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much sought
by sailors), will bring him to our residence.”

He handed me a paper, and I read thus:
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“CAUuGHT—In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morn-
ing of the inst. (the morning of the murder), a very
large, tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The
owner (who is ascertained to be a sailor, belonging to
a Maltese vessel) may have the animal again, upon iden-
tifying it satisfactorily, and paying a few charges arising
from its capture and keeping. Call at No. Rue >
Faubourg St. Germain—au troisiéme.”

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

“lI do not know it,” said Dupin. “I am not sure of it.
Here, however, is a small piece of ribbon, which from its
form, and from its greasy appearance, has evidently been
used in tying the hair in one of those long gueues of
which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one
which few besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the
Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the foot of the light-
ning-rod. It could not have belonged to either of the de-
ceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction
from this ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor be-
longing to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm
in saying what I did in the advertisement. If I am 1in error,
he will merely suppose that I have been misled by some
circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to
inquire. But if I am right, a great point is gained.
Cognizant although innocent of the murder, the French-
man will naturally hesitate about replying to the advertise-
ment—about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will rea-
son thus:—‘1 am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang
is of great value—to one in my circumstance a fortune of
itself—why should I lose it through idle apprehensions of

41



EDGAR ALLAN POE

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 it ever be suspected that a
brute beast should have done the deed? The police are at
fault—they have failed to procure the slightest clew.
Should they even trace the animal, it would be impossible
to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to implicate me
in guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, I am
known. The advertiser designates me as the possessor of
the beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may
extend. Should I avoid claiming a property of so great
value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the
animal af least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to
attract attention either to myself or to the beast. I will
answer the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and
kKeep it close until this matter has blown over.’”

At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.

“Be ready,” said Dupin, “with your pistols, but neither
use them nor show them until at a signal from myself.”

The front door of the house had been left open, and
the visitor had entered, without ringing, and advanced
several steps upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed
to hesitate, Presently we heard him descending. Dupin
was moving quickly to the door, when we again heard
him coming up. He did not turn back a second time, but
stepped up with decision, and rapped at the door of our
chamber.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“To be sure I am, sir.”

“I shall be sorry to part with him,” said Dupin.

“I don’t mean that you should be at all this trouble
for nothing, sir,” said the man. “Couldn’t expect it. Am
very willing to pay a reward for the finding of the animal
-—that is to say, any thing in reason.”

“Well,” replied my friend, “that is all very fair, to be
sure. Let me thinkl—what should I have? Ohl I wiil tell
you. My reward shall be this. You shall give me all the
information in your power about these murders in the
Rue Morgue.”

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

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

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

The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a
great measure, while Dupin uttered these words; but his
original boldness of bearing was all gone.
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“So help me God!” said he, after a brief pause, “I will
tell you all I know about this affair;—but I do not expect
you to believe one half I say—I would be a fool indeed if
I did. Still, I am innocent, and I wili make a clean breast
if I die for it.”

What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately
made a voyage to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of
which he formed one, landed at Borneo, and passed into
the interior on an excursion of pleasure. Himself and a
companion had captured the QOurang-Outang. This coms-
panion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive pos-
session. After great trouble, occasioned by the intract-
able ferocity of his captive during the home voyage, he at
length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence
in Paris, where, not to attract toward himself the unpleas-
ant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully seclud-
ed, until such time as it should recover from a wound in
the foot, received from a splinter on board ship. His ul-
timate design was to sell it.

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

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

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

As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized
Madame L’Espanaye by the hair (which was loose, as she
had been combing it), and was flourishing the razor about
her face, in imitation of the motions of a barber. The
daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she had swooned.
The screams and struggles of the old lady (during which
the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of chang-
ing the probably pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang
into those of wrath. With one determined sweep of its
muscular arm it nearly severed her head from her body.
The sight of blood inflamed its anger into frenzy. Gnash-
ing its teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew
upon the body of the girl, and imbedded its fearful talons
in her throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its
wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon the
head of the bed, over which the face of its master, rigid
with horror, was just discernible. The fury of the beast,
who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip, was in-

47



EDGAR ALLAN POE

stantly converted into fear. Conscious of having deserved
punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its bloody
deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nerv-
ous agitation; throwing down and breaking the furniture
as it moved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In
conclusion, it seized first the corpse of the daughter, and
thrust it up the chimney, as it was found; then that of the
old lady, which it immediately hurled through the window
headlong.

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

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

“Let him talk,” said Dupin, who had not thought it
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necessary to reply. “Let him discourse; it will ease his
conscience. I am satisfied with having defeated him in his
own castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the solution of
this mystery, is by no means that matter for wonder
which he supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect
is somewhat too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is
no stamen. It is all head and no body, like the pictures of
the Goddess Laverna—or, at best, all head and shoulders,
like a codfish. But he is a good creature after all. I like
him especially for one master stroke of cant, by which
he has attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the
way he has ‘de nier ce qui est, et d’'expliquer ce qui n’est
p as.l 2>
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The Purloined Letier

This is the last of three stories Poe wrote about his
famous detective, C. Auguste Dupin. The other story,
“The Mystery of Marie Roget,” not included here, is
almost a book in itself. You may want to read it some
day; it's a wonderfully detailed example of Poe’s ana-
lytical bent. In some ways, though, “The Purloined
Letter” is the best of the three. The tale shows, with-
out the added thrills of a murder or of melodramatic
violence, how a brilliant deductive mind is able to
solve a case of blackmail that had completely baffled
the French police.
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Nil sapientie odiosius acumine nimio.—Seneca

T PARIS, just after dark one gusty evening in the autumn
A of 18—, I was enjoying the twofold luxury of medita-
tion and a meerschaum, in company with my friend, C.
Auguste Dupin, in his little back library, or book-closet,
au troisieme, No. 33 Rue Dunot, Faubourg St. Germain.
For one hour at least we had maintained a profound si-
lence; while each, to any casual observer, might have
seemed intently and exclusively occupied with the curling
eddies of smoke that oppressed the atmosphere of the
chamber. For myself, however, 1 was mentally discussing
certain topics which had formed matter for conversation
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between us at an earlier period of the evening; I mean the
affair of the Rue Morgue, and the mystery atiending the
murder of Marie Rogét. I looked upon it, therefore, as
something of a coincidence, when the door of our apart-
ment was thrown open and admitted our old acquaintance,
Monsieur G——, the Prefect of the Parisian police.

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

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

“That is another of your odd notions,” said the Prefect,
who had the fashion of calling everything “odd” that was
beyond his comprehension, and thus lived amid an abso-
lute legion of “oddities.”

“Very true,” said Dupin, as he supplied his visitor with a
pipe, and rolled toward him a comfortable chair.

“And what is the difficulty now?” I asked. “Nothing
more in the assassination way I hope?”

“Oh, no; nothing of that nature. The fact is, the busi-
ness is very simple indeed, and I make no doubt that we
can manage it sufficiently well ourselves; but then I

thought Dupin would like to hear the details of it, be-
cause it is so excessively odd.”

“Simple and odd,” said Dupin.
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“Why, yes; and not exactly that either. The fact is, we
have all been a good deal puzzled because the affair is so
simple, and vet baffles us altogether.”

“Perhaps 1t is the very simplicity of the thing which puts
you at fault,” said my friend.

“What nonsense you do talk!” replied the Prefect, laugh-
ing heartily.

“Perhaps the mystery is a liftle foo plain,” said Dupin.

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

“A little too self-evident.”

“Hal! ha! hal—ha! ha! hal—ho! ho! hol!” roared our
visitor, profoundly amused, “oh, Dupin, vou will be the
death of me yet!”

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

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

“Proceed,” said I.

“Or not,” said Dupin.

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

“How is this known?” asked Dupin.

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

“Be a little more explicit,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“The thief,” said G., “is the Minister D——, who dares
all things, those unbecoming as well as those becoming a
man. The method of the theft was not less ingenious
than bold. The document in question—a letter, to be
frank—had been received by the personage robbed while
alone in the royal boudoir. During its perusal she was sud-
denly interrupted by the entrance of the other exalted per-
sonage from whom especially it was her wish to conceal
it. After a hurried and vain endeavor to thrust it in a
drawer, she was forced to place it, open it was, upon a
table. The address, however, was uppermost, and, the con-
tents thus unexposed, the letter escaped notice. At this
juncture enters the Minister D——. His lynx eye imme-
diately perceives the paper, recognizes the handwriting of
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the address, observes the confusion of the personage ad-
dressed, and fathoms her secret. After some business trans-
actions, hurried through in his ordinary manner, he pro-
duces a letter somewhat similar to the one in question,
opens it, pretends to read it, and then places it in close
juxtaposition to the other. Again he converses, for some
fifteen minutes, upon the public affairs. At length, in tak-
ing leave, he takes also from the table the letter to
which he had no claim. Its rightful owner saw, but, of
course, dared not call attention to the act, in the presence
of the third personage who stood at her elbow. The min-
ister decamped; leaving his own letter—one of no impor-
tance—upon the table.”

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

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

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

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

“It is clear,” said I, “as you observe, that the letter is
still in the possession of the minister; since it is this pos-
session, and not any employment of the letter, which be-
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stows the power. With the employment the power de-
arts.”

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

“But,” said I, “you are quite au fait in these investiga-
tions. The Parisian police have done this thing often be-
fore.”

“Oh, ves; and for this reason I did not despair. The
habits of the minister gave me, t00, a great advantage. He
is frequently absent from home all night. His servants are
by no means numerous. They sleep at a distance from
their master’s apartment, and, being chiefly Neapolitans,
are readily made drunk. I have keys, as you know, with
which I can open any chamber or cabinet in Paris. For
three months a night has not passed, during the greater
part of which I have not been engaged, personally, in ran-
sacking the D—— Hotel. My honor is interested, and, to
mention a great secret, the reward is enormous. So I did
not abandon the search until I had become fully satisfied
that the thief is a more astute man than myself. I fancy
that I have investigated every nook and corner of the
premises in which it is possible that the paper can be con-
cealed.”

“But is it not possible,” I suggested, “that although the
letter may be in possession of the minister, as it unques-
tionably is, he may have concealed it elsewhere than upon
his own premises?”

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

“Its susceptibility of being produced?” said I.

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

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

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

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

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

“True,” said Dupin, after a long and thoughtful whiff
from his meerschaum, “although I have been guilty of
certain doggerel myself.”

“Suppose you detail,” said I, “the particulars of your
search.”

“Why, the fact is, we took our time, and we searched
everywhere. 1 have had long experience in these affairs. I
took the entire building, room by room; devoting the
nights of a whole week to each. We examined, first, the
furniture of each apartment. We opened every possible
drawer; and I presume you know that, to a properly trained
police-agent, such a thing as a ‘secret’ drawer is impos-
sible. Any man is a dolt who permits a ‘secret’ drawer to
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escape him in a search of this kind. The thing is so plain.
There is a certain amount of bulk—of space—to be ac-
counted for in every cabinet. Then we have accurate rules.
The fiftieth part of a line could not escape us. After the
cabinets we took the chairs. The cushions we probed with
the fine long needles you have seen me employ. From the
tables we removed the tops.”

“Why so?”

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

“But could not the cavity be detected by sounding?” I
asked.

“By no means, if, when the article is deposited, a suf-
ficient wadding of cotton be placed around it. Besides, in
our case, we were obliged to proceed without noise.”

“But you could not have removed—you could not have
taken to pieces all articles of furniture in which it would
have been possible to make a deposit in the manner you
mention. A letter may be compressed into a thin spiral rolil,
not differing much in shape or bulk from a large knitting-
needle, and in this form it might be inserted into the rung
of a chair, for example. You did not take to pieces all the
chairs?”

“Certainly not; but we did better—we examined the
rungs of every chair in the hotel, and, indeed, the jointings
of every description of furniture, by the aid of a most
powerful microscope. Had there been any traces of recent
disturbance we should not have failed to detect it instant-
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ly. A single grain of gimlet-dust, for example, would have
been as obvious as an apple. Any disorder in the gluing—
any unusual gaping in the joints——would have sufiiced to
insure detection.”

“I presume you looked to the mirrors, between the
boards and the plates, and you probed the beds and the
bedclothes, as well as the curtains and carpets.”

“That of course; and when we had absolutely completed
gvery particle of the furniture in this way, then we ex-
amined the house itself. We divided ifs entire surface into
compartments, which we numbered, so that none might be
missed; then we scrutinized each individual square inch
throughout the premises, including the two houses imme-
diately adjoining, with the microscope, as before.”

“The two houses adjoiningl” I exclaimed; “you must
have had a great deal of trouble.”

“We had; but the reward offered is prodigious.”

“You include the grounds about the houses?”

“All the grounds are paved with brick. They gave us
comparatively little trouble. We examined the moss be-
tween the bricks, and found it undisturbed.”

“You looked among D——"s papers, of course, and
into the books of the library?”

“Certainly; we opensd every package and parcel; we
not only opened every book, but we turned over every leaf
in each volume, not contenting ourselves with a mere
shake, according to the fashion of some of our police of-
ficers. We also measured the thickness of every book-
cover, with the most accurate admeasurement, and applied
to each the most jealous scrutiny of the microscope.
Had any of the bindings been recenily meddled with, it
would have been uiterly impossible that the fact should
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have escaped observation. Some five or six volumes, just
from the hands of the binder, we carefully probed, longi-
tudinally, with the needles.”

“You explored the floors beneath the carpets?”

“Beyond doubt. We removed every carpet, and examined
the boards with the microscope.”

“And the paper on the walis?”

“¥Yes."

“You looked into the cellars?”

“We did.”

“Then,” I said, “you have been making a miscalculation,
and the letter is not upon the premises, as you suppose.”

“I fear you are right there,” said the Prefect. “And now,
Dupin, what would you advise me to do?”

“To make a thorough research of the premises.”

“That is absolutely needless,” replied G——. “I am not
more sure that I breathe than I am that the letter is not
at the hotel.”

“I have no better advice to give you,” said Dupin. “You
have, of course, an accurate description of the letter?”

“Oh, ves!”—And here the Prefect, producing a memo-
randum-book, proceeded to read aloud a minute account
of the internal, and especially of the external, appearance
of the missing document. Soon after finishing the perus-
al of this description, he took his departure, more entirely
depressed in spirits than I had ever known the good gen-
tleman before.

In about a month afterward he paid us another visit,
and found us occupied very nearly as before. He took a

pipe and a chair and entered into some ordinary conver-
sation. At length I said:

“Well, but G., what of the purloined letter? I presume
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you have at last made up vour mind that there is no such
thing as overreaching the Minister?”

“Confound him, say I—ves; I made the re-examina-
tion, however, as Dupin suggested—but it was all labor
lost, as I knew it would be.”

“How much was the reward offered, did you say?”
asked Dupin.

“Why, a very great deal—a very liberal reward—I don’t
like to say how much, precisely; but one thing I will say,
that I wouldn’t mind giving my individual check for fifty
thousand francs to any one who could obtain me that
letter. The fact is, it is becoming of more and more im-
portance every day; and the reward has been lately dou-
bled. If it were trebled, however, I could do no more than
I have done.”

“Why, ves,” said Dupin, drawlingly, between the whiffs
of bis meerschaum, “I really—think, G., you have not
exerted yourself—to the utmost in this matter. You might
—do a little more, I think, e¢h?”

“How?—in what way?”

“Why—pufi, pufi—you might—puff, pufi—employ coun-
sel in the matter, eh?—puff, puff, pufi. Do you remember
the story they tell of Abernethy?”

“No; hang Abernethy!”

“To be sure! hang him and welcome. But, once upon a
time, a certain rich miser conceived the design of spong-
ing upon this Abernethy for a medical opinion. Getting
up, for this purpose, an ordinary conversation in a pri-
vate company, he insinuated his case to the physician, as
that of an imaginary individual.”

“‘We will suppose,” said the miser, ‘that his symptoms

61



EDGAR ALLAN POE

are such and such; now, doctor, what would you have di-
rected him to take?’

“ “Takel’ said Abernethy, ‘why, take advice, to be sure.””

“But,” said the Prefect, a little discomposed, “I am
perfectly willing to take advice, and to pay for it. I would
really give fifty thousand francs to any one who would
aid me in the matter.”

“In that case,” replied Dupin, opening a drawer, and
producing a check-book, “you may as well fill me up 2
check for the amount mentioned. When you have signed
it, I will hand you the letter.”

I was astounded. The Prefect appeared absolutely thun-
der-stricken. For some minutes he remained speechless
and motionless, looking incredulously at my friend with
open mouth, and eyes that seemed starting from their
sockets; then apparently recovering himself in some meas-
ure, he seized a pen, and after secveral pauses and va-
cant stares, finally filled up and signed a check for fifty
thousand francs, and handed it across the table to Dupin.
The latter examined it carefully and deposited it in his
pocket-book; then, unlocking an escritoire, took thence a
letter and gave it to the Prefect. This functionary grasped
it in a perfect agony of joy, opened it with a trembling
hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents, and then, scram-
bling and struggling to the door, rushed at length uncer-
emoniously from the room and from the house, without
having uttered a syllable since Dupin had requested him
to fill up the check.

When he had gone, my friend entered into some ex-
planations.

“The Parisian police,” he said, “are exceedingly able in
their way. They are persevering, ingenious, cunning, and
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thoroughly versed in the knowledge which their duties
seem chiefly to demand. Thus, when G detailed to us
his mode of searching the premises at the Hotel D——,
I felt entire confidence in his having made a satisfactory
investigation—so far as his labors extended.”

“So far as his labors extended?” said 1.

“Yes,” said Dupin. “The measures adopted were not
only the best of their kind, but carried out to absolute
perfection. Had the letter been deposited within the range
of their search, these fellows would, beyond a question,
have found it.”

I merely laughed—but he seemed quite serious in all
that he said.

“The measures, then,” he continued, “were good in their
kind, and well executed; their defect lay in their being in-
applicable to the case and to the man. A certain set of
highly ingenious resources are, with the Prefect, a sort of
Procrustean bed, to which he forcibly adapts his designs.
But he perpetually errs by being too deep or too shallow
for the matter in hand; and many a school-boy is a better
reasoner than he. I knew one about eight years of age,
whose success at guessing in the game of ‘even and odd’
attracted universal admiration. This game is simple, and
is played with marbles. One player holds in his hand a
number of these toys, and demands of another whether
that number is even or odd. If the guess is right, the guess-
er wins one; if wrong, he loses one. The boy to whom I
allude won all the marbles of the school. Of course he had
some principle of guessing; and this lay in mere obser-
vation and admeasurement of the astuteness of his op-
ponents. For example, an arrant simpleton is his oppce-
nent, and, holding up his closed hand, asks, ‘Are they even
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or odd? Qur school-boy replies, ‘Odd,’ and loses; but upon
the second trial he wins, for he then says to himself: “The
simpleton had them even upon the first trial, and his
amount of cunning is just sufficient to make him have
them odd upon the second; I will therefore guess odd’;—
he guesses odd, and wins. Now, with a simpleton a degree
above the first, he would have reasoned thus: ‘This fel-
low finds that in the first instance I guessed odd, and, in
the second, he will propose to himself, upon the first im-
pulse, a simple variation from even to odd, as did the first
simpleton; but then a second thought will suggest that
this is too simple a variation, and finally he will decide
upon putting it even as before. I will therefore guess even’s
—he guesses even, and wins., Now this mode of reasoning
in the school-boy, whom his fellows termed ‘lucky,—
what, in its last analysis, is it?”

“It is merely,” I said, “an identification of the reasoner’s
intellect with that of his opponent.”

“It is,” said Dupin; “and, upon inquiring of the boy by
what means he effected the thorough identification in
which his success consisted; I received answer as follows:
‘When I wish to find out how wise, or how stupid, or how
good, or how wicked is any one, or what are his thoughts
at the moment, I fashion the expression of my face, as ac-
curately as possible, in accordance with the expression of
his, and then wait to see what thoughts or sentiments
arise in my mind or heart, as if to match or correspond
with the expression.” This response of the school-boy lies
at the bottom of all the spurious profundity which has
been attributed to Rochefoucault, to La Bougive, to
Machiavelli, and to Campanella.”

64



THE PURLOINED LETTER

“And the identification,” I said, “of the reasoner’s in-
tellect with that of his opponent, depends, if I under-
stand you aright, upon the accuracy with which the op-
ponent’s intellect is admeasured.”

“For its practical value it depends upon this,” replied
Dupin; “and the Prefect and his cohort fail so frequently,
first, by default of this identification, and, secondly, by
ill-admeasurement, or rather through non-admeasure-
ment, of the intellect with which they are engaged. They
consider only their owrn ideas of ingenuity; and, in search-
ing for any thing hidden, advert only to the modes in
which they would have hidden it. They are right in this
much-—that their own ingenuity is a faithful representa-
tive of that of the mass; but when the cunning of the
individual felon is diverse in character from their own,
the felon foils them, of course. This always happens when
it is above their own, and very usually when it is below.
They have no variation of principle in their investigations;
at best, when urged by some unusual emergency—by some
extraordinary reward—they extend or exaggerate their old
modes of practice, without touching their principles. What,
for example, in this case of D——, has been done f{o vary
the principle of action? What is all this boring, and prob-
ing, and sounding, and scrutinizing with the microscope,
and dividing the surface of the building into registered
square inches—what is it all but an exaggeration of the
application of the one principle or set of principles of
search, which are based upon the one set of notions re-
garding human ingenuity, to which the Prefect, in the
long routine of his duty, has been accustomed? Do you
not see he has taken it for granted that all men proceed
to conceal a letter, not exactly in a gimlet-hole bored in a
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chair-leg, but, at least, in some out-of-the-way hole or
corner suggested by the same tenor of thought which
would urge a man to secrete a letter in a gimlet-hole bored
in a chair-leg? And do you not see also, that such re-
cherchés nooks for concealment are adapted only for
ordinary occasions, and would be adopted only by ordi-
nary intellects; for, in all cases of concealment, a disposal
of the article concealed—a disposal of it in this recherché
manner,—is, in the very first instance, presumable and
presumed; and thus its discovery depends, not at all upon
the acumen, but altogether upon the mere care, patience,
and determination of the seekers; and where the case is
of importance—or, what amounts to the same thing in the
political eyes, when the reward is of magnitude,—the
qualities in question have never been known to fail. You
will now understand what I meant in suggesting that, had
the purloined letter been hidden anywhere within the
limits of the Prefect’s examination—in other words, had
the principle of its concealment been comprehended with-
in the principles of the Prefect—its discovery would have
becen a matter altogsther beyond question. This function-
ary, however, has been thoroughly mystified; and the
remote source of his defeat lies in the supposition that the
Minister is a fool, because he has acquired renown as a
poet. All fools are poets; this the Prefect feels; and he is
merely guilty of a non distributio medii in thence inferring
that all poeis are fools.”

“But is this really the poet?” I asked. “There are two
brothers, I know; and both have attained reputation in
letters. The Minister I believe has written learnedly on

the Differential Calculus. He is 2 mathematician, and no
PO&t.”
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“You are mistaken; I know him well; he is both. As
poet and mathematician, he would reason well; as mere
mathematician, he could not have reasoned at all, and
thus would have been at the mercy of the Prefect.”

“You surprise me,” I said, “by these opinions, which
have been contradicted by the voice of the world. You
do not mean to set at nmaught the well-digested idea of
centuries. The mathematical reason has long been re-
garded as the reason par excellence.”

“‘Il y a @ parier, ” replied Dupin, quoting from Cham-
fort, “‘que toute idée publique, toute convention regue,
est une sottise, car elle a convenue au plus grand nombre.’
The mathematicians, I grant you, have done their best to
promulgate the popular error to which you allude, and
which is none the less an error for its promulgation as
truth. With an art worthy a better cause, for examplie, they
have insinuated the term ‘analysis’ into application to al-
gebra. The French are the originators of this particular
deception; but if a term is of any importance-—if words
derive any value from applicability—then ‘analysis’ con-
veys ‘algebra’ about as much as, in Latin, ‘ambitus’ im-
plies ‘ambition,” ‘religio’ ‘religion,’ or ‘homines honesti
a set of ‘honorable men.’”

“You have a quarrel on hand, I see,” said I, *with some
of the algebraists of Paris; but procesed.”

“I dispute the availability, and thus the value, of that
reason which is cultivated in any especial form other than
the abstractly logical. I dispute, in particular, the reason
educed by mathematical study. The mathematics are the
science of form and quantity; mathematical reasoning is
merely logic applied to observation upon form and quan-
tity. The great error lies in supposing that even the truths
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of what is called pure algebra are abstract or general
truths. And this error is so egregious that I am confounded
at the universality with which it has been received. Mathe-
matical axioms are not axioms of general truth. What is
true of relation—of form and quantity—is often grossly
false in regard to morals, for example. In this latter science
it is very usually untrue that the aggregated parts are
equal to the whole. In chemistry also the axiom fails. In
the consideration of motive it fails; for two motives, each
of a given value, have not, necessarily, a value when
united, equal to the sum of their values apart. There are
numerous other mathematical truths which are only truths
within the limits of relafion. But the mathematician
argues from his finite truths, through habit, as if they
were of an absclutely general applicability—as the world
indeed imagines them to be. Bryant, in his very learned
‘Mythology,” mentions an analogous source of error, when
he says that ‘although the pagan fables are not believed,
yet we forget ourselves continually, and make inferences
from them as existing realities.” With the algebraists,
however, who are pagans themselves, the ‘pagan fables’
are believed, and the inferences are made, not so much
through lapse of memory as through an unaccountable
addling of the brains. In short, I never vet encountered
the mere mathematician who would be trusted out of
equal roots, or one who did not clandestinely hoid it as a
pomnt of his faith that x* + px was absolutely and un-
conditionally equal to g. Say to one of these gentlemen, by
way of experiment, if you please, that you believe occa-
sions may occur where x* 4+ px is not altogether equal
to g, and, having made him understand what you mean,
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get out of his reach as speedily as convenient, for, beyond
doubt, he will endeavor to knock you down.

“I mean to say,” continued Dupin, while I merely
laughed at his last observations, “that if the Minister had
been no more than a mathematician, the Prefect would
have been under no necessity of giving me this check. I
knew him, however, as both mathematician and poet, and
my measures were adapted to his capacity, with reference
to the circumstances by which he was surrounded. I knew
him as a courtier, too, and as a bold Intrigant. Such a man,
I considered, could not fail to be aware of the ordinary
policial modes of action. He could not have failed to
anticipate—and events have proved that he did not fail
to anticipate—the waylayings to which he was subjected.
He must have foreseen, I reflected, the secret investiga-
tions of his premises. His frequent absences from home at
night, which were hailed by the Prefect as certain aids to
his success, I regarded only as ruses, to afford oppor-
tunity for thorough search to the police, and thus the
sooner to impress them with the conviction to which
G , in fact, did finaily arrive—the conviction that the
letter was not upon the premises. I felt, also, that the
whole train of thought, which I was at some pains in de-
tailing to you just now, concerning the invariable princi-
ple of policial action in searches for articles concealed—
I felt that this whole train of thought would necessarily
pass through the mind of the minister. It would impera-
tively lead him to despise all the ordinary nooks of con-
cealment. He could not, I reflected, be so weak as not to
see that the most intricate and remote recess of his hotel
would be as open as his commonest closets to the eyes, to
the probes, to the gimlets, and to the microscopes of the
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Prefect. I saw, in fine, that he would be driven, as a mat-
ter of course, to simplicity, if not deliberately induced to
it as a matter of choice. You will remember, perhaps, how
desperately the Prefect laughed when I suggested, upon
our first interview, that it was just possible this mystery
troubled him so much on account of ifs being so very seli-
evident.”

es,” said I, “I remember his merriment well. I really
thought he would have fallen into convulsions.”

“The material world,” continued Dupin, “abounds with
very strict analogies to the immaterial; and thus some
color of truth has been given to the rhetorical dogma,
that metaphor, or simile, may be made to strengthen an
argument as well as fo embellish a description. The prin-
ciple of the vis inertice, for example, seems to be identical
in physics and metaphysics. It is not more true in the
former, that a large body is with more difficulty set in
motion than a smaller one, and that its subsequent mo-
mentum is commensurate with this difficulty, than it is,
in the latter, that intellects of the vaster capacity, while
more forcible, more constant, and more eventful in their
movements than those of inferior grade, are yet the less
readily moved, and more embarrassed, and full of hesita-
tion in the first few steps of their progress. ‘Again: have
you ever noticed which of the street signs, over the shop
doors, are the most attractive of attention?”

“I have never given the matter a thought,” I said.

“There is a game of puzzles,” he resumed, “which is
played upon a map. One party playing requ:res another to
find a given word—the name of town, river, state, or em-

pire—any word, in short, upon the motley and perplexed
surface of the chart. A novice in the game generally
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seeks to embarrass his opponents by giving them the most
minutely lettered names; but the adept selects such words
as stretch, in large characters, from one end of the chart
to the other. These, like the over-iargely lettered signs and
placards of the sireet, escape observation by dint of
being excessively obvious; and here the physical over-
sight is precisely analogous with the moral inapprehen-
sion by which the intellect suffers to pass unnoticed those
considerations which are too obtrusively and too pal-
pably seli-evident. But this is a poinf, it appears, some-
what above or beneath the understanding of the Prefect.
He never once thought it probable, or possible, that the
minister had deposited the letter immediately beneath the
nose of the whole world, by way of best preventing any
portion of that world from perceiving it.

“But the more I reflected upon the daring, dashing, and
discriminating ingenuity of D——; upon the fact that the
document must always have been af hand, if he intended
to use it to good purpose; and upon the decisive evidence,
obtained by the Prefect, that it was not hidden within
the limits of that dignitary’s ordinary search—the more
satisfied I became that, o conceal this letter, the minister
had resorted to the comprehensive and sagacicus expe-
dient of not aitempting to conceal it at all

“Full of these ideas, I prepared myself with a pair of
green spectacles, and called one fine morning, quite by
accident, at the Ministerial hotel. I found D—— at home,
yawning, lounging, and dawdling, as usual, and pretending
to be in the last extremity of ennui. He is, perhaps, the
most really energetic human being now alive—but that is
only when nobody sees him.

“To be even with him, I complained of my weak eyes,
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and lamented the necessity of the spectacles, under cover
of which I cautiously and thoroughly surveyed the whole
apartment, while seemingly mtent only upon the conversa-
tion of my host.

“I paid especial attention to a large writing-table near
which he sat, and upon which lay confusedly, some mis-
cellaneous letters and other papers, with one or two
musical instruments and a few books. Here, however, after
a long and very deliberate scrutiny, I saw nothing to ex-
cite particular suspicion.

“At length my eyes, in going the circuit of the room, fell
upon a trumpery filigree card-rack of pasteboard, that
hung dangling by a dirty blue ribbon, from a little brass
knob just beneath the middle of the mantelpiece. In this
rack, which had three or four compartments, were five or
six visiting cards and a solifary letter. This last was much
soiled and crumpled. It was torn nearly in two, across
the middle—as if a design, in the first instance, to tear it
entirely up as worthless, had been altered, or stayed, in
the second. It had a large black seal, bearing the D——
cipher very -conspicuously, and was addressed, in a
diminutive female hand, to D———, the minister, himself.
It was thrust carelessly, and even, as it seemed, con-
temptuously, into one of the uppermost divisions of the
rack.

“No sooner had T glanced at this lefter than I concluded
it to be that of which I was in search. To be sure, it was, to
all appearance, radically different from the one of which
the Prefect had read us so minute a description. Here the
seal was large and black, with the D—— cipher; there it
was small and red, with the ducal arms of the S——
family. Here, the address, to the minister, was diminutive

72



THE PURLOINED LETTER

and feminine; there the superscription, to a certain royal
personage, was markedly bold and decided; the size alone
formed a point of correspondence. But, then, the radical-
ness of these differences, which was excessive; the dirt:
the soiled and torn condition of the paper, so inconsistent
with the frue methodical habits of D—, and so sugges-
tive of a design to delude the beholder into an idea of the
worthlessness of the document;—these things, together
with the hyperobtrusive situation of this document, full
in the view of every visitor, and thus exactly in accordance
with the conclusions to which I had previously arrived;
these things, I say, were strongly corroborative of suspi-
cion, in one who came with the intention to suspect.

“I protracted my visit as long as possible, and, while I
maintained a most animated discussion with the minister,
upon a topic which I knew well had never failed to interest
and excite him, I kept my attention really riveted upon
the letter. In this examination, I committed to memory its
external appearance and arrangement in the rack; and also
fell, at length, upon a discovery which set at rest what-
ever trivial doubt I might have entertained. In scrutinizing
the edges of the paper, I observed them to be more chafed
than seemed necessary. They presented the broken ap-
pearance which is manifested when a stif paper, having
been once folded and pressed with a folder, is re-folded
in a reversed direction, in the same creases or edges which
had formed the original fold. This discovery was sufficient.
It was clear to me that the letter had been turned, as a
glove, inside out, re-directed and re-sealed. I bade the
minister good-morning, and took my departure at once,
leaving a gold snuff-box upon the table.

“The next morning I called for the snuff-box, when we
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resumed, quite eagerly, the conversation of the preceding
day. While thus engaged, however, a loud report, as if of a
pistol, was heard immediately beneath the windows of the
hotel, and was succeeded by a series of fearful screams,
and the shoutings of a terrified mob. D—— rushed to a
casement, threw it open, and looked out. In the meantime
I stepped to the card-rack, took the letter, put it in my
pocket, and replaced it by a facsimile, (so far as regards
externals) which I had carefully prepared at my lodgings
—imitating the D—— cipher, very readily, by means of a
seal formed of bread.

“The disturbance in the street had besn occasioned by
the frantic behavior of a man with a musket. He had fired
it among a crowd of women and children. It proved, how-
ever, to have been without ball, and the fellow was suf-
fered to go his way as a lunatic or a drunkard. When he
had gone, D—— came from the window, whither I had
followed him immediately upon securing the object in
view. Soon afterward I bade him farewell. The pretended
lunatic was a2 man in my own pay.”

“But what purpose had you,” I asked, “in replacing the
letier by a facsimile? Would it not have been better, at the
first visit, to have seized it openly, and departed?”

“D——" replied Dupin, “is a desperate man, and a man
of nerve. His hotel, too, is not without aitendants de-
voted to his interssts. Had I made the wild attempt you
suggest, I might never have left the Ministerial presence
alive. The good people of Paris might have heard of me no
more. But I had an object apart from these considera-
tions. You know my political prepossessions. In this mat-
ter, I act as a partisan of the lady concerned. For eighteen
months the Minister has had her in his power. She has
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now him in hers—since, being unaware that the letter is
not in his possession, he will proceed with his exactions
as if it was. Thus will he inevitably commit himself, at
once, to his political destruction. His downfall, too, will
not be more precipitate than awkward. It is all very well
to talk about the facilis descensus Averni; but in all kinds
of climbing, as Catalani said of singing, it is far more
easy to get up than to come down. In the present in-
stance I have no sympathy—at least no pity—for him
who descends. He is that monstrum horrendum, an un-
principled man of genius. I confess, bhowever, that I
should like very well to know the precise character of
his thoughts, when, being defied by her whom the Prefect
terms ‘a certain personage,” he i3 reduced to opening the
letter which I left for him in the card-rack.”

“How? Did you put any thing particular in it?”

“Why—it did not seem altogether right to leave the in-
terior blank—that would have been insulting. D——, at
Vienna once, did me an evil turn, which I told him, quite
good-humoredly, that I should remember. So, as I knew
he would feel some curiosity in regard to the identity of
the person who had outwitted him, I thought it a pity not
to give him a clew. He is well acquainted with my MS.,
and I just copied into the middle of the blank sheet the
words—

“ —Un dessein si funeste,
S’il n’est digne d’Atrée, est digne de Thyeste.’

They are to be found in Crébillon’s ‘Atrée.’ ”
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The Teli-Tale Hear




The whole effect of this masterpiece of madness and
murder is created by Poe’s magnificent control of
language and by his careful construction toward the
explosive climax. As he did in many of his stories, Poe
wrote “The Tell-Tale Heart” in the first person. It is as
if he, Poe, were the murderer. There is really nothing
else like it in literature. With each chilling beat, the
reader will find himself gripped more and more by
the suspense and horror of this eerie story.

RUE!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had

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

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

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

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

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

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

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the
groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of
grief—oh, nol—it was the low stifled sound that arises
from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe.
I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight,
when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own
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bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that
distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old
man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart.
I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the
first slight noise, when he had furned in the bed. His
fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had
been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He
had been saying to himself—“It is nothing but the wind
in the chimney—it is only a mouse crossing the fioor,”
or “it is merely a cricket which has made a single
chirp.” Yes, he has been trying to comfort himself with
these suppositions; but he had found all in vain. 4All in
vain; because Death, in approaching him, bhad stalked
with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the
victim. And it was the mournful influence of the un-
perceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he
neither saw nor heard—to feel the presence of my head
within the room.

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without
hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very,
very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you can-
not imagine how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length, a
single dim ray, like the thread of a spider, shot from out
the crevice and full upon the vulture eye.

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I
gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness—all a
dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very
marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the
old man’s face or person: for I had directed the ray as
if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

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

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely
breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how
steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Mean-
time the hellish tatioo of the heart increased. It grew
quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every in-
stant. The old man’s terror must have been extreme! It
grew louder, I say, louder every momentl—do you
mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I
am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the
dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as
this excited me to uncontroliable terror. Yet, for some
minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beat-
ing grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst.
And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be
heard by a neighbor! The old man’s hour had comel
With a loud vyell, I threw open the lantern and leaped
intc the room. He shricked once—once only. In an in-
stant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy
bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far
done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a
muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would
not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The
old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the
corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand
upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There
was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would
trouble me no more.
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If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer
when I describe the wise precautions I took for the con-
cealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked
hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the
corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

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

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

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

I smiled,~for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen
welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The
old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took
my visitors all over the house. I bade them search—
search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I
showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the
enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the
room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues,
while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect tri-
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umph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath
which reposed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced
them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I an-
swered cheerily, they chatted familiar things. But, ere
long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My
head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still
they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more dis-
tinct:—it continued and became more distinct: I talked
more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued
and gained definitiveness—until, at length, I found that
the noise was nof within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more
fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound in-
creased—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick
sound—mucn such a sound as a waich makes when en-
veloped in cotton. 1 gasped for breath—and yet the of-
ficers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vchement-
ly; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued
about frifies, in a high key and with violent gesticula-
tions, but the noise steadily increased. Why would they
not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy
sirides, a8 if excited to fury by the observation of the
men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what
could I do? 1 foamed—I raved—I sworel I swung the
chair upon which I bhad been sitting, and gratsd it upon
the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually
increased. It grew louder—louder—douder! And stiil the
men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they
heard not? Almighty God!-—no, no! They heardl—they
suspected!—they knew/—they were making a mockery of
my horrorl—this I thought, and this I think, But aay
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thing was better than this agony! Any thing was more
tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical
smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or diel—
and now-—againl—hark! louder! louder! louder! louder/—

“Villains!” I shriecked, “dissemble no more! I admit the
deed!—tear up the planksl—here, herel—it is the beating
of his hideous heart!”
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The phenomenon of hypnosis (or mesmerism, as it
was called in Poe’s time) is the basis of this weird tale.
Hypnosis, the psychological device of putting a person
in a france, was described almost 200 years ago by a
Viennese physician named Franz Mesmer. At first
named after him, this phenomenon was later given
its more descriptive name, “hypnosis,” based on the

Greek word “hypnos,” to sleep.

F COURSE I shall not pretend fo consider it any matter
for wonder, that the exfraordinary case of M. Valde-
mar has excited discussion. It would have been a miracle
had it not—especially under the circumstances. Through
the desire of all parties concerned, to keep the affair from
the public, at least for the present, or until we had
furtber opportunities for investigation—through our en-
deavors to effect this—a garbled or exaggerated account
made its way into society, and became the source of many
unpleasant misrepresentations; and, very nafurally, of a
great deal of disbelief.
It is now rendered necessary that I give the facts—
as far as I comprehend them myself. They are, succinctly,
these:

87



EDGAR ALLAN POE

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

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

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

It is now rather more than seven months since I re-
ceived, from M. Valdemar himself, the subjoined note:

“MY DEAR P
“You may as well come now. D—— and F—— are
agreed that I cannot hold out beyond to-morrow mid-
night; and I think they have hit the time very nearly.
VALDEMAR”

89



EDGAR ALLAN POE

I received this note within half an hour after it was
writien, and in fifteen minutes more I was in the dying
man’s chamber. I had not seen him for ten days, and
was appalled by the fearful alteration which the brief
interval had wrought in him. His face wore a leaden hue;
the eyes were utterly lustreless; and the emaciation was so
extreme, that the skin had been broken through by the
cheek-bones. His expectoration was excessive. The pulse
was barely perceptible. He retained, nevertheless, in a very
remarkable manner, both his mental power and a certain
degree of physical strength, He spoke with distinctness—
took some palliative medicines without aid—and, when 1
entered the room, was occupied in penciling memoranda
in a pocket-book. He was propped up in the bed by pil-
lows. Doctors D—— and F were in attendance.

After pressing Valdemar’s hand, I took these gentlemen
aside, and obtained from them a minute account of the
patient’s condition. The left lung had been for eighteen
months in a4 semi-osseous or cartilaginous state, and was,
of course, entirely useless for all purposes of vitality. The
right, in its upper portion, was also partially, if not thor-
oughly, ossified, while the lower region was merely a mass
of purulent tubercles, running one into another. Several
extensive perforaticns existed; and, at one point, perma-
nent adhesion to the ribs had taken place. These appear-
ances in the right lobe were of comparatively recent date.
The ossification had proceeded with very unusual rapidity;
no sign of it had been discovered a month before, and the
adhesion had only been observed during the three pre-
vious days. Independently of the phthisis, the patient was
suspected of aneurism of the aorta; but on this point the
osseous symptoms rendered an exact diagnosis impossible.
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It was the opinion of both physicians that M. Valdemar
would die about midaight on the morrow (Sunday.) It
was then seven o’clock on Saturday evening.

On quitting the invalid’s bedside to hold conversation
with myself, Doctors D——— and F—— had bidden him a
final farewell. It had not been their intention to return;
but, at my request, they agreed to look in upon the pa-
tient about ten the next night.

When they had gone, I spoke freely with M. Valdemar
on the subject of his approaching dissolution, as well as,
more particularly, of the experiment proposed. He still pro-
fessed himself quite willing and even anxious to have it
made, and urged me to commence it at once. A male and
a female nurse were in attendance; but I did not feel my-
self altogether at liberty to engage in a task of this
character with no more reliable witnesses than these peo-
ple, in case of sudden accident, might prove. I therefore
postponed operations until about eight the next night, when
the arrival of a medical student, with whom I had some
acquaintance (Mr. Theodore L——1), relieved me from
further embarrassment. It had been my design, originally,
to wait for the physicians; but I was induced to proceed,
first, by the urgent entreaties of M. Valdemar, and second-
ly, by my conviction that I had not a moment to lose, as
he was evidently sinking fast.

Mr. L——1 was so kind as to accede to my desire that
he would take notes of all that occurred; and it is from
his memoranda that what I now have to relate is, for the
most part, either condensed or copied verbatim.

It wanted about five minutes of eight when, taking the
patient’s hand, I begged him to state, as distinctly as he
could, to Mr. L——I|, whether he (M. Valdemar) was en-
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tirely willing that 1 should make the experiment of mes-
merizing him in his then condition.

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

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

By this time his pulse was imperceptible and his breath-
ing was stertorious, and at intervals of half a minute.

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

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

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

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

As I approached M. Valdemar I made a kind of half
effort to influence his right arm into pursuit of my own,
as I passed the latter gently to and fro above his person.
In such experiments with this patient, I had never per-
fectly succeeded before, and assuredly I had little thought
of succeeding now; but to my astonishment, his arm very

93




EDGAR ALLAN POE

readily, although feebly, followed every direction I as-
signed it with mine. I determined to hazard a few words
of conversation.

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

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

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

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

The answer now was immediate, but even less audible
than before:

“No pain—1] am dying!”

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

“M. Valdemar, do you still sleep?”

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

*Yes; still asleep—dying.”
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It was now the opinion, or rather the wish, of the phy-
sicians, that M. Valdemar should be suffered to remain
undisturbed in his present apparently tranquil condition,
until death should supervene—and this, it was generally
agreed, must now fake place within a few minutes. I con-
cluded, however, to speak t0 him once more, and merely
repeated my previous question.

While I spoke, there came a marked change over the
countenance of the sleep-waker. The eyes rolled them-
selves slowly open, the pupils disappearing upwardly; the
skin generally assumed a cadaverous hue, resembling not
so much parchment as white paper; and the circular hectic
spots which, hitherto, had been sirongly defined in the
centre of each cheek, went out at once. I use this expres-
sion, because the suddenness of their departurs put me
in mind of nothing so much as the extinguishment of a
c¢andle by a puiff of the breath. The upper lip, at the same
time, writhed itself away from the tieeth, which it had
previously covered completely; while the lower iaw fell
wiin an audible jerk, leaving the mouth widely eztended,
and disclosing in full view the swollen and blackened
tongue. I presume that no member of the pariy then pres-
enit had bsen unaccustomed to death-bed horrors; but so
hideous beyond conception was the appearance of M. Val-
demar at this moment, that there was a general shrinking
back from the region of the bed.

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

There was no longer the faintest sign of vitality in M.
Valdemar; and concluding him to be dead, we were con-
signing him to the charge of the nurses, when a strong
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vibratory motion was observable in the tongue. This con-
tinued for perhaps a minute. At the expiration of this pe-
riod, there issued from the distended and motionless jaws
a voice—such as it would be madness in me to attempt
describing. There are, indeed, two or three epithets which
might be considered as applicable to it in part; I might say,
for example, that the sound was harsh and broken and
hollow; but the hideous whole is indescribable, for the
simple reason that no similar sounds have ever jarred upon
the ear of humanity. There were two particulars, neverthe-
less, which I thought then, and still think, might fairly be
stated as characteristic of the infonation—as well adapt-
ed to convey some idea of ifs unearthly peculiarity. In
the first place, the voice seemed to reach our ears—at
least mine—from a vast distance, or from some deep
cavern within the earth. In the second place, it impressed
me (I fear, indeed, that it will be impossible to make my-
self comprehended) as gelatinous or glutinous matters ims
press the sense of touch.

I have spoken both of “sound” and of “voice.” I mean
to say that the sound was one of distinct—of even won-
derfully, thrillingly distinct—syllabification. M. Valdemar
spoke—obviously in reply to the question I had pro-
pounded to him a few minutes before. I had asked him,
it will be remembered, if he still slept. He now said:

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

No person present even affected to deny, or attempted
to repress, the unutterable, shuddering horror which these
few words, thus uttered, were so well calculated to con-
vey. Mr. L——] (the student) swooned. The nurses imme-
diately left the chamber, and could not be induced to
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return. My own impressions I would not pretend to ren-
der intelligible to the reader. For mnearly an hour, we
busied ourselves, silently—without the uiterance of a
word—in endeavors to revive Mr. L——1. When he
came to himself, we addressed ourselves again to an in-
vestigation of M. Valdemar’s condition.

It remained in all respects as I have last described it,
with the exception that the mirror no longer afforded evi-
dence of respiration. An attempt to draw blood from the
arm failed. I should mention, 100, that this limb was no
further subject to my will. I endeavored in vain to make it
follow the direction of my hand. The only real indication,
indeed, of the mesmeric influence, was now found in the
vibratory movement of the tongue, whenever I addressed
M. Valdemar a question. He seemed to be making an effort
to reply, but had no longer sufficient volition. To
‘queries put to him by any other person than myself he
seemed utterly insensible—although I endeavored to place
each member of the company in mesmeric rapport with
him. I believe that I have now related all that is neces-
sary to an understanding of the sleep-waker’s state at this
epoch. Other nurses were procured; and at ten o’clock I
left the house in company with the fwo physicians and
Mr. L—1L

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

From this period until the close of last week—an in-
terval of nearly seven months—we continued to make
daily calls at M. Valdemar’s house, accompanied, now and
then, by medical and other friends. All this time the
sleep-waker remained exactly as 1 have last described
him. The nurses’ attentions were continual.

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

For the purpose of relieving M. Valdemar from the mes-
meric trance, I made use of the customary passes. These
for a time were unsuccessful. The first indication of re-
vival was afforded by a partial descent of the iris. It was
observed, as especially remarkable, that this lowering of
the pupil was accompanied by the profuse out-fiowing of
a yellowish ichor (from beneath the lids) of a pungent and
highly offensive odor.

It was now suggested that I should attempt to influence
the patient’s arm as herstofore. I made the attempt and
failed. Dr. F then intimated a desire tc have me put
a question. I did so, as follows:

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

There was an instart return of the hectic circles on the
cheeks: the tongue quivered, or rather rolled violently in
the mouth (although the jaws and lips remained rigid
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as before), and at length the same hideous voice which I
have already described, broke forth:

“For God’s sake!l-—quick!—quickl—put me to sleep—
or, quickl—waken mel—quickl—I say to you that I am
deadl”

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

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

As I rapidly made the mesmeric passes, amid ejacula-
tions of “dead! dead!” absolutely bursting from the
tongue and not from the lips of the sufferer, his whole
frame at once—within the space of a single minute, or
less, shrunk—crumbled-—absolutely roited away beneath
my hands. Upon the bed, before that whole company,
there lay a nearly liquid mass of loathsome—of detfestable
pufrescence.
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Without doubt this is one of the great suspense-
ferror stories of all time. You cannot escape the feeling
of horror as the narrator’s doom descends upon him.
Indeed, you can hardly believe that he lived through
his experience to write about itl And everything is so
minutely observed, so painstakingly described—with
the clarity and impact of an unforgettable nightmare.
And that is really what it is: a nightmare; for no such
torture chamber ever existed in reality. If is just a fig-
ment of Poe’s burning imagination.

Impia tortorum longas hic turba furores
Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit.
Sospite nunc patria, fracto nunc funeris anfro,
Mors ubi dira fuit vita salusque patent.
[Quatrain composed for the gates of a market to be erected
upon the site of the Jacobin Club House at Paris.]

wAs sick—sick unto death with that long agony; and

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

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

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

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

104



THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM

So far, I had not opened my eyes. I felt that I lay upon
my back, unbound. I reached out my hand, and it fell
heavily upon something damp and hard. There I suffered
it to remain for many minutes, while I strove to imagine
where and what I could be.-I longed, yet dared not, to
employ my vision. I dreaded the first glance at objects
around me. It was not that I feared to look upon things
horrible, but that I grew aghast lest there should be noth-
ing to see. At length, with a wild desperation at heart, I
quickly unclosed my eves. My worst thoughts, then, were
confirmed. The blackness of eternal night encompassed
me. I struggled for breath. The intensity of the darkness
seemed to oppress and stifie me. The atmosphere was
intolerably close. I still lay quietly, and made effort to
exercise my reason. I brought to mind the inquisitorial
proceedings, and attempted from that point to deduce my
real condition. The sentence had passed; and it appeared
to me that a very long interval of time had since elapsed.
Yet not for a moment did I suppose myself actuaily dead.
Such a supposition, notwithstanding what we read in fic-
tion, is altogether inconsistent with real existence;—but
where and in what state was I? The condemned to death,
I knew, perished usually at the auto-da-fés, and one of
these had been held on the very night of the day of my
trial. Had I been remanded to my dungeon, to await the
next sacrifice, which would not take place for many
months? This I at once saw could not be. Victims had
been in immediate demand. Moreover, my dungeon, as
well as all the condemned cells at Toledo, had stone
fioors, and light was not altogether excluded.

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

And now, as I still continued to step cautiously onward,
there came thronging upon my recollection a thousand
vague rumors of the horrors of Toledo. Of the dungeons
there had been strange things narrated—fables I had al-
ways deemed them,—but yef strange, and too ghastly to
repeat, save in a whisper. Was I left to perish of starva-
tion in this subterranean world of darkness; or what fate,
perhaps even more fearful, awaiied me? That the resuit
would be death, and a death of more than customary bit-
terness, I knew too well the character of my judges to
doubt. The mode and the hour were all that occupied or
distracted me.

My ouistretched hands at length encountered some solid
obstruction. It was a wall, seemingly of stone masonry—
very smeoth, slimy, and cold. I followed it up; stepping
with all the careful distrust with which certain antique
narratives had inspired me. This process, however, afforded
me no means of ascertaining the dimensions of my dun-
geon, as I might make its circuit and return to the point
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whence I set out without being aware of the fact, so
perfectly uniform seemed the wall. I therefore sought the
knife which had been in my pocket when led into the
inquisitorial chamber; but it was gone; my clothes had
been exchanged for a wrapper of coarse serge. I had
thought of forcing the blade in some minute crevice of
the masonry, s¢ as to identify my point of departure. The
difficulty, nevertheless, was but trivial; although, in the
disorder of my fancy, it seemed at first insuperable. I tore
a part of the hem from the robe and placed the fragment
at full length, and at right angles to the wall. In gropifg
my way around the prison, I could not fail to encounter
this rag upon completing the circuit. So, at least, I thought;
but I had not counted upon the extent of the dungeon,
or upon my own weakness. The ground was moist and
slippery. I staggered onward for some time, when I stum-
bled and fell. My excessive fatigue induced me to remain
prostrate; and sleep soon overtock me as I lay.

Upon awaking, and stretching forth an arm, I found
beside me a loaf and a pitcher with water. I was too much
exhausted to reflect upon this circumstance, but ate and
drank with avidity. Shortly afterward, I resumed my tour
around the prison, and with much toil, came at last upon
the frapment of the serge. Up to the period when I feli, I
had counted fifty-two paces, and, upon resuming my walk,
I had counted forty-eight more—when I arrived at the
rag. There were in all, then, a hundred paces; and, ad-
mitting two paces to the yard, I presumed the dungeon to
be fifty yards in circuit. I had met, however, with many
angles in the wall, and thus I could form no guess at the
shape of the vault, for vault I could not help supposing it
to be.
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I had litile object—certainly no hope—in these re-
searches; but a vague curiosity prompted me to continue
them. Quitting the wall, I resolved to cross the area of the
enclosure. At first, I proceeded with extreme caution, for
the floor, although seemingly of solid material, was treach-
erous with slime. At length, however, I took courage, and
did not hesitate to step firmly—endeavoring to cross in
as direct a line as possible. I had advanced some ten or
twelve paces in this manner, when the remnant of the
torn hem of my robe became entangled between my legs.
I stepped on it, and fell violently on my face.

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

108



THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM

flashed suddenly through the gloom, and as suddenly faded
away.

I saw clearly the doom which bad been prepared for me,
and congratulated myself upon the timely accident by
which I had escaped. Another step before my fall, and
the world had seen me mo more. And the death just
avoided was of that very character which I had regarded
as fabulous and frivolous in the tales respecting the In-
quisition. To the victims of its tyranny, there was the
choice of death with its direst physical agonies, or death
with its most hideous moral horrors. I had been reserved
for the latter. By long suffering my nerves had been uns
strung, uniil I trembled at the sound of my own voice,
and had become in every respect a fitting subject for the
species of torture which awaited me.

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

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

In its size I had been greatly mistaken. The whole cir-
cuit of its walls did not exceed twenty-five vards. For
some minutes this fact occasioned me a world of vain
trouble; vain indeed—for what could be of less impor-
tance, under the terrible circumstances which environed
me, than the mere dimensions of my dungeon? But my
soul took a wild interest in ftrifles, and I busied myself in
endeavors to account for the error I had committed in my
measurement. The truth at length flashed upon me. In my
first attempt at exploration I had counted fifty-two paces,
up to the period when I fell: I must then have been with-
in a pace or two of the fragment of serge; in fact, I had
nearly performed the circuit of the vault. I then slept—
and, upon awaking, I must have returned upon my steps
—thus supposing the circuit nearly double what it actually
was. My confusion of mind prevented me from observing
that I began my tour with the wall to the left, and ended
it with the wall to the right.

I had been deceived, too, in respect to the shape of the
enclosure, In feeling my way I had found many angles,
and thus deduced an idea of great irregularity; so potent
is the effect of total darkness upon one arousing from
lethargy or sleep! The angles were simply those of a few
slight depressions, or niches, at odd intervals. The general
shape of the prison was square. What I had taken for mas-
onry seemed now to be iron, or some other metal, in huge
plates, whose sutures or joints occasioned the depression.
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The entire surface of this metallic enclosure was rudely
daubed in all the hideous and repulsive devices to which
the charnel superstition of the monks has given rise. The
figures of fiends in aspects of menace, with skeleton forms,
and other more really fearful images, overspread and dis-
figured the walls. I observed that the outlines of these
monstrosities were sufficiently distinct, but that the colors
seemed faded and blurred, as if from the effects of a damp
atmosphere. I now noticed the floor, too, which was of
stone. In the centre yawned the circular pit from whose
jaws I had escaped; but it was the only one in the dun-
geon.

All this I saw indistinctly and by much effort—for my
personal condition had been greatly changed during slums
ber. I now lay upon my back, and at full length, on a
species of low framework of wood. To this I was securely
bound by a long strap resembling a surcingle. It passed in
many convolutions about my limbs and body, leaving at
liberty only my head, and my left arm to such extent, that
I could, by dint of much exertion, supply myself with food
irom an earthen dish which lay by my side on the floor.
I saw, to my horror, that the pitcher had been removed. I
say to my horror—for I was consumed with intolerable
thirst. This thirst it appeared to be the design of my per-
secutors to stimulate—for the food in the dish was meat
pungently seasoned.

Looking upward, I surveyed the ceiling of my prison.
It was some thirty or forty feet overhead, and constructed
much as the side walls. In one of its panels a very singular
figure riveted my whole attention. It was the painied fig-
ure of Time as he is commonly represenied, save that, in
lieu of a scythe, he held what, at 2 casual glance, I sup-
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posed to be the pictured image of a huge pendulum, such
as we see on antique clocks. There was something, how=-
ever, in the appearance of this machine which caused me
to regard it more attentively. While I gazed directly up-
ward at it (for its position was immediately over my own)
I fancied that I saw it in motion. In an instant afterward
the fancy was confirmed. Its sweep was brief, and of
course slow. I watched it for some minutes somewhat in
fear, but more in wonder. Wearied at length with observ-
ing its dull movement, I turned my eyes upon the other
objects in the cell.

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

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

112



THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM

It was appended to a weighty rod of brass, and the whole
hissed as it swung through the air.

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

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

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

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

114



THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM

nerves. I pondered upon all this frivolity until my teeth
were on edge.

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

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

Down—still unceasingly—still inevitably down! I gasped
and struggled at each vibration. I shrunk convulsively at
its every sweep. My eyes followed its outward or upward
whirls with the eagerness of the most unmeaning despair;
they closed themselves spasmodically at the descent, al-
though death would have been a relief, oh, how unspeak-
able! Still I quivered in every nerve to think how slight a
sinking of the machinery would precipitate that keen, glis-
tening axe upon my bosom. It was hope that prompted
the nerve to quiver—the frame to shrink. It was hope—
the hope that triumphs on the rack—that whispers to the
death-condemned even in the dungeons of the Inquisition.

I saw that some ten or twelve vibrations would bring
the steel in actual contact with my robe—and with this ob-
servation there suddenly came over my spirit all the keen,
collected calmness of despair. For the first time during
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many hours—or perhaps days—I thought. It now occurred
to me, that the bandage, or surcingle, which enveloped
me, was unique. I was tied by no separate cord. The first
stroke of the razor-like crescent athwart any portion of
the band would so detach it that it might be unwound from
my person by means of my left hand. But how fearful, in
that case, the proximity of the steell The result of the
slightest struggle, how deadly! Was it likely, moreover, that
the minions of the torturer had not foreseen and provided
for this possibility? Was it probable that the bandage
crossed my bosom in the track of the pendulum? Dread-
ing to find my faint and, as it seemed, my last hope frus-
trated, I so far elevated my head as to obtain a distinct
view of my breast. The surcingle enveloped my limbs and
body close in all directions—save in the path of the de-
stroying cresceni.

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

For many hours the immediate vicinity of the low frame=
work upon which I lay had been literally swarming with
rats. They were wild, bold, ravenous—their red eyes glar-
ing upon me as if they waited but for motionlessness on
my part to make me their prey. ‘“To what food,” I thought,
“have they been accustomed in the well?”

They had devoured, in spite of all my efforts {0 prevent
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them, all but a small remnant of the contents of the dish.
I had fallen into an habitual see-saw or wave of the
hand about the platter; and, at length, the unconscious
uniformity of the movement deprived it of effect. In their
voracity, the vermin frequently fastened their sharp fangs
in my fingers. With the particles of the oily and spicy
viand which now remained, I thoroughly rubbed the ban-
dage wherever I could reach it; then, raising my hand
from the floor, I lay breathlessly still.

At first, the ravenous animals were startled and terrified
at the change—at the cessation of movement. They shrank
alarmedly back; many sought the well. But this was only
for a moment. I had not counted in vain upon their vo-
racity. Observing that I remained without motion, one or
two of the boldest leaped upon the framework, and smelt
at the surcingle. This seemed the signal for a general rush.
Forth from the well they hurried in fresh troops. They
clung to the wood—they overran it, and leaped in hun-
dreds upon my person. The measured movement of the
pendulum disturbed them not at all. Avoiding its strokes,
they busied themselves with the anointed bandage. They
pressed—they swarmed upon me in ever accumulating
heaps. They writhed upon my throat; their cold lips sought
my own; I was half stified by their thronging pressure;
disgust, for which the world has no name, swelied my
bosom, and chilled, with a heavy clamminess, my heart.
Yet one minute, and I felt that the struggle would be
over. Plainly I perceived the loosening of the bandage. I
knew that in more than one place it must be already sev-
ered. With a more than human resolution I lay s#ill.

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

Freel—and in the grasp of the Inquisition! I had scarce-
ly stepped from my wooden bed of horror upon the stone
floor of the prison, when the motion of the heilish ma-
chine ceased, and I beheld it drawn up, by some invisibie
force, through the ceiling. This was a lesson which I took
desperately to heart. My every motion was undoubtedly
waiched. Freel—I] had but escaped death in one form of
agony, to be delivered unto worse than death in some
other., With that thought I rolled my eyes nervously around
on the barriers of iron that hemmed me in. Something
unusual—some change which, at first, I could not ap-
preciate distinctly—it was obvious, had taken place in the
apartment. For many minutes of a dreamy and trembling
abstraction, I busied myself in vain, unconnected conjec~
ture. During this pericd, I became aware, for the first
time, of the origin of the sulphurous light which illumined
the cell. It proceeded from a fissure, about half an inch in
width, extending entirely around the prison at the base of
the walls, which thus appeared, and were completely sepa-
rated from the fioor. I endeavored, but of course in vain,
to lock through the aperture.

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

Unreall—Even while I breathed there came to my nos-
trils the breath of the vapor of heated iron! A suffocating
odor pervaded the prison! A deeper glow settled each mo-
ment in the eyes that glared at my agonies! A richer tint
of crimson diffused itself over the pictured horrors of
blood. I panted! I gasped for breath! There could be no
doubt of the design of my tormentors—oh! most unrelent-
ing! oh! most demoniac of men! I shrank from the glow-
ing metal to the centre of the cell. Amid the thought of
the fiery destruction that impended, the idea of the cool-
ness of the well came over my soul like balm. I rushed fo
its deadly brink. I threw my straining vision below. The
glare from the enkindled roof illumined its inmost re-
cesses. Yet, for a wild moment, did my spirit refuse to
comprehend the meaning of what I saw. At length it forced
—it wrestled its way into my soul—it burned itself in upon
my shuddering reason. Oh! for a voice to speak!—oh!
bhorrorl—oh! any horror but this! With a shriek, I rushed
from the margin, and buried my face in my hands—weep-
ing bitterly.
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The heat rapidly increased, and once again I looked up,
shuddering as with a fit of ague. There had been a second
change in the cell—and now the change was obviously in
the form. As before, it was in vain that I at first endea-
vored to appreciate or understand what was taking place.
But not long was I left in doubt. The Inquisitorial ven-
geance had been hurried by my two-fold escape, and
there was to be no more dallying with the King of Ter-
rors. The room had been square. I saw that two of its iron
angles were now acute—two, consequently, obtuse. The
fearful difference quickly increased with a low rumbling
or moaning sound. In an instant the apartment had shifted
its form into that of a lozenge. But the alteration stopped
not here—I neither hoped nor desired it to stop. I could
have clasped the red walls to my bosom as a garment of
eternal peace. “Death,” I said, “any death but that of the
pit]” Fooll might I not have known that into the pit it
was the object of the burning iron to urge me? Could I re-
sist its glow? or if even that, could I withstand its pres-
sure? And now, flatter and flatter grew the lozenge, with a
rapidity that left me no time for contemplation. Its centre,
and of course its greatest width, came just over the yawn-
ing gulf, I shrank back—but the closing walls pressed me
resistlessly onward. At length for my seared and writhing
body there was no longer an inch of foothold on the firm
floor of the prison. I struggled no more, but the agony of
my soul found vent in one loud, long, and final scream of
despair. I felt that I tottered upon the brink—I averted
my eyes—

There was a discordant hum of human voices! There
was a loud blast as of many trumpets! There was a harsh
grating as of a thousand thunders! The fiery walls rushed
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back! An outstretched arm caught my own as I fell, faint-
ing, into the abyss. It was that of General Lasalle. The
French army had entered Toledo. The Inquisition was in

the hands of its enemies.
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A Tale of the
Ragged Mouniains



Some lovers of Poe claim that he was America’s
first science-fiction writer. But for the most part his
stories do not fit into that genre. Indeed, this strange
tale of time travel is almost the only one of his works
that can claim a place in the science-fiction category.
Even this story rests uncomforiably in the “S-F” cate-
gory, for it is much, much more uncanny and weird
than most modern stories of thai type.

urRING the fall of the year 1827, while residing near
Charlocttesville, Virginia, I casually made the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Augustus Bedloe. This young gentleman
was remarkabile in every respect, and excited In me a pro-
found interest and curiosity., I found it impossible to
comprehend him either in his moral or his physical rela-
tions. Of his family I could obtain no satisfactory account.
Whence he came, I never ascertained. Even about his age
—although I call him a young gentleman—there was
something which perplexed me in no little degree. He cer-
tainly seemed young—and he made a point of speaking
about his youth—yet there were moments when I should
bave had little trouble in imagining him a hundred years
of age. But in no regard was he more peculiar than in his
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personal appearance. He was singularly tall and thin. He
stooped much. His limbs were exceedingly long and
emaciated. His forechead was broad and low. His com-
plexion was absolutely bloodless. His mouth was large
and flexible, and his teeth were more wildly uneven, al-
though sound, than I had ever before seen teeth in a
human head. The expression of his smile, however, was
by no means unpleasing, as might be supposed; but it had
no variation whatever. It was one of profound melancholy
—of a phaseless and unceasing gloom. His eyes were
abnormally large, and round like those of a cat. The
pupils, too, upon any accession or diminution of light,
underwent contraction or dilation, just such as is observed
in the feline tribe. In moments of excitement the orbs grew
bright to a degree almost inconceivable; seeming to emit
luminous rays, not of a reflected but of an intrinsic lustre,
as does a candle or the sun; yet their ordinary condition
was so totally vapid, filmy, and dull, as to convey the
idea of the eyes of 2 long-interred corpse.

These peculiarities of person appeared to cause him
much annoyance, and he was continually alluding to them
in a sort of half explanatory, half apologetic strain,
which, when I first heard it, impressed me very painfully. 1
soon, however, grew accustomed to it, and my uneasiness
wore off. It seemed to be his design rather to insinuate
than directly to assert that, physically, he had not always
been what he was—that a long series of neuralgic attacks
had reduced him from a condition of more than usual
personal beauty, to that which I saw. For many years
past he had been attended by a physician, named Temple-
ton—an old gentleman, perhaps seventy years of age—
whom he had first encountered at Saratoga, and from
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whose attention, while there, he either received, or fancied
that he received, great benefit. The result was that Bedloe,
who was wealthy, had made an arrangement with Dr.
Templeton, by which the latter, in comsideration of a
liberal annual allowance, had consented to devote his
time and medical experience exclusively to the care of the
invalid.

Doctor Templeton had been a traveller in his younger
days, and at Paris had become a convert, in great meas-
ure, to the doctrine of Mesmer. It was altogether by means
of magnetic remedies that he had succeeded in alleviating
the acute pains of his patient; and this success had very
naturally inspired the latter with a certain degree of
confidence in the opinions from which the remedies had
been educed. The Doctor, however, like all enthusiasts,
had struggled hard to make a thorough convert of his
pupil, and finally so far gained his point as to induce
the sufferer to submit to numerous experiments. By a
frequent repetition of these, a result had arisen, which of
late days has become so common as to attract little or
no attention, but which, at the period of which I write,
had very rarely been known in America. I mean to say,
that between Doctor Templeton and Bedloe there had
grown up, little by little, a very distinct and strongly
marked rapport, or magnetic relation. I am not prepared
to assert, however, that this rapport extended beyond the
limits of the simple sleep-producing power; but this power
itself had attained great intensity. At the first attempt
to induce the magnetic somnolency, the mesmerist entirely
failed. In the fifth or sixth he succeeded very partially,
and after long-continued effort. Only at the twelfth was
the triumph complete. After this the will of the patient
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succumbed rapidly to that of the physician, so that, when
I first became acquainted with the two, sleep was brought
about almost instantaneously by the mere volition of the
operator, even when the invalid was unaware of his pres-
ence. It is only now, in the year 1845, when similar
miracles are witnessed daily by thousands, that I dare ven-
ture to record this apparent impossibility as a matter of
serious fact.

The temperature of Bedloe was, in the highest degree
sensitive, excitable, enthusjastic. His imagination was sin-
gularly vigorous and creative; and no doubt it derived
additional force from the habitual use of morphine, which
he swallowed in great quantity, and without which he
would have found it impossible to exist. It was his practice
to take a very large dose of it immediately after break-
fast each morning,—or, rather, immediately after a cup
of strong coffee, for he ate nothing in the forenoon,—
and then set forth alone, or attended only by a dog, upon
a long ramble among the chain of wild and dreary hills
that lie westward and southward of Charlottesville, and
arc there dignified by the title of the Ragged Mountains.

Upon a dim, warm, misty day, toward the close of
November, and during the strange interregnum of the
seasons which in America is termed the Indian summer,
Mr. Bedloe departed as usual for the hills. The day passed,
and still he did not return.

About eight o'clock at night, having become seriously
alarmed at his protracted absence, we were about set-
ting out in search of him, when he unexpectedly made
his appearance, in health no worse than usual, and in
rather more than ordinary spirits. The account which he
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gave of his expedition, and of the events which had de-
tained him, was a singular one indeed.

“You will remember,” said he, “that it was about nine
in the morning when I left Charlottesville. I bent my steps
immediately to the mountains, and, about ten, entered a
gorge which was entirely new to me. I followed the wind-
ings of this pass with much interest. The scenery which
presented itself on all sides, although scarcely entitled to
be called grand, had about it an indescribable and to me a
delicious aspect of dreary desolation. The solitude seemed
absolutely virgin. I could not help believing that the
green sods and the gray rocks upon which I trod had
been trodden never before by the foot of a human being.
So entirely secluded, and in fact inaccessible, except
through a series of accidents, is the entrance of the
ravine, that it is by no means impossible that I was in-
deed the first adventurer—the very first and sole ad-
venturer who had ever penetrated ifs recesses.

“The thick and peculiar mist, or smoke, which dis-
tinguishes the Indian summer, and which now hung
heavily over all objects, served, no doubt, to deepen the
vague impressions which these objects created. So dense
was this pleasant fog that I could at no time see more
than a dozen yards of the path before me. This path
was excessively sinuous, and as the sun could not be
seen, I soon lost all idea of the direction in which I
journeyed. In the meantime the morphine had its cus-
tomary efiect—that of enduing all the external world with
an intensity of interest. In the quivering of a leaf—in the
hue of a blade of grass—in the shape of a trefoil—in
the humming of a bee—in the gleaming of a dew-drop—
in the breathing of the wind—in the faint odors that
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came from the forest—there came a whole universe of
suggestion—a gay and motley train of rhapsodical and
immethodical thought.

“Busied in this, I walked on for several hours, during
which the mist deepened around me to so great an extent
that at length I was reduced to an absolute groping of
the way. And now an indescribable uneasiness possessed
me—a species of nervous hesitation and tremor. I feared
to tread, lest I should be precipitated into some abyss. I
remembered, too, strange stories told about these Ragged
Hills, and of the uncouth and fierce races of men who
tenanted their groves and caverns. A thousand vague
fancies oppressed and disconcerted me—fancies the more
distressing because vague. Very suddenly my attention
was arrested by the loud beating of a drum.

“My amazement was, of course, extreme. A drum in
these hills was a thing unknown. I could not have been
more surprised at the sound of the trump of the Arche
angel. But a new and still more astounding source of in-
terest and perplexity arose. There came a wild rattling or
jingling sound, as if of a bunch of large keys, and upon the
instant a dusky-visaged and half-naked man rushed past
me with a shriek. He came so close to my person that I
felt his hot breath upon my face. He bore in one hand
an instrument composed of an assemblage of steel rings,
and shook them vigorously as he ran. Scarcely had he
disappeared in the mist, before, panting after him, with
open mouth and glaring eyes, there darted a huge beast.
I could not be mistaken in its character. It was a hyena.

“The sight of this monster rather relieved than height-
ened my terrors—for I now made sure that I dreamed,
and endeavored to arouse myself to waking consciousness.
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I stepped boldly and briskly forward. I rubbed my eyes.
I called aloud. I pinched my limbs. A small spring of
water presented itself to my view, and here, stooping, I
bathed my hands and my head and neck. This seemed
to dissipate the equivocal sensations which had hitherto
annoyed me. I arose, as I thought, a new man, and pro-
ceeded steadily and complacently on my unknown way.

“At length, quite overcome by exertion, and by a cer-
tain oppressive closeness of the atmosphere, I seated my-
self beneath a tree. Presently there came a feeble gleam
of sunshine, and the shadow of the leaves of the tree
fell faintly but definitely upon the grass. At this shadow
I gazed wonderingly for many minutes. Its character
stupefied me with astonishment. I looked upward. The
tree was a palm.

“I now arose hurriedly, and in a state of fearful agita-
tion—for the fancy that I dreamed would serve me no
longer. I saw—I felt that I had perfect command of my
senses—and these senses now brought to my soul a world
of novel and singular sensation. The heat became all at
once intolerable. A strange odor loaded the breeze. A low,
continuous murmur, like that arising from a full, but
gently flowing river, came to my ears, intermingled with
the peculiar hum of multitudinous human voices.

“While I listened in an extremity of astonishment which
I need not attempt to describe, a strong and brief gust
of wind bore off the incumbent fog as if by the wand of
an enchanter.

“1 found myself at the foot of a high mountain, and
looking down into a vast plain, through which wound a
majestic river. On the margin of this river stood an
Eastern-looking city, such as we read of in the Arabian
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Tales, but of a character even more singular than any there
described. From my position, which was far above the level
of the town, I could perceive its every nook and corner,
as if delineated onr a map. The streets seemed innumerable,
and crossed each other irregularly in all directions, but
were rather long winding alleys than streets, and absolutely
swarmed with inhabitants. The houses were wildly pictur-
esque. On every hand was a wilderness of balconies, of
verandas, of minarets, of shrines, and fantastically carved
oriels, Bazaars abounded; and there were displayed rich
wares in infinite variety and profusion——silks, muslins,
the most dazzling cuilery, the most magnificent jewels
and gems. Besides these things, were seen, on all sides,
banners and palanquins, litters with stately dames close-
veiled, elephants gorgeously caparisoned, idols grotesquely
hewn, drums, banners, and gongs, spears, silver and gilded
maces. And amid the crowd, and the clamor, and the
general intricacy and confusion—amid the million of black
and yellow men, turbaned and robed, and of flowing
beard, there roamed a countless multitude of holy filleted
bulls, while vast legions of the filthy but sacred ape
clambered, chattering and shrieking, about the cornices
of the mosques, or clung {o.the minarets and oriels. From
the swarming streets to the banks of the river, there de-
scendsd innumerable fiights of steps leading to bathing
places, while the river itself scemed io force a passage
with difficulty through the vast fleets of deeply burdened
ships that far and wide encountered its surface., Beyond
the limiis of the city arcse, in frequent majestic groups,
the palm and the cocoa, with oiher gigantic and weird
trees of vast age; and here and thers might be seen a
field of rice, the thatched hut of a3 peasant, a tank, a
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stray temple, a gypsy camp, or a solifary graceful maiden
taking her way, with a pitcher upon her head, to the banks
of the magnificent river.

“You will say now, of course, that I dreamed; but not
so. What I saw—what I heard—what I felt—what I
thought—had about it nothing of the unmistakable
idiosyncrasy of the dream. All was rigorously self-consist-
ent. At first, doubting that I was really awake, I entered
into a series of tests, which soon convinced me that I
really was. Now, when one dreams, and, in the dream,
suspects that he dreams, the suspicion never fails to con-
firm itself, and the sleeper is almost immediately aroused.
Thus Novalis errs not in saying that “we are near waking
when we dream that we dream.” Had the vision occurred
to me as I describe it, without my suspecting it as a
dream, then a dream it might absolutely have been, but,
occurring as it did, and suspected and tested as it was, I
am forced to class it among other phenomena.”

“In this I am not sure that you are wrong,” observed
Dr. Templeton, “but proceed. You arose and descended
into the city.”

“I arose,” continued Bedloe, regarding the Doctor with
an air of profound astonishment, “I arose, as you say,
and descended into the city. On my way I fell in with
an immense populace, crowding through every avenue,
all in the same direction, and exhibiting in every action
the wildest excitement. Very suddenly, and by some in-
conceivable impulse, I became intensely imbued with
personal interest in what was going on. I seemed to feel
that I had an important part to play, without exactly un-
derstanding what it was. Against the crowd which en-
vironed me, however, I experienced a deep sentiment of
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animosity. I shrank from amid them, and, swiftly, by a
circuitous path, reached and entered the city. Here all
was the wildest tumult and contention. A small party of
men, clad in garments half Indian, half European, and
officered by gentlemen in a uniform partly British, were
engaged, at great odds, with the swarming rabble of the
alleys. I joined the weaker party, arming myself with the
weapons of a fallen officer, and fighting I knew not
whom with the nervous ferocity of despair. We were
soon overpowered by numbers, and driven to seek refuge
in a species of kiosk. Here we barricaded ourselves, and,
for the present, were secure. From a loop-hole near the
summit of the kiosk, I perceived a vast crowd, in furious
agitation, surrounding and assaulting a gay palace that
overhung the river. Presently, from an upper window of
this palace, there descended an effeminate-looking person,
by means of a string made of the turbans of his at-
tendants. A boat was at hand, in which he escaped to the
opposite bank of the river.

“And now a new object took possession of my soul. I
spoke a few hwmried but energetic words to my com-
panions, and, having succeeded in gaining over a few of
them to my purpose, made a frantic sally from the kiosk.
We rushed amid the crowd that surrounded it. They re-
treated, at first, before us. They rallied, fought madly,
and retreated again. In the meantime we were borne far
from the kiosk, and became bewildered and entangled
among the narrow streets of tall, overhanging houses,
into the recesses of which the sun had never been able
to shine, The rabble pressed impetuously upon us, harass-
ing us with their spears, and overwhelming us with flights
of arrows. These latter were very remarkable, and resem-
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bled in some respects the writhing creese of the Malay.
They were made to imitate the body of a creeping serpent,
and were long and black, with a poisoned barb. One of
them struck me upon the right temple. I recled and fell.
An instantaneous and dreadful sickness seized me. I strug-
gled—I gasped—I died.” :

“You will hardly persist now,” said I, smiling, “that the
whole of your adventure was not a dream. You are not
prepared to maintain that you are dead?”

When 1 said these words, I of course expected some
lively sally from Bedloe in reply; but, to my astonish-
ment, he hesitated, trembled, became feariully pallid, and
remained silent. I loocked toward Templeton. He sat erect
and rigid in his chair—his teeth chattered, and his eyes
were starting from their sockets. “Proceed!” he at length
said hoarsely to Bedloe.

“For many minutes,” continued the latter, “my sole
sentiment—my sole feeling—was that of darkness and
nonentity, with the consciousness of death. At length there
seemed to pass a violent and sudden shock through my
soul, as if of electricity. With it came the sense of
elasticity and of light. This latter I felt—not saw. In an
instant I seemed to rise from the ground. But I had no
bodily, no visible, audible, or palpable presence. The crowd
had departed, The tumult had ceased. The city was in com-
parative repose. Beneath me lay my corpse, with the ar-
row in my temple, the whole head greatly swollen and
disfigured. But all these things I felt—not saw. I took in-
terest in nothing. Even the corpse seemed a matter in
which I had no concern. Volition I had none, but appeared
to be impelled into motion, and flitted buoyantly out of
the city, retracing the circuitous path by which I had en-
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tered it. When I had attained that point of the ravine in
the mountains at which I had encountered the hyena, I
again experienced a shock as of a galvanic battery; the
sense of weight, of volition, of substance, returned. I be-
came my original self, and bent my steps eagerly home-
ward—but the past had not lost the vividness of the
real—and not now, even for an instant, can I compel my
understanding to regard it as a dream.”

“Nor was it,” said Templeton, with an air of deep
solemnity, “yet it would be difficult to say how other-
wise it should be termed. Let us suppose only, that the
soul of the man of to-day is upon the verge of some
stupendous psychical discoveries. Let us content ourselves
with this supposition. For the rest I have some ezplana-
tion to make. Here is a water-color drawing, which I
should have shown you before, but which an unaccount-
able sentiment of horror has hitherto prevented me from
showing.”

We looked at the picture which he presented. I saw
nothing in it of an extraordinary character; but its effect
upon Bedloe was prodigious. He nearly fainted as he
gazed. And yet it was but a miniature portrait—a mi-
raculously accurate one, to be sure—of his own very
remarkable feafures. At least this was my thought as I
regarded it.

“You will perceive,” said Templeton, “the date of this
picture—it is here, scarcely visible, in this corner—1780.
In this year was the portrait taken. It is the likeness of a
dead friend—a Mr. Oldeb—to whom I became much at-
tached at Calcutta, during the administration of Warren
Hastings. I was then only twenty years old. When I first
saw you, Mr. Bedloe, at Saratoga, it was the miraculous
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similarity which existed between yourself and the painting
‘which induced me to accost you, to seek your friendship,
and to bring about those arrangements which resulted in
my becoming your constant companion. In accomplishing
this point, I was urged partly, and perhaps principally, by
a regretful memory of the deceased, but also, in part by
an uneasy, and not altogether horrorless curiosity re-
specting yourself.

“In your detail of the vision which presented itself to
you amid the hills, you have described, with the minutest
accuracy, the Indian city of Benares, upon the Holy
River. The riots, the combat, the massacre, were the actual
events of the insurrection of Cheyte Sing, which took
place in 1780, when Hastings was put in imminent peril
of his life. The man escaping by the string of turbans
was Cheyte Sing himself. The party in the kiosk were
sepoys and British officers, headed by Hastings. Of this
party I was one, and did all I could to prevent the rash
and fatal sally of the officer who fell, in the crowded
alleys, by the poisoned arrow of a Bengalee. That officer
was my dearest friend. It was Oldeb. You will perceive by
these manuscripts,” (here the speaker produced a note-
book in which several pages appeared to have been freshly
written) “that at the very period in which you fancied
these things amid the hills, I was engaged in detailing
them upon paper here at home.”

In about a week after this conversation, the following
paragraphs appeared in a Charlottesville paper:

“We have the painful duty of announcing the death of
MR. Aucustus BEDLO, a gentleman whose amiable man-
ners and many virtues have long endeared him to the
citizens of Charlottesville. |
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«“Mr. B., for some years past, has been subject to
neuralgia, which has often threatened to terminate fatally;
but this can be regarded only as the mediate cause of his
decease. The proximate cause was one of especial singular-
ity. In an excursion to the Ragged Mountains, a few days
since, a slight cold and fever were contracted, attended
with great determination of blood to the head. To relieve
this, Dr. Templeton resorted to topical bleeding. Leeches
were applied to the temples. In a fearfully brief period
the patient died, when it appeared that, in the jar con-
taining the leeches, had been intreduced, by accident, one
of the venomous vermicular sangsues which are now and
then found in the neighboring ponds. This creature fas-
tened itself upon a small artery in the right temple. Its
close resemblance to the medicinal leech caused the mis-
take to be overlooked until too late.

“N.B.—The poisonous sangsue of Charlottesville may
always be distinguished from the medicinal leech by its
blackness, and especially by its writhing or vermicular mo-
tions, which very nearly resemble those of a snake.”

I was speaking with the editor of the paper in question,
upon the topic of this remarkable accident, when it oc-
curred to me to ask how it happened that the name of the
deceased had been given as Bedio.

“l1 presume,” said I, “you have authority for this
speliing, but I have always supposed the name to be writ-
ten with an e at the end.”

“Authority?—no,” he replied. “It is a mere typographical
error. The name is Bedlo with an e, all the world over,
and I never knew it to be spelt otherwise in my life.”

“Then,” said I mutteringly, as I turned upon my heel,
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“then indeed has it come to pass that one truth is
stranger than any fiction—for Bedlo, without the ¢, what
is it but Oldeb conversed! And this man tells me it is a
typographical error.”
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A PDescent
info the
NMaelstrom

“"Maelstrom” is the old name for a powerful and
dangerous tidal whirlpool, now called the Moskoe-
strém, that occurs at times between two islands off the
coast of Norway. Poe has taken the aciual natural
phenomencn and has fashioned it into a thoroughly
unnatural tale of fear and death in the depths of the
watery abyss.
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The ways of God in Nafure, as in Providence,
are not as owur ways; nor are the models that
we frame in any way commensurate to the vast-
ness, profundity, and unsearchableness of His works,
which have a depth in them greater than the well

of Democritus. —Joseph Glanvill

E HAD now reached the summit of the loftiest crag.
For some minute the old man seemed too much ex-
hausted to speak.

“Not long ago,” said he at length, “and I could have
guided you on this route as well as the youngest of my
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sons; but, about three years past, there happened to me an
event such as never happened before to mortal man—or
at least such as no man ever survived to tell of—and the
six hours of deadly terror which I then endured have
broken me up body and soul. You suppose me a very old
man—but I am not. It took less than a single day to change
these hairs from a jetty black to white, to weaken my
limbs, and to unstring my nerves, so that I tremble at the
least exertion, and am frightened at a shadow. Do you
know I can scarcely look over this little cliff without
getting giddy?”

The “little cliff,” upon whose edge he had so carelessly
thrown himself down to rest that the weightier portion of
his body hung over it, while he was only kept from fall-
ing by the tenure of his elbow on its extreme and slippery
edge—this “little cliff® arose, a sheer unobstructed preci-
pice of black shining rock, some fifteen or sixteen hundred
feet from the world of crags beneath us. Nothing would
have tempted me to be within half a dozen yards of its
brink. In truth so deeply was I excited by the perilous
position of my companion, that I fell at full length upon
the ground, clung to the shrubs around me, and dared not
even glance upward at the sky—while I struggled in vain
to divest myself of the idea that the very foundations of
the mountain were in danger from the fury of the
winds. It was long before I could reason myself into suffi-
cient courage to sit up and look out into the distance.

“You must get over these fancies,” said the guide, “for I
have brought you here that you might have the best pos-
sible view of the scene of that event I mentioned—and to
tell you the whole story with the spot just under your eyes.

“We are now,” he contmued in that particularizing
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manner which distinguished him—*“we are now close upon
the Norwegian coast—in the sixty-eighth degree of lati-
tude—in the great province of Nordland—and in the
dreary district of Lofoden. The mountain upon whose top
we sit is Helseggen, the Cloudy. Now raise yourself up a
little higher—hold on to the grass if you feel giddy—so
—and look out, beyond the belt of vapor beneath us, into
the sea.”

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanse of ocean,
whose waters wore so inky a hue as to bring at once to my
mind the Nubian geographer’s account of the Mare Tene-
brarum. A panorama more deplorably desolate no human
imagination can conceive. To the right and left, as far as
the eye could reach, there lay outstretched, like ramparts
of the world, lines of horridly black and beetling cliff,
whose character of gloom was but the more forcibly ilius-
trated by the surf which reared high up against if its white
and ghastly crest, howling and shrieking for ever. just op-
posite the promontory upon whose apex we were placed,
and at a distance of some five or six miles out at sea, there
was visible a small, bleak-looking island; or, more prop-
erly, its position was discernible through the wilderness of
surge in which it was enveloped. About two miles nearer
the land, arose another of smaller size, hideously craggy
and barren, and encompassed at various intervals by a
cluster of dark rocks.

The appearance of the ocean, in the space between the
more distant island and the shore, had something very
unusual about it. Although, at the time, so sirong a gale
was blowing landward that a brig in the remote offing
lay to under a double-reefed trysail, and constantly
plunged her whole hull out of sight, still there was here
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nothing like a regular swell, but only a short, quick, angry
cross dashing of water in every direction—as well in the
teeth of the wind as otherwise. Of foam there was little ex-
cept in the immediate vicinity of the rocks.

“The-sland in the distance,” resumed the old man, “is
called by the Norwegians Vurrgh. The one midway is
Moskoe. That a mile to the northward is Ambaaren.
Yonder are Isiesen, Hotholm, Keildhelm, Suarven, and
Buckholm. Further off—between Moskoe and Vurrgh—
are Otterholm, Flimen, Sandflesen, and Stockholm. These
are the true names of the places—but why it has been
thought necessary to name them at all, is more than either
you or I can understand. Do you hear any thing? Do you
see any change in the water?”

We had now been about ten minutes upon the top of
Helseggen, to which we had ascended from the interior
of Lofoden, so that we had caught no glimpse of the sea
until it had burst upon us from the summit. As the old
man spoke, I became aware of a loud and gradually in-
creasing sound, like the moaning of a vast herd of buffa-
loes upon an American prairie; and at the same moment I
perceived that what seamen term the chopping character
of the ocean beneath us, was rapidly changing info a cur-
rent which set to the eastward. Even while I gazed, this
curtent acquired a monstrous velocity. Each moment
added to its speed—to its headlong impetuosity. In five
minutes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, was lashed into
ungovernable fury; but it was between Moskoe and the
coast that the main uproar held its sway. Here the vast bed
of the waters, seamed and scarred intc a thousand con-
fiicting channels, burst suddenly into frenzied convul-
sion—nheaving, boiling, hissing—gyrating in gigantic and
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innumerable vortices, and all whirling and plunging on to
the eastward with a rapidity. which water never elsewhere
assumes, €xcept in precipitous descents.

In a few minutes more, there came over the scene an-
other radical alteration. The general surface grew some-
what more smooth, and the whirlpools, one by one, disap-
peared, while prodigious streaks of foam became apparent
where none had been seen before. These streaks, at length,
spreading out to a great distance, and entering into com-
bination, took unto themselves the gyratory motion of
the subsided vortices, and seemed to form the germ of an-
other more vast. Suddenly—very suddenly—this as-
sumed a distinct and definite existence, in a circle of more
than a mile in diameter. The edge of the whirl was repre-
sented by a broad belt of gleaming spray; but no parti-
cle of this slipped into the mouth of the terrific funnel,
whose interior, as far as the eye could fathom it, was a
smooth, shining, and jet-black wall of water, inclined to
the horizon at an angle of some forty-five degrees, speed-
ing dizzily round and round with a swaying and swelter-
ing meofion, and sending forth to the winds an appalling
voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not even the mighty
cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven.

The mountain trembled to its very base, and the rock
rocked. I threw myself upon my face, and clung to the
scant herbage in an excess of nervous agitation.

“This,” said I at length, to the old man—*“this can be
nothing else than the great whirlpool of the Maelstrom.”

“So it is sometimes termed,” said he. “We Norwe-
gians call it the Moskoe-strom, from the island of Mos~
koe in the midway.”

The ordinary account of this vortex had by no means
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prepared me for what I saw. That of Jonas Ramus, which
is perhaps the most circumstantial of any, cannot impart
the faintest conception either of the magnificence, or of
the horror of the scene—or of the wild bewildering sense
of the novel which confounds the beholder. I am not sure
from what point of view the writer in question surveyed it,
nor at what time; but it could neither have been from
the summit of Helseggen, nor during a storm. There are
some passages of his description, nevertheless, which may
be quoted for their details, although their effect is exceed-
ingly feeble in conveying an impression of the spectacie.
“Between Lofoden and Moskoe,” he says, “the depth of
the water is between thirty-six and forty fathoms; but
on the other side, toward Ver (Vurrgh) this depth de-
creases 30 as not fo afford a convenient passage for a ves-
sel, without the risk of splitiing on the rocks, which
happens even in the calmest weather. When it is flood,
the stream runs up the country between Lofoden and Mos-
koe with a boisterous rapidity; but the roar of its impetu-
ous ¢bb to the sea is scarce equalled by the loudest and
most dreadful cataracts; the noise being heard several
leagues off, and the vortices or piis are of such an ex-
tent and depth, that if a ship comes within its attraction,
it is inevitably absorbed and carried down to the bottom,
and there beat to pieces against the rocks; and when the
water relaxes, the fragments thereof are thrown up again.
But these intervals of tranquillity are only at the turn of
the ebb and flood, and in calm weather, and last but a
quarter of an hour, its violence gradually returning.
When the stream is most boisterous, and its fury heightened
by a storm, it is dangerous to come within a Norway mile
of it. Boats, yachts, and ships have been carried away by
144



A DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM

not guarding against it before they were carried within its
reach. It likewise happens frequently, that whales come
too near the stream, and are overpowered by its viclence;
and then it is impossible to describe their howlings and
bellowings in their fruitless struggles to disengage thems-
selves. A bear once, attempting to swim from Lofoden to
Moskoe, was caught by the stream and borne down,
while he roared terribly, so as to be heard on shore. Large
stocks of firs and pine frees, after being absorbed by the
current, rise again broken and forn to such a degree as
if bristles grew upon them. This plainly shows the bottom
to consist of craggy rocks, among which they are whirled
to and fro. This stream is regulated by the flux and re-
flux of the sea—it being constantly high and low water
every six hours. In the year 1645, early in the morning
of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with such noise and im-
petuosity that the very stones of the houses on the coast
fell to the ground.”

In regard to the depth of the water, I could not see
how this could have been ascertained at all in the imme-
diate vicinity of the vortex. The “forty fathoms” must
have reference only to portions of the channel close upon
the shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden. The depth in the
cenire of the Moskoe-strdm must be unmeasurably great-
er; and no better proof of this fact is necessary than can
be obtained from even the sidelong glance into the abyss
of the whirl which may be had from the highest crag of
Helseggen. Looking down from this pinnacle upon the
howling Phlegethon below, I could not help smiling at
the simplicity with which the honest Jonas Ramus re-
cords, as a matter difficult of belief, the anecdotes of the
whales and the bears, for it appeared to me, in fact, a
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self-evident thing, that the largest ships of the line in €X-
istence, coming within the influence of that deadly attrac-
tion, could resist it as little as a feather the hurricane,
and must disappear bodily and at once.

The attempts to account for the phenomenon—some of
which I remember, seemed to me sufficiently plausible in
perusal—now wore a very different and unsatisfactory as-
pect. The idea generally received is that this, as well as
three smaller vortices among the Ferroe Islands, “have
no other cause than the collision of waves rising and
falling, at flux and reflux, against a ridge of rocks and
shelves, which confines the water so that it precipitates
itself like a cataract; and thus the higher the flood rises,
the deeper must the fall be, and the natural result of all
is a whirlpool or vortex, the prodigious suction of which
is sufficiently known by lesser experiments.”—These are
the words of the Encyclopadia Britannica. Kircher and
others imagine that in the cenfre of the channel of the
maelstrom is an abyss penefrating the globe, and issu-
ing in some very remote part—the Gulf of Bothnia being
somewhat decidedly named in one instance. This opinion,
idle in itself, was the one to which, as T gazed, my imagi-
nation most readily assented; and, mentioning it to the
guide, I was rather surprised to hear him say that, al-
though it was the view almost universally entertained of
the subject by the Norwegians, it nevertheless was not his
own. As to the former notion he confessed his inability
to comprehend it; and here I agreed with him—for, how-
ever conclusive on paper, it becomes altogether unintel-
ligible, and even absurd, amid the thunder of the abyss.

“You have bad a good look at the whirl now,” said the
old man, “and if you will creep round this crag, so as to
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get in its lee, and deaden the roar of the water, I will tell
you a story that will convince you I ought to know some-
thing of the Moskoe~strém.”

1 placed myself as desired, and he proceeded.

“Myself and my two brothers once owned a schooners-
rigged smack of about seventy tons burthen, with which
we were in the habit of fishing among the islands beyond
Moskoe, nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent eddies at seca
there is good fishing, at proper opportunities, if one has
only the courage to attempt it; but among the whole of
the Lofoden coastmen, we three were the only ones who
made a regular business of going out to the islands, as I
tell you. The usual grounds are a great way lower down to
the southward. There fish can be got at all hours, with-
out much risk, and therefore these places are preferred.
The choice spots over here among the rocks, however, not
only yield the finest variety, but in far greater abundance;
so that we often got in a single day, what the more timid
of the craft could not scrape together in a week. In fact,
we made it a matter of desperate speculation—the risk
of life standing instead of labor, and courage answering
for capital.

“We kept the smack in a cove about five miles higher
up the coast than this; and it was our practice, in fine
weather, to take advantage of the fifteen minutes’ slack
to push across the main channel of the Moskoe-strom,
far above the pool, and then drop down upon anchorage
somewhere near Otterholm, cor Sandflesen, where the ed-
dies are not so violent as elsewhere. Here we used to re-
main until nearly time for slack water again, when we
weighed and made for home. We never set out upon
this expedition without a steady side wind for going and
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coming—one that we felt sure would not fail us before our
return—and we seldom made a miscalculation upon this
point. Twice, during six years, we were forced to stay all
night at anchor on account of a dead calm, which is a
rare thing indeed just about here; and once we had to
remain on the grounds nearly a week, starving to death,
owing to a gale which blew up shortly after our arrival,
and made the channe]l too boisterous to be thought of.
Upon this occasion we should have been driven out fo
sea in spite of everything (for the whirlpools threw us
round and round so violently, that, at length, we fouled
our anchor and dragged it), if it had not been that we
drified into one of the innumerable cross currents—here
to-day and gone to-morrow—which drove us under the lee
of Flimen, where, by good luck, we brought up.

“I could not tell you the twentieth part of the difficul-
ties we encountered ‘on the ground’—it is a bad spot to
be in, even in good weather—but we make shift always to
run the gauntlet of the Moskoe-strom itself without ac-
cident; although at times my heart has been in my mouth
when we happened to be a minute or so behind or before
the slack. The wind sometimes was not as strong as we
thought it at starting, and then we made rather less
way than we could wish, while the current rendered the
smack unmanageable. My eldest brother had a son eight-
een years old, and I had two stout boys of my own. These
would have been of great assistance at such times, in
using the sweeps as well as afterward in fishing—but,
somehow, although we ran the risk ourselves, we had
not the heart to let the young ones get into the danger—
for, after all said and done, it was a horrible danger,
and that is the truth.
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“It is now within a few days of three years since what I
am going to tell you occurred. It was on the tenth of July,
18—, a day which the people of this part of the world
will never forget—for it was one in which blew the most
terrible hurricane that ever came out of the heavens. And
yet all the morning, and indeed until late in the afternoon,
there was a gentle and steady breeze from the southwest,
while the sun shone brightly, so that the oldest seaman
among us could not have foreseen what was to follow.

“The three of us—my two brothers and myself—had
crossed over to the islands about two o’clock ».M., and
soon nearly loaded the smack with fine fish, which, we all
remarked, were more plenty that day than we had ever
known them. It was just seven, by my watch, when we
weighed and started for home, so as to make the worst of
the Strom at slack water, which we knew would be at
eight.

“We set out with a fresh wind on our starboard quar-
ter, and for some time spanked along at a great rate, never
dreaming of danger, for indeed we saw not the slightest
reason to apprehend it. All at once we were taken aback
by a breeze from over Helseggen. This was most unusual
-—something that had never happened to us before—and I
began to feel a little uneasy, without exactly knowing
why. We put the boat on the wind, but could make no
headway at all for the eddies, and I was upon the point
of proposing to return to the anchorage, when, looking
astern, we saw the whole horizon covered with a singular
copper-colored cloud that rose with the most amazing ve-
locity.

“In the meantime the breeze that had headed us off fell
away and we were dead becalmed, drifting about in every
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direction. This state of things, however, did not last long
enough to give us time to think about it. In less than a
minute the storm was upon us—in less than two the sky
was entirely overcast—and what with this and the driving
spray, it became suddenly so dark that we could not see
each other in the smack.

“Such a hurricane as then blew it is folly to attempt de-
scribing. The oldest seaman in Norway never experi-
enced any thing like it. We had let our sails go by the
run before it cleverly took us; but, at the first puff, both
our masts went by the board as if they had been sawed
off—the mainmast taking with it my youngest brother,
who had lashed himself to it for safety.

“Our boat was the lightest feather of a thing that ever
sat upon water. It had a complete flush deck, with only a
small hatch near the bow, and this hatch it had always
been our custom to batten down when about to cross the
Strom, by way of precaution against the chopping seas.
But for this circumstance we should have foundered at
once—ifor we lay entirely buried for some moments. How
my elder brother escaped destruction I cannot say, for I
never had an opportunity of ascertaining. For my part, as
soon as I had let the foresail run, I threw myself flat on
deck, with my feet against the narrow gunwale of the
bow, and with my hands grasping a ring-bolt near the foot
of the foremast. It was mere instinct that prompted me
to do this—which was undoubtedly the very best thing I
could have done—for I was too much flurried to think.

“For some moments we were completely deluged, as I
say, and all this time I held my breath, and clung to the
bolt. When I could stand it no longer I raised myself upon
my knees, still keeping hold with my hands, and thus
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got my head clear. Presently our little boat gave herself
a shake, just as a dog does in coming out of the water,
and thus rid herself, in some measure, of the seas. I was
now trying to get the better of the stupor that had come
over me, and to collect my senses so as to see what was
to be done, when I felt somebody grasp my arm. It was my
elder brother, and my heart leaped for joy, for I had made
sure that he was overboard—but the next moment all this
joy was turned into horror-—for he put his mouth close to
my ear, and screamed out the word ‘Moskoe-strom!”

“No one ever will know what my feelings were at that
moment. I shook from head to foot as if I had had the
most violent fit of the ague. I knew what he meant by that
one word well enough—I knew what he wished to make
me understand. With the wind that now drove us on, we
were bound for the whirl of the StrOm, and nothing
could save usl

“You perceive that in crossing the Strom channel, we
always went a long way up above the whirl, even in the
calmest weather, and then had to wait and watch care-
fully for the slack—but now we were driving right upon
the pool itself, and in such a hurricane as thisl! “To be
sure,” I thought, ‘we shall get there just about the slack—
there is some little hope in that™—but in the next moment
I cursed myself for being so great a fool as to dream of
hope at all. I knew very well that we were doomed, had
we been ten times a ninety-gun ship.

“By this time the first fury of the tempest had spent it-
self, or perhaps we did not feel it so much, as we scudded
before it, but at all events the seas, which at first had
been kept down by the wind, and lay flat and frothing,
now got up into absolute mountains. A singular change,
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too, had come over the heavens. Around in every direction
it was still as black as pitch, but nearly overhead there
burst out, all at once, a circular rift of clear sky—as clear
as I ever saw—and of a deep bright blue—and through
it there blazed forth the full moon with a lustre that I
never before knew her to wear. She lit up every thing
about us with the greatest distinctness—but, oh God,
what a scene it was to light up!

“I now made one or two attempts to speak to my broth-
er—but in some manner which I could not understand,
the din had so increased that I could not make him hear a
single word, although I screamed at the top of my voice
in his ear. Presently he shook his head, looking as pale
as death, and held up one of his fingers, as if to say ‘lis-
tenl”

“At first I could not make out what he meant—but soon
a hideous thought flashed upon me. I dragged my watch
from its fob. It was not going. I glanced at its face by
the moonlight, and then burst into tears as I flung it far
away into the ocean. It had run down at seven o’clock! We
were behind the time of the slack, and the whirl of the
Strom was in full fury!

“When a boat is well built, properly frimmed, and not
deep laden, the waves in a strong gale, when she is going
large, seem always to slip from beneath her—which ap-
pears strange to a landsman—and this is what is called
riding, in sea phrase.

“Well, so far we had ridden the swells very cleverly;
but presently a gigantic sea happened to take us right
under the counter, and bore us with it as it rose—up—up
—as if into the sky. I would not have believed that any
wave could rise so high. And then down we came with a
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sweep, a slide, and a plunge that made me feel sick and
dizzy, as if I was falling from some lofty mountain-top in
a dream. But while we were up I had thrown a quick
glance around—and that one glance was all-sufficient. I
saw our exact position in an instant. The Moskoe-strém
whirlpool was about a quarter of a mile dead shead—but
no more like the every-day Moskeoe-strom than the whirl,
as you now see it, is like a mili-race. If I had not known
where we were, and what we had to expect, 1 should not
have recognized the place at all. As it was, I involuntarily
closed my eyes in horror. The lids clenched themselves to-
gether as if in a spasm.

“It could not have been more than two minutes after-
wards until we suddenly felt the waves subside, and were
enveloped in foam. The boat made a sharp half turn to
larboard, and then shot off in its mew direction like a
thunderbolt. At the same moment the roaring noise of
the water was completely drowned in a kind of shrill
shriek—such a sound as you might imagine given out by
the water-pipes of many thousand steam-vessels letting off
their steam all together. We were now in the belt of surf
that always surrounds the whirl; and I thought, of course,
that another moment would plunge us into the abyss,
down which we could only see indistinctly on account of
the amazing velocity with which we were borne along.
The boat did not seem to sink into the water at all, but to
skim like an air-bubble upon the surface of the surge. Her
starboard side was next the whirl, and on the larboard
arose the world of ocean we had left. It stood like a huge
writhing wall between us and the horizon.

“It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the
very jaws of ize gulf, I felt more composed than when we
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were only approaching it. Having made up my mind to
hope no more, I got rid of a great deal of that terror
which unmanned me at first. I supposed it was despair
that strung my nerves.

“It may look like boasting—but what I tell you is truth
—1] began to reflect how magnificent a thing it was to die
in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me to think
of so paltry a consideration as my own individual life, in
view of so wonderful a manifestation of God’s power. I do
believe that I blushed with shame when this idea crossed
my mind. After a little while I became possessed with the
keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. I positively felt a
wish to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice I was going
to make; and my principal grief was that I should never
be able to tell my old companions on shore about the
mysteries I should see. These, no doubt, were singular
fancies to occupy a man’s mind in such extremity—and
I have often thought since, that the revolutions of the
boat around the pool might have rendered me a little
light-headed.

“There was another circumstance which tended to re-
store my self-possession; and this was the cessation of the
wind, which could not reach us in our present situation—
for, as you saw for yourself, the belt of the surf is con-
siderably lower than the general bed of the ocean, and
this latter now towered above us, a high, black, moun-
tainous ridge. If you have never been at sea in a heavy
gale, you can form no idea of the confusion of mind oc-
casioned by the wind and spray together. They blind,
deafen, and strangle you, and take away all power of
action or reflection. But we were now, in a great measure,
rid of these annoyances—just as death-condemned felons
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in prison are allowed petty indulgences, forbidden them
while their doom is yet uncertain.

“How often we made the circuit of the belt it is impos-
sible to say. We careered round and round for perhaps an
bour, flying rather than floating, getting gradually more
and more into the middle of the surge, and then nearer
and nearer to its horrible inner edge. All this time I had
never let go of the ring-bolt. My brother was at the stern,
holding on to a small empty water-cask which had been
securely lashed under the coop of the counter, and was
the only thing on deck that had not been swept overboard
when the gale first took us. As we approached the brink
of the pit he let go his hold upon this, and made for the
ring, from which, in the agony of his terror, he endeavored
to force my hands, as it was not large enough to afford us
both a secure grasp. I never felt deeper grief than when I
saw him attempt this act—although I knew he was a mad-
man when he did it—a raving maniac through sheer
fright. I did not care, however, to contest the point with
him. I knew it could make no difference whether either
of us held on at all; so I let him have the bolt, and went
astern to the cask. This there was no great difficulty in
doing; for the smack flew round steadily enough, and
upon an even keel—only swaying fo and fro with the
immense sweeps and swelters of the whirl. Scarcely had I
secured myself in my new position, when we gave a wild
lurch to starboard, and rushed headlong into the abyss.
I muttered a hurried prayer to God, and thought all was
OVer.

“As I felt the sickening sweep of the descent, I had in-
stinctively tightened my hold upon the barrel, and closed
my eyes. For some seconds I dared not open them-—while
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I expected instant destruction, and wondered that I was
not already in my death-struggles with the water. But
moment after moment elapsed. I still lived. The sense of
falling had ceased; and the motion of the vessel seemed
much as it had been before, while in the belt of foam, with
the exception that she now lay more along. I took courage
and looked once again upon the scene.

“Never shall I forget the sensation of awe, horror, and
admiration with which I gazed about me. The boat ap-
peared to be hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon
the interior surface of a funnel vast in circumference,
prodigious in depth, and whose perfectly smooth sides
might have been mistaken for ebony, but for the bewilder-
ing rapidity with which they spun around, and for the
gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot forth, as the rays
of the full moon, from that circular rift amid the clouds
which I have already described, streamed in a flood of
golden glory along the black walls, and far away down
into the inmost recesses of the abyss.

“At first I was too much confused to observe any thing
accurately. The general burst of terrific grandeur was all
that I beheld. When I recovered myself a little, however,
my gaze fell instinctively downward. In this direction I
was able to obtain an unobstructed view, from the manner
in which the smack hung on the inclined surface of the
pool. She was quite upon an even keel——that is to say,
her deck lay in a plane parallel with that of the water—
but this latter sloped at an angle of more than forty-five
degrees, so that we seemed to be lying upon our beam-
ends. I could not help observing, nevertheless, that I had
scarcely more difficulty in maintaining my hold and foot-
ing in this situation, than if we had been upon a dead

156



A DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM

level; and this, I suppose, was owing to the speed at which
we revolved.

“The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom
of the profound gulf; but still I could make out nothing
distinctly on account of a thick mist in which every thing
there was enveloped, and over which there hung a magnifi-
cent rainbow, like that narrow and tottering bridge which
Mussulmen say is the only pathway between Time and
Eternity. This mist, or spray, was no doubt occasioned by
the clashing of the great walls of the funnel, as they all
met together at the bottom—but the yell that went up to
the Heavens from out of that mist I dare not attempt to
describe.

“Our first slide into the abyss itself, from the belt of
foam above, had carried us to a great distance down the
slope; but our farther descent was by no means propor-
tionate. Round and round we swept—not with any uni-
form movement—but in dizzying swings and jerks, that
sent us sometimes only a few hundred yards—sometimes
nearly the complete circuit of the whirl. Qur progress
downward, at each revolution, was slow, but very per-
ceptible.

“Looking about me upon the wide waste of liquid ebony
on which we were thus borne, I perceived that our boat
was not the only object in the embrace of the whirl. Both
above and below us were visible fragments of vessels,
large masses of building-timber and trunks of trees, with
many smaller articles, such as pieces of house furniture,
broken boxes, barrels and staves. I have already described
the unnatural curiosity which had taken the place of my
original terrors. It appeared to grow upon me as I drew
nearer and nearer to my dreadful doom. I now began to

157



EDGAR ALLAN POE

watch, with a strange interest, the numerous things that
floated in our company. 1 must have been delirious, for I
even sought amusement in speculating upon the relative
velocities of their several descents toward the foam below.
“This fir-tree,” I found myself at one time saying, ‘will
certainly be the next thing that takes the awful plunge
and disappears,—and then I was disappointed to find
that the wreck of a Dutch merchant ship overtook it
and went down before. At length, after making several
guesses of this nature, and being deceived in all—this fact
—the fact of my invariable miscalculation, set me upon
a train of reflection that made my limbs again tremble,
and my heart beat heavily once more.

“It was not a new terror that thus affected me, but the
dawn of a more exciting hope. This hope arose partly
from memory and partly from present observation. I
called to mind the great variety of buoyant matter that
strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been absorbed and
then thrown forth by the Moskoe-strom. By far the
greater number of the articles were shattered in the most
extraordinary way—so chafed and roughened as to have
the appearance of being stuck full of splinters—but then 1
distinctly recollected that there were some of them which
were not disfigured at all. Now I could not account for
this difference except by supposing that the roughened
fragments were the only ones which had been completely
absorbed—that the others had entered the whirl at So late
a period of the tide, or, from some reason, had descended
so slowly after entering, that they did not reach the bottom
before the turn of the flood came, or of the ebb, as the
case might be. I conceived it possible, in either instance,
that they might thus be whirled up again to the level of
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the ocean, without undergoing the fate of those which
had been drawn in more early or absorbed more rapidly.
I made, also, three important observations. The first was,
that as a general rule, the-larger the bodies were, the
more rapid their descent—the second, that, between two
masses of equal extent, the one spherical, and the other
of any other shape, the superiority in speed of descent
was with the sphere—the third, that, between two masses
of equal size, the one cylindrical, and the other of any
other shape, the cylinder was absorbed the more slowly.
Since my escape, I have had several conversations on this
subject with an old school-master of the district; and it
was from him that I learned the use of the words ‘cylinder’
and ‘sphere.” He explained to me—although I have for-
gotten the explanation—how what I observed was, in fact,
the natural consequence of the forms of the floating frag-
ments—and showed me how it happened that a cylinder,
swimming in a vortex, offered more resistance to its suc-
tion, and was drawn in with greater difficuity than an
equally bulky body, of any form whatever.

“There was one startling circumstance which went a
great way in enforcing these observations, and rendering
me anxious to turn them to account, and this was that, at
every revolution, we passed something like a barrel, or
else the yard or the mast of a vessel, while many of these
things, which had been on our level when I first opened
my eyes upon the wonders of the whirlpool, were now high
up above us, and seemed to have moved but little from
their original stafion.

“I no longer hesitated what to do. I resolved to lash
myself securely to the water-cask upon which I now held,
to cut it loose from the counter, and to throw myself
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with it into the water. I attracted my brother’s attention by
signs, pointed to the floating barrels that came near us,
and did every thing in my power to make him understand
what I was about to do. I thought at length that he com-
prehended my design—but, whether this was the case or
not, he shook his head despairingly, and refused to move
from his station by the ring-bolt. It was impossible to
reach him; the emergency admitted of no delay; and so,
with a bitter struggle, I resigned him to his fate, fastened
myself to the cask by means of the lashings which se-
cured it to the counter, and precipitated myself with it
into the sea, without another moment’s hesitation.

“The result was precisely what I had hoped it might be.
As it is myself who now tell you this tale—as you see
that I did escape—and as you are already in possession of
the mode in which this escape was effected, and must
therefore anticipate all that I have farther to sav—I will
bring my story quickly to conclusion. It might have been
an hour, or thereabout, after my quitting the smack, when,
having descended to a vast distance beneath me, it made
three or four wild gyrations in rapid succession, and,
bearing my loved brother with it, plunged headlong, at
once and forever, into the chaos of foam below. The bar-
rel to which I was attached sunk very little farther than
half the distance between the bottom of the gulf and the
spot at which I leaped overboard, before a great change
took place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope of
the sides of the vast funnel became momentarily less and
less steep. The gyrations of the whirl grew, gradually,
less and less violent. By degrees, the froth and the rainbow
disappeared, and the bottom of the gulf seemed slowly to
uprise. The sky was clear, the winds had gone down, and
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the full moon was setting radiantly in the west, when 1
found myself on the surface of the ocean, in full view of
the shores of Lofoden, and above the spot where the pool
of the Moskoe-strom had beern. It was the hour of the slack
—but the sea still heaved in mountainous waves from the
effects of the hurricane. I was borne violently into the
channel of the Strom, and in a few minutes, was hurried
down the coast into the ‘grounds’ of the fishermen. A boat
picked me up—cxhausted from fatigue—and (now that
the danger was removed) speechless from the memory of
its horror. Those who drew me on board were my old
mates and daily companions—but they knew me no more
than they would have known a traveller from the spirit-
land. My hair, which had been raven black the day be-
fore, was as white as you see it now. They say too that
the whole expression of my countenance had changed. I
told them my story—they did not believe it. I now tell
it to you—and I can scarcely expect you to put more
faith in it than did the merry fishermen of Lofoden.”
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The Black Cat



In many of his stories, Poe, like a number of other
writers, uses much autobiographical material. But in
Poe’s case the material is transmuted into macabre
fantasy, rather than merely being transformed from
experience into plot or background. In “The Black Cat”
he teills more than he usually does about himself, for
he, too, fell from happiness partly because he drank
too much and partly because of his overworked imagi-

nation.

oR the most wild yet most homely narrative which I

am about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad
indeed would I be to expect it, In a case where my very
senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not—and
very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-
day I would unburden my soul. My immediate purpose is
to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without
comment, a series of mere household events. In their con-
sequences, these events have terrified—have tortured—
have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound
them. To me, they have presented little but horror—to
many they will seem less terrible than baroques. Here-
after, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will re-
duce my phantasm to the commonplace—some i1ntellect
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more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my
own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail
with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of
very natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and hu-
manity of my disposition. My tenderness of heart was
even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my compan-
ions. I was especially fond of animals, and was indulged
by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I
spent most of my time, and never was so happy as when
feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of char-
acter grew with my growth, and, in my manhood, I de-
rived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To
those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and
sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explain-
ing the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus
derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-
sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the
heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the
paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man.

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a dis-
position not uncongenial with my own. Observing my par-
tiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of pro-
curing those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds,
gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat.

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal,
entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In
speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not
a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion
to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black
cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious
upon this point—and I mention the matter at all for no
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- better reason than that it happens, just now, to be remem-
bered.

Pluto—this was the cat’s name—was my favorite pet and
playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I
went about the house. It was even with difficulty that I
could prevent him from following me through the streets.

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years,
during which my general temperament and character—
through the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance—
had (I blush to confess it) experienced a radical alteration
for the wortse. 1 grew, day by day, more moody, more ir-
ritable, more regardiess of the feelings of others. I suf-
fered myself to use intemperate language to my wife. At
length, I even ofiered her personal violence. My pets, of
course, were made to feel the change in my disposition. I
not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however,
I still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from mal-
treating him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rab-
bits, the monkey, or even the dog, when, by accident, or
through affection, they came in my way. But my disease
grew upon me—for what disease is like Alcohol!—and -at
length even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and con-
sequently somewhat peevish—even Pluto began to ex-
perience the effects of my ill temper.

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

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

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

On the night of the day on which this most cruel deed
was done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire.
The curtains of my bed were in flames. The whole house
was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a
servant, and myself, made our escape from the conflagra-
tion. The destruction was complete. My entire wordly
wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself thencefor-
ward to despair.

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

When 1 first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely
regard it as less—my wonder and my terror were extreme.
But at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remem-
bered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house.
Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately
filled by the crowd—by some one of whom the animal
must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an
open window, into my chamber. This had probably been
done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The fall-
ing of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty
into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime
of which, with the flames, and the ammonia from the
carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.

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

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more
than infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some
black object, reposing upon the head of one of the im-
mense hogsheads of gin, or of rum, which constituted the
chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking stead-
ily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what
now caused me surprise was the fact that I had not soon-
er perceived the object thereupon. I approached it, and
touched it with my hand. It was a black cat—a very large
one—fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him
in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon
any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although
indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole re-
gion of the breast.

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred
loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted
with my notice. This, then, was the very creature of which
I was in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the
landlord; but this person made no claim to it—knew noth-
ing of it—had never seen it before.

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

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

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

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for
myself seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with
a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the read-
er comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath
my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its
loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it would get be-
tween my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fasten-
ing its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this
manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to
destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing,
partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly—
let me confess it at once—by absolute dread of the beast.

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

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretched-
ness of mere Humanity. And a brute beast~—whose fellow
I bad contemptuously destroyed—a brute beast to work
out for me—for me, a man fashioned in the image of the
High God—so much of insufferable woel Alasl neither
by day nor by night knew I the blessing of rest any more!
During the former the creature left me no moment
alone, and in the latter I started hourly from dreams
of unutterable fear to find the hot breath of the thing
upon my face, and its vast weight—an incarnate nightmare
that I had no power to shake off—incumbent eternally
upon my heart!

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

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

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forth-
with, and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing
the body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house,
either by day or by night, without the risk of being ob-
served by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind.
At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute
fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, 1 re-
solved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again,
I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard—
. about packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with the usual
arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the
bouse. Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better ex-
pedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up in
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the cellar, as the monks of the Middle Ages are recorded
to have walled up their victims.

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

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

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

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

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the
police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and pro-
ceeded again to make rigorous investigation of the prem-
ises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of
concealment, I felt no embarrassment whatever. The offi-
cers bade me accompany them in their search. They left no
nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or
fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered not
in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who
slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to
end. I folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily
to and fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and pre-
pared to depart. The- glee at my heart was too strong to be
restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of
triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my
guiltlessness.

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

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

‘Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I
staggered to the opposite wall. For one instant the party on
the stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror
and awe. In the next a dozen stout arms were toiling at the
wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed
and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the
spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and
solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had
seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had
consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster
up within the tomb.
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Here is another detective story by Poe—but without
an eccentric genius like Dupin of “The Murders in the
Rue Morgue” and “The Purloined Letter.” Indeed, it is
the first of a long line of crime stories told in the first
person with a detective-narrator. It is also distinctive
because it is the only story in this collection that shows
the author in a semihumorous mood and because Poe
has placed it in an ordinary small American town, in-
stead, as was his habit, of setting it in @ more unusual
environment,
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WILL now play the (Edipus to the Rattleborough enigma.
I will expound to you—as I alone can-—the secret of
the enginery that effected the Rattleborough miracle—the
one, the true, the admitted, the undisputed, the indisputable
miracle, which put a definite end to infidelity among the
Rattleburghers, and converted to the orthodoxy of the

grandames all the carnal-minded who had ventured to
be skeptical before.

This event—which I should be sorry to discuss in a tone
of unsuitable levity—occurred in the summer of 18—. MT.
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Barnabas Shuttleworthy—one of the wealthiest and most
respectable citizens of the borough—had been missing for
several days under circumstances which gave rise to sus-
picion of foul play. Mr. Shuttleworthy had set out from
Rattleborough very early one Saturday morning, on
horseback, with the avowed intention of proceeding to the
city of , about fifteen miles distant, and of returning
the night of the same day. Two hours after his departure,
however, his horse returned without him, and without the
saddle-bags which had been strapped on his back at start-
ing. The animal was wounded, too, and covered with mud.
These circumstances naturally gave rise to much alarm
among the friends of the missing man; and when it was
found, on Sunday morning, that he had not yet made his
appearance, the whole borough arose enn masse to go and
look for his body.

The foremost and most energetic in instituting this
search was the bosom friend of Mr. Shuttleworthy—a Mr.
Charles Goodfellow, or, as he was universally called,
“Charley Goodfellow,” or “Old Charley Goodfellow.”
Now, whether it is a marvellous coincidence, or whether
it is that the name itself has an imperceptible effect upon
the character, I have never yet been able to ascertain; but
the fact is unquestionable, that there never yet was any
person named Charles who was not an open, manly, hon-
est, good-natured, and frank-hearted fellow, with a rich,
clear voice, that did you good to hear it, and an eye that
looked you always straight in the face, as much as to say:
“I have a clear conscience myself, am afraid of no man,
and am altogether above doing a mean action.” And thus
all the hearty, careless, “walking gentlemen” of the stage
are very certain to be called Charles.
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Now, “0Old Charley Goodfellow,” although he had been
in Rattleborough not longer than six months or thereabouts,
and although nobody knew any thing about him before he
came to settle in the neighborhood, had experienced no
difficulty in the world in making the acquaintance of all
the respectable people in the borough. Not a man of them
but would have taken his bare word for a thousand at any
moment; and as for the women, there is no saying what
they would not have done to oblige him. And all this came
of his having been christened Charles, and of his possess-
ing, in consequence, that ingenuous face which is pro-
verbially the very “best letter of recommendation.”

I have already said that Mr. Shuttleworthy was one of
the most respectable, and, undoubtedly, he was the most
wealthy man in Rattleborough, while “Old Charley Good-
fellow” was upon as intimate terms with him as if he had
been his own brother. The two old gentlemen were next-
door neighbors, and, although Mr. Shuttleworthy seldom,
if ever, visited “Old Charley,” and never was known to
take a meal in his house, still this did not prevent the two
friends from being exceedingly intimate, as I have just ob-
served; for “Old Charley” never let a day pass without
stepping in three or four times to see how his neighbor
came on, and very often he would stay to breakfast or tea,
and almost always to dinner; and then the amount of wine
that was made way with by the two cronies at a sitting,
it would really be a difficuit thing to ascertain. “Old Char-
ley’s” favorite beverage was Chdteau Margaux, and it ap-
peared to do Mr. Shuttleworthy’s heart good to see the old
fellow swallow it, as he did, quart after quart; so that,
one day, when the wine was in and the wit, as a natural
consequence, somewhat out, he said to his crony, as he
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slapped him upon the back: “I tell you what it is, ‘Old
Charley,” you are, by all odds, the heartiest old fellow I
ever came across in all my born days; and, since you love
to guzzle the wine at that fashion, I'll be darned if I don’t
have to make thee a present of a big box of the Chateau
Margaux. Od rot me,”—(Mr. Shuttleworthy had a sad
habit of swearing, although he seldom went beyond “Od
rot me,” or “By gosh,” or “By the jolly golly,”)—*“Od rot
me,” says he, “if I don’t send an order to town this very
afternoon for a double box of the best that can be got, and
I’'ll make ve a present of it, I willl—ye needn’t say a word
now—1I will, I tell ye, and there’s an end of it; so look out
for it—it will come to hand some of these fine days, pre-
cisely when ye are looking for it the least!” I mention this
little bit of liberality on the part of Mr. Shuttleworthy, just
by way of showing you how very intimate an understand-
ing existed between the two friends.

Well, on the Sunday morning in question, when it came
to be fairly understood that Mr. Shuttleworthy had met
with foul play, I never saw any one so profoundly affected
as “Old Charley Goodfellow.” When he first heard that the
horse had come home without his master, and without his
master’s saddle-bags, and all bioody from a pistol-shot,
that had gone clean through and through the poor animal’s
chest without quite kiiling him,—when he heard all this, he
turned as pale as if the missing man had been his own
dear brother or father, and shivered and shook all over as
if he had had a fit of the ague.

At first he was too much overpowered with grief to be
able to do any thing at all, or to decide upon any plan of
action; so that for a long time he endeavored to dissuade
Mr. Shuttleworthy’s other friends from making a stir about
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the matter, thinking it best to wait awhile—say for a week
or two, or a month or two—to see if something wouldn’t
turn up, or if Mr. Shuttleworthy wouldn’t come in the na-
tural way, and explain his reasons for sending his horse
on before. I dare say you have often observed this disposi-
tion to temporize, or to procrastinate, in people who are
laboring under any very poignant sorrow. Their powers of
mind seem to be rendered torpid, so that they have a hor-
ror of any thing like action, and like nothing in the world
so well as to lie quietly in bed and “nurse their grief,” as
the old ladies express it—that is to say, ruminate over
their trouble.

The people of Rattleborough had, indeed, so high an
opinion of the wisdom and discretion of “Old Charley,”
that the greater part of them felt disposed to agree with
him, and not make a stir in the business “until something
should turn up,” as the honest old gentleman worded it;
and I believe that, after all, this would have been the gen-
eral determination, but for the very suspicious interfer-
ence of Mr. Shuttleworthy’s nephew, a young man of very
dissipated habits, and otherwise of rather bad character.
This nephew, whose name was Pennifeather, would listen
to nothing like reason in the matter of “lying quiet,” but
insisted upon making immediate search for the “corpse of
the murdered man.” This was the expression he em-
ployed; and Mr. Goodfellow acutely remarked at the time,
that it was “a singular expression, to say no more.” This
remark of “Old Charley’s,” too, had great effect upon the
crowd; and one of the party was heard to ask, very im-
pressively, “how it happened that young Mr. Pennifeather
was so intimately cognizant of all the circumstances con-
nected with his wealthy uncle’s disappearance, as to feel
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authorized to assert, distinctly and unequivocally, that his
uncle was ‘a murdered man.’” Hereupon some little squib-
bling and bickering occurred among various members of
the crowd, and especially between “Old Charley” and Mr.
Pennifeather—although this latter occurrence was, indeed,
by no means a novelty, for little good-will had subsisted
between the parties for the last three or four months; and
matters had even gone so far that Mr. Pennifeather had
actually knocked down his uncle’s friend for some alleged
excess of liberty that the latter had taken in the uncle’s
house, of which the nephew was an inmate. Upon this oc-
casion “Old Charley” is said to have behaved with exem-
plary moderation and Christian charity. He arose from
the blow, adjusted his clothes, and made no attempt at re-
taliation at all—merely muttering a few words about “tak-
ing summary vengeance at the first convenient opportu-
nity,”’——a natural and very justifiable ebullition of anger,
which meant nothing, however, and, beyond doubt, was
no sooner given vent to than forgotten.

However these matters may be (which have no refer-
ence to the point now at issue), it is quite certain that
the people of Rattleborough, principally thrcugh the per-
suasion of Mr. Pennifeather, came at length to the
determination of dispersing over the adjacent country in
search of the missing Mr. Shuttleworthy. 1 say they came
to this determination in the first instance. After it had
been fully resolved that a search should be made, it was
considered almost a matter of course that the seekers
should disperse—that is to say, distribute themselves in
parties—for the more thorough examination of the region
round about. I forget, however, by what ingenious train of
reasoning it was that “Old Charley” finally convinced the
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assembly that this was the most injudicious plan that could
be pursued. Convince them, however, he did—all except
Mr. Pennifeather, and, in the end, it was arranged that a
search should be instituted, carefully and very thoroughly,
by the burghers en masse, “Old Charley” himself leading
the way.

As for the matter of that, there could have been no
better pioneer than “Old Charley,” whom everybody knew
to have the eye of a lynx; but, although he led them into
all manner of out-of-the-way holes and corners, by routes
that nobody had ever suspected of existing in the neigh-
borhood, and although the search was incessantly kept up
day and night for nearly a week, still no trace of Mr.
Shuttleworthy could be discovered. When I say no trace,
however, I must not be understood to speak literally; for
trace, to some extent, there certainly was. The poor gen-
tleman had been tracked, by his horse’s shoes (which were
peculiar), to a spot about three miles to the east of the
borough, on the main road leading to the city. Here the
track made off into a by-path through a piece of woodland
—the path coming out again into the main road, and cut-
ting off about a half a mile of the regular distance. Fol-
lowing the shoe-marks down this lane, the party came at
length to a pool of stagnant water, half hidden by the
brambles, to the right of the lane, and opposite this pool
all vestige of the track was lost sight of. It appeared, how-
ever, that a struggle of some nature had here taken place,
and it seemed as if some large and heavy body, much
larger and heavier than a man, had been drawn from the
by-path to the pool. This latter was carefully dragged twice,
but nothing was found; and the party were upon the point
of going away, in despair of coming to any result, when
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Providence suggested to Mr. Goodfellow the expediency
of draining the water off altogether. This project was re-
ceived with cheers, and many high compliments to “Old
Charley’” upon his sagacity and consideration. As many of
the burghers had brought spades with them, supposing that
they might possibly be called upon to disinter a corpse,
the drain was easily and speedily effected; and no sooner
was the bottom visible, than right in the middle of the mud
that remained was discovered a black silk velvet waistcoat,
which nearly every one present immediately recognized
as the property of Mr. Pennifeather. This wasitcoat was
much torn and stained with blood, and there were several
persons among the party who had a distinct remembrance
of its having been worn by its owner on the very morning
of Mr. Shuttleworthy’s departure for the city; while there
were others, again, ready to testify upon oath, if re-
quired, that Mr. P. did not wear the garment in question
at any period during the remainder of that memorable
day; nor could any one be found to say that he had seen it
upon Mr. P.’s person at any period at all subsequent to
Mr. Shuttleworthy’s disappearance.

Matters now wore a very serious aspect for Mr. Penni-
feather, and it was observed, as an indubitable confirma-
tion of the suspicions which were excited against him, that
he grew exceedingly pale, and when asked what he had to
say for himself, was utterly incapable of saying a word.
Hereupon, the few friends his riotous mode of living had
left him deserted him at once to a man, and were even
more clamorous than his ancient and avowed enemies for
his instantaneous arrest. But, on the other hand, the mag-
nanimity of Mr. Goodfellow shone forth with only the
more brilliant lustre through contrast. He made a warm
and intensely eloquent defence of Mr. Pennifeather, in
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which he alluded more than once to his own sincere for-
giveness of that wild young gentleman—*“the heir of the
worthy Mr. Shuttleworthy,”—for the insult which he (the
young gentleman) had, no doubt in the heat of passion,
thought proper to put upon him (Mr. Goodfellow). “He
forgave him for it,” he said, “from the very bottom of his
heart; and for himself (Mr. Goodfellow), so far from push-
ing the suspicious circumstances to extremity, which, he
was sorry to say, really had arisen against Mr. Penni-
feather, he (Mr. Goodfellow) would make every exertion in
his power, would employ all the little eloquence in his
possession to—to—to—soften down, as much as he could
conscientiously do so, the worst features of this really ex-
ceedinglv perplexing piece of business.”

Mr. Goodfeliow went on for some half hour longer in
this strain, very much to the credit bothk of his head and of
his heart; but your warm-hearted people are seldom appo-
site in their observations—they run into all sorts of blun-
ders, contre-terips and mal apropos-isms, in the hothead-
edness of their zeal to serve a friend—thus, often with
the kindest intentions in the world, doing infinitely more
to prejudice his cause than to advance it.

So, in the present instance, it turned out with alli the
eloquence of “0Old Charley”; for, although he labored
earnestly in behalf of the suspected, yet it so happened,
somehow or other, that every syllable he uitered of
which the direct but unwitting tendency was not to exalt
the speaker in the good opinion of his audience, had the
effect of deepening the suspicion already attached to the
individual whose cause he pled, and of arousing against
him the fury of the mob.

One of the most unaccountable errors committed by
the orator was his allusion to the suspected as “the heir of
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the worthy old gentleman Mr. Shuttleworthy.” The people
had really never thought of this before. They had only
remembered certain threats of disinheritance uttered a
year or two previously by the uncle (who had no living
relative except the nephew), and they had, therefore, al-
ways looked upon this disinheritance as a matter that was
settled—so single-minded a race of beings were the Rai-
tleburghers; but the remark of “Old Charley” brought
them at once to a consideration of this point, and thus
gave them to see the possibility of the threats having
been nothing more than a threat. And straightway, here-
upon, arose the natural question of cui bono?—a question
that tended even more than the waistcoat to fasten the
terrible crime upon the young man. And here, lest I be
misunderstocod, permit me to digress for one moment
merely to observe that the exceedingly brief and simple
Latin phrase which I bave employed, is invariably mis-
translated and misconceived. “Cui bono?” in all the crack
novels and elsewhere,—in those of Mrs. Gore, for exam-
ple, (the author of “Cecil,”) a lady who quotes all tongues
from the Chaldzan to Chickasaw, and is helped to her
learning, “as mneeded,” upon a systematic plan, by Mr.
Beckford,—in all the crack novels, I say, from those of
Bulwer and Dickens to those of Turnapenny and Ains-
worth, the two little Latin words cui bono are rendered
“to what purpose?”’ or, (as if gquo bono) “to what geod?”
Their true meaning, nevertheless, is “for whose advantage.”
Cui, to whom; bono, is it for a benefit? It is a purely
legal phrase, and applicable precisely in cases such as we
have now under consideration, where the probability of the
doer of a deed hinges upon the probability of the benefit
accruing to this individual or to that from the deed’s ac-
complishment. Now, in the present instance, the question
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cut bono? very pointedly implicated Mr. Pennifeather.
His uncle bad threatened him, after making a will in his
favor, with disinheritance. But the threat had not been
actually kept; the original will, it appeared, had not been
altered. Had it been altered, the only supposable motive
for murder on the part of the suspected would have been
the ordinary one of revenge; and even this would have
been counteracted by the hope of reinstation info the good
graces of the uncle. But the will being unaltered, while
the threat to alter remained suspended over the nephew’s
head, there appears at once the very strongest possible in-
ducement for the atrocity; and so concluded, very saga-
ciously, the worthy citizens of the borough of Rattle.

Mr. Pennifeather was, accordingly, arrested upon the
spot, and the crowd, after some further search, proceeded
homeward, having him in custody. On the route, however,
another circumstance occurred tending to confirm the
suspicion entertained. Mr. Goodfellow, whose zeal led him
to be always a little in advance of the party, was seen
suddenly to run forward a few paces, stoop, and then
apparently to pick up some small object from the grass.
Having quickly examined it, he was observed, too, to
make a sort of half attempt at concealing it in his coat
pocket; but this action was noticed, as I say, and con-
sequently prevented, when the object picked up was found
to be a Spanish knife which a dozen persons at once recog-
nized as belonging to Mr. Pennifeather. Moreover, his
initials were engraved upon the handle. The blade of this
knife was open and bloody.

No doubt now remainéd of the guilt of the nephew, and
immediately upon reaching Rattleborough he was taken
before a magistrate for examination.

Here matters again took a most unfavorable turn. The
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prisoner, being questioned as to his whereabouts on the
morning of Mr. Shuttleworthy’s disappearance, had ab-
solutely the audacity to acknowledge that on that very
morning he had been out with his rifle deer-stalking, 1In
the immediate neighborhood of the pool where the blood-
stained waistcoat had been discovered through the sa-
gacity of Mr. Goodfellow.

This latter now came forward, and, with tears in his
eyes, asked permission to be examined. He said that a
stern sense of the duty he owed his Maker, not less than
his fellow-men, would permit him no longer to remain
silent. Hitherto, the sincerest affection for the young man
(notwithstanding the latter’s ill treatment of himself, Mr.
Goodfellow) had induced him to make every hypothesis
which imagination could suggest, by way of endeavoring
to account for what appeared suspicious in the circum-
stances that told so seriously against Mr. Pennifeather;
but these circumstances were now altogether too con-
vincing—too damning; he would hesitate no longer—he
would tell all he knew, although his heart (Mr. Goodfel-
low’s) should absolutely burst asunder in the effort. He
then went on to state that, on the afternoon of the day
previous to Mr. Shuttleworthy’s departure for the city,
that worthy old gentleman had mentioned to his nephew,
in his hearing (Mr. Goodfellow’s), that his object in going
to town on the morrow was to make a deposit of an un-
usually large sum of money in the “Farmers’ and Mechan-
ics’ Bank,” and that, then and there, the said Mr. Shuttle-
worthy had distinctly avowed to the said nephew his
irrevocable determination of rescinding the will originally
made, and of cutting him off with a shilling. He (the wit-
ness) now solemnly called upon the accused to state
whether what he (the witness) had just stated was or was
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not the truth in every substantial particular. Much to the
astonishment of every one present, Mr. Pennifeather frank-
ly admitted that it was.

The magistrate now considered it his duty to send a
couple of constables to search the chamber of the accused
in the house of his uncle. From this search they almost
immediately returned with the well-known steel-bound,
russet leather pocket-book which the old gentleman had
been in the habit of carrying for years. Its valuable con-
tents, however, had been abstracted, and the magistrate
in vain endeavored to extort from the prisoner the use
which had been made of them, or the place of their con-
cealment. Indeed, he obstinately denied all knowledge of
the matter. The constables, also, discovered, between the
bed and sacking of the unhappy man, a shirt and neck-
handkerchief both marked with the initials of his name,
and both hideously besmeared with the blood of the
victim.

At this juncture, it was announced that the horse of the
murdered man had just expired in the stable from the
effects of the wound he had received, and it was pro-
posed by Mr. Goodfeliow that a post-mortemn examina-
tion of the beast should be immediately made, with the
view, if possible, of discovering the ball. This was ac-
cordingly done; and, as if to demonstrate beyond a ques-
tion the guilt of the accused, Mr. Goodfellow, after con-
siderable searching in the cavity of the chest, was enabled
to detect and to pull forth a bullet of very extraordinary
size, which, upon trial, was found to be exactly adapted
to the bore of Mr. Pennifeather’s rifle, while it was far
too large for that of any other person in the borough or
its vicinity. To render the matter even surer yet, however,
this bullet was discovered to have a flaw or seam at right
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angles to the usual suture; and upon examination, this
seam corresponded precisely with an accidental ridge or
elevation in a pair of moulds acknowledged by the ac-
cused himself to be his own property. Upon the finding
of this bullet, the examining magistrate refused to listen
to any further testimony, and immediately committed
the prisoner for trial—declining resolutely to take any
bail in the case, although against this severity Mr. Good-
fellow very warmly remonstrated, and offered to become
surety in whatever amount might be required. This gen-
erosity on the part of “Old Charley” was only in ac-
cordance with the whole tenor of his amiable and chival-
rous conduct during the entire period of his sojourn in
the borough of Rattle. In the present instance, the worthy
man was so entirely carried away by the excessive warmth
of his sympathy, that he seemed to have quite for-
gotten, when he offered to go bail for his young friend,
that he himself (Mr. Goodfellow) did not possess a single
dollar’s worth of property upon the face of the earth.

The result of the committal may be readily foreseen.
Mr. Pennifeather, amid the loud execrations of all Rattle-
borough, was brought to trial at the next criminal ses-
sions, when the chain of circumstantial evidence (strength-
ened as it was by some additional damning facts, which
Mr., Goodfellow’s sensitive conscientiousness forbade him
to withhold from the court) was considered so unbroken
and so thoroughly conclusive, that the jury, without leav-
ing their seats, returned an immediate verdict of “Guilty
of murder in the first degree.” Soon afterward the un-
happy wretch received sentence of death, and was re-
manded to the county jail to await the inexorable ven-
geance of the law.

In the meantime, the noble behavior of “Old Charley
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Goodfellow” had doubly endeared him to the honest citi-
zens of the borough. He became ten times a greater
favorite than ever; and, as a mnatural result of the hos-
pitality with which he was treated, he relaxed, as it were,
perforce, the extremely parsimonicus habits which his
poverty had hitherto impelled him to observe, and very
frequently had little réunions at his own house, when wit
and jollity reigned supreme—dampened a little, of course,
by the occasional remembrance of the untoward and mel-
ancholy fate which impended over the nephew of the
late lamented bosom friend of the generous host.

One fine day, this magnanimous old gentleman was
agreeably surprised at the receipt of the following letter:—

“Charles Goodfellow, Esquire:

“Dear Sir-—In conformity with an order trans-
mitted to our firm about two months since, by
our esteemed correspondent, Mr. Barnabas Shut-
tleworthy, we have the honor of forwarding this
morning, to your address, a double box of
Chdteau Margaux, of the antelope brand, violet
seal. Box numbered and marked as per margin.

“We remain, sir,
“Your most ob’nt ser’ts,

“Hoages, Frogs, Bogs, & Co.

From H., F., B.,, & Co.
Chat. Mar. A—No. 1.—6 doz. bottles (2 Gross).

“City of , June 21, 18—.

“P.S.—The box will reach you, by wagon, on
the day after your receipt of this letter. QOur
respects to Mr. Shuttleworthy.

“H., F, B, & Co.”

Charles Goodfellow, Esq., Rattleborough.
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The fact is, that Mr. Goodfellow had, since the death
of Mr. Shuttleworthy, given over all expectation of ever
receiving the promised Chiteau Margaux; and he, there-
fore, looked upon it now as a sort of especial dispensa-
tion of Providence in his behalf. He was highly delighted,
of course, and in the exuberance of his joy invited a
large party of friends to a petit souper on the morrow,
for the purpose of broaching the good old Mr. Shuttie-
worthy’s present. Not that he said any thing about “the
good old Mr. Shuttleworthy” when he issued the invita-
tions. The fact is, he thought much and concluded to say
nothing at all. He did not mention to any one—if I re-
member aright—that he had received a present of Chéateau
Margaux. He merely asked his friends to come and help
him drink some of a remarkably fine quality and rich
flavor that he had ordered up from the city a couple of
months ago, and of which he would be in the receipt
upon the morrow. I have often puzzled myself to imagine
why it was that “Old Charley” came to the conclusion
to say nothing about having received the wine from his
old friend, but I could never precisely understand his
reason for the silence, although he had some excellent
and very magnanimous reasocn, no doubt.

The morrow at length arrived, and with it a very large
and highly respectable company at Mr. Goodfellow’s
house. Indeed, half the borough was there,—I myself
among the number,—but, much to the vexation of the
host, the Chateau Margaux did not arrive until a late
hour, and when the sumptuous supper supplied by “Old
Charley” had been done very ample justice by the guests.
It came at length, however,—a monstrously big box of it
there was, too,—and as the whole party were in exces-
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sively good humor, it was decided, nem. con., that it
should be lifted upon the table and its contents dis-~
embowelled forthwith.

No sooner said than done. I lent a helping hand; and, in
a trice, we had the box upon the table, in the midst of all
the bottles and glasses, not a few of which were de-
molished in the scuffle. “Old Charley,” who was pretty
much intoxicated, and excessively red in the face, now
took a seat, with an air of mock dignity, at the head of
the board, and thumped furiously upon it with a de-
canter, calling upon the company to keep order “during
the ceremony of disinterring the treasure.”

After some vociferation, quiet was at length fully re-
stored, and, as very often happens in similar cases, a pro-
found and remarkable silence ensued. Being then re-
quested to force open the lid, I complied, of course, “with
an infinite deal of pleasure.” 1 inserted a chisel, and giv-
ing it a few slight taps with a hammer, the top of the
box flew suddenly off, and, at the same instant, there
sprang up into a sitting position, directly facing the host,
the bruised, bloody, and nearly putrid corpse of the
murdered Mr. Shuttleworthy himself. It gazed for a few
moments, fixedly and sorrowfully, with its decaying and
lack-lustre eyes, full into the countenance of Mr. Good-
fellow; uttered slowly, but clearly and impressively, the
words—"“Thou art the man!” and then, falling over the
side of the chest as if thoroughly satisfied, stretched out
its limbs quiveringly upon the table.

The scene that ensued is altogether beyond description.
The rush for the doors and windows was terrific, and
many of the most robust men in the room fainted out-
right through sheer horror. But after the first wild shriek-
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ing burst of affright, all eyes were directed to Mr. Good-
fellow. If I live a thousand years, I can never forget the
more than meortal agony which was depicted in that
ghastly face of his, so lately rubicund with triumph and
wine. For several minutes he sat rigidly as a statue of
marble, his eyes seeming, in the intense vacancy of their
gaze, to be turned inward and absorbed in the contempla-
tion of his own miserable, murderous soul. At length
their expression appeared to flash suddenly out into the
external world, when, with a quick leap, he sprang from
his chair, and falling heavily with his head and shoulders
upon the table, and in contact with the corpse, poured
out rapidly and vehemently a detailed confession of the
hideous crime for which Mr. Pennifeather was then im-
prisoned and doomed to die.

What he recounted was in substance this:—He followed
his victim to the vicinity of the pool; there shot his horse
with a pistol; despatched its rider with the buft end;
possessed himself of the pocket-book; and, supposing the
horse dead, dragged it with great labor to the brambles
by the pond. Upon his own beast he slung the corpse of
Mr. Shuttleworthy, and thus bore it to a secure place of
concealment a long distance off through the woods.

The waistcoat, the knife, the pocket-book, and bullet,
had been placed by himself where found, with the view
of avenging himself upon Mr. Pennifeather. He had also
contrived the discovery of the stained handkerchief and
shirt.

Toward the end of the blood-chilling recital, the words
of the guilty wretch faltered and grew hollow. When the
record was finally exhausted, he arose, staggered back-
ward from the table, and fell—dead.

194




“THOU ART THE MAN”

The means by which this happily-timed confession was
extorted, although efficient, were simple indeed. Mr. Good-
fellow’s excess of frankness had disgusted me, and ex-
cited my suspicions from the first. I was present when
Mr. Pennifeather had struck him, and the fiendish ex-
pression which then arose upon his countenance, although
momentary, assured me that his threat of vengeance
would, if possible, be rigidly fulfilled. I was thus pre-
pared to view the manceuvring of “Old Charley” in a
very different light from that in which it was regarded by
the good citizens of Rattleborough. I saw at once that all
the criminating discoveries arose, either directly or in-
‘directly, from himself. But the fact which clearly opened
my eyes to the true state of the case, was the affair of
the bullet, found by Mr. G. in the carcass of the horse.
I had not forgotten, although the Rattleburghers had, that
there was a hole where the ball had entered the horse,
and another where it went out. If it were found in the
animal then, after having made its exit, I saw clearly
that it must have been deposited by the person who
found it. The bloody shirt and handkerchief confirmed the
idea suggested by the bullet; for the blood on examina-
tion proved to be capital claret, and no more. When I
came to think of these things, and also of the late in-
crease of liberality and expenditure on the part of Mr.
Goodfellow, I entertained a suspicion which was none the
less strong because I kept it altogether to myself.

In the meantime, I instituted a rigorous private search
for the corpse of Mr. Shuttleworthy, and, for good rea-
sons, searched in quarters as divergent as possible from
those to which Mr. Goodfellow conducted his party. The
result was that, after some days, I came across an old
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dry well, the mouth of which was nearly hidden by
brambles; and here, at the bottom, I discovered what I
sought.

Now it so happened that I had overheard the colloquy
between the two cronies, when Mr. Goodfellow had con-
trived to cajole his host into the promise of a box of
Chateau Margaux. Upon this hint I acted. I procured a
stiff piece of whalebone, thrust it down the throat of the
corpse, and deposited the latter in an old wine box—
taking care so to double the body up as to double the
whalebone with it. In this manner I had to press forcibly
upon the lid to keep it down while I secured it with
nails; and I anticipated, of course, that as soon as these
latter were removed, the top would fly off and the body
up.

Having thus arranged the box, I marked, numbered, and
addressed it as already told; and then writing a letter in
the name of the wine-merchants with whom Mr. Shuttle-
worthy dealt, I gave instructions to my servant to wheel
the box to Mr. Goodfellow’s door, in a barrow, at a
given signal from myself. For the words which I in-
tended the coipse to speak, 1 confidently depended upon
my ventriloquial abilities; for their eiiect, I counted upon
the conscience of the murderous wretch.

I believe there is rothing more to be explained. Mr.
Pennifeather was released upon the spot, inherited the
fortune of his uncle, profited by the lessons of experi-
ence, turned over a new leaf, and led happily ever after-
ward a new life.
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This strange tale of crime takes place in a purely
imaginary Hungary, a Hungary that never existed out-
side of Poe’s imagination. Incidentally, “metempsy-
chosis,” a word meaning “transmigration of souls,”
deals with the notion that when a person dies, his soul
passes inte the body of some other living thing, not
necessarily human. This idea gave Poe a wonderful

frame on which he created one of his most blood-
curdling tales.

Pestis eram vivus—moriens tua mors ero.
—Martin Luther

ages. Why then give a date to the story I have to
tell? Let it suffice to say, that at the period of which I
speak, there existed, in the interior of Hungary, a settled
although hidden belief in the doctrines of the Metems-
psychosis. Of the doctrines themselves—that is, of their
falsity, or of their probability—I say nothing. I assert,
however, that much of our incredulity (as La Bruyere
says of all our unhappiness) “vient de ne pouvoir etre
seuls.”

HORROR and fatality have been stalking abroad in all
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But there were some points in the Hungarian super-
stition which were fast verging to absurdity. They—the
Hungarians—differed very essentially from their Eastern
authorities. For example. “The soul,” said the former—I
give the words of an acute and intelligent Parisian—
“ne demeure qu'une seule fois dans un corps sensible: au
reste—un cheval, un chien, un homme méme, n’est que
la ressemblance peu tangible de ces animaux.”

The families of Berlifitzing and Metfzengerstein had been
at variance for centuries. Never before were two houses
so illustrious, mutually embittered by hostility so deadly.
The origin of this enmity seems to be found in the words
of an ancient prophecy—"“A lofty name shall have a fear-
ful fall when, as the rider over his horse, the mortality
of Metzengerstein shall triumph over the immortality of
Berlifitzing.”

To be sure the words themselves had little or no mean-
ing. But more trivial causes have given rise—and that no
long while ago—to consequences equally eventful. Be-
sides, the estates, which were contiguous, had long ex-
ercised a rival influence in the affairs of a busy govern-
ment, Moreover, near neighbors are seldom friends; and
the inhabitants of the Castle Berlifitzing might look,
from their lofty buttresses, into the very windows of the
Palace Metzengerstein. Least of all had the more than
feudal magnificence, thus discovered, a tendency to allay
the irritable feelings of the less ancient and less wealthy
Berlifitzings, What wonder, then, that the words, how=
ever silly, of that prediction, should have succeeded in
setting and keeping at variance two families already pre-
disposed to quarrel by every instigation of hereditary
jealousy? The prophecy seemed to imply—if it implied
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anything—a final triumph on the part of the already more
powerful house; and was of course remembered with the
more bitter animosity by the weaker and less influential.

Wilhelm, Count Berlifitzing, although loftily descended,
was, at the epoch of this narrative, an infirm and doting
old man, remarkable for nothing but an inordinate and
inveterate personal antipathy to the family of his rival,
and so passionate a love of horses, and of hunting, that
neither bodily infirmity, great age, nor mental incapacity,
prevented his daily participation in the dangers of the
chase.

Frederick, Baron Metzengerstein, was, on the other
hand, not yet of age. His father, the Minister G )
died young. His mother, the Lady Mary, followed him
quickly. Frederick was, at that time, in his eighteenth
year. In a city, eighteen years are no long period; but in a
wilderness—in so magnificent a wilderness as that old
principality, the pendulum vibrates with a deeper mean-
ing.

From some peculiar circumstances attending the ad-
ministration of his father, the young Baron, at the decease
of the former, entered immediately upon his vast posses-
sions. Such estates were seldom held before by a noble-
man of Hungary. His castles were without number. The
chief in point of splendor and extent was the “Palace
Metzengerstein.” The boundary hne of his dominions was
never clearly defined; but his principal park embraced a
circuit of fifty miles.

Upon the succession of a proprietor so young, with a
character so well known, to a fortune so unparalleled,
little speculation was afioat in regard to his probable
course of conduct. And, indeed, for the space of three
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days, the behavior of the heir out-Heroded Herod, and
fairly surpassed the expectations of his most enthusiastic
admirers. Shameful debaucheries—flagrant treacheries—
unheard-of atrocities—gave his trembling vassals quickly
to understand that no servile submission on their part—
no punctilios of conscience on his own—were thence-
forward to prove any security against the remorseless fangs
of a petty Caligula. On the night of the fourth day, the
stables of the Castle Berlifitzing were discovered to be on
fire; and the unanimous opinion of the neighborhood
added the crime of the incendiary to the already hideous
list of the Baron’s misdemeanors and enormities.

But during the tumult occasioned by this occurrence,
the young nobleman himself sat apparently buried in
meditation, in a vast and desolate upper apartment of the
family palace of Metzengerstein. The rich although faded
tapestry hangings which swung gloomily upon the walls,
represented the shadowy and majestic forms of a thou-
sand illustrious ancestors. Here, rich-ermined priests, and
pontifical dignitaries, familiarly seated with the autocrat
and the sovereign, put a veto on the wishes of a temporal
king, or restrained with the fiat of papal supremacy the
rebellious sceptre of the Arch-enemy. There, the dark,
tall statures of the Princes Metzengerstein—their muscular
war-coursers plunging over the carcasses of fallen foes—
startled the steadiest nerves with their vigorous expres-
sion; and kere, again, the voluptuous and swan-like figures
of the dames of days gone by, floated away in the mazes
of an unreal dance to the strains of imaginary melody.

But as the Baron listened, or affected to listen, to the
gradually increasing uproar in the stables of Berlifitzing
—or perhaps pondered upon some more novel, some
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more decided act of audacity—his eyes were turned un-
wittingly to the figure of an enormous, and unnaturally
colored horse, represented in the tapestry as belonging to a
Saracen ancestor of the family of his rival. The horse
itself, in the foreground of the design, stood motionless
and statue-like—while, farther back, its discomfited rider
perished by the dagger of a Metzengerstein.

On Frederick’s lips arose a fiendish expression, as he
became aware of the direction which his glance had,
without his consciousness, assumed. Yet he did not re-
move it. On the contrary, he could by no means account
for the overwhelming anxiety which appeared falling like
a pall upon his senses. It was with difficulty that he recon-
ciled his dreamy and incoherent feelings with the certain-
ty of being awake. The longer he gazed the more ab-
sorbing became the spell—the more impossible did it
appear that he could ever withdraw his glance from the
fascination of that tapestry. But the tumult without be-
coming suddenly more violent, with a compulsory exer-
tion he diverted his attention to the glare of ruddy light
thrown full by the flaming stables upon the windows of
the apartment.

The action, however, was but momentary; his gaze re-
turned mechanically to the wall. To his exfreme horror
and astonishment, the head of the gigantic steed had, in
the meantime, altered its position. The neck of the animal,
before arched, as if in compassion, over the prostrate
body of its lord, was now extended, at full length, in the
direction of the Baron. The eyes, before invisible, now
wore an energetic and human expression, while they
gleamed with a fiery and unusual red; and the distended
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lips of the apparently enraged horse left in full view his
sepulchral and disgusting teeth.

Stupefied with terror, the young nobleman tottered to
the door. As he threw it open, a flash of red light, stream-
ing far into the chamber, flung his shadow with a clear
outline against the quivering tapestry; and he shuddered
to perceive that shadow—as he staggered awhile upon the
threshold—assuming the exact position, and precisely fill-
ing up the contour, of the relentless and triumphant mur-
derer of the Saracen Berlifitzing.

To lighten the depression of his spirits, the Baron hur-
ried into the open air. At the principal gate of the palace
he encountered three equerries. With much difficulty, and
at the imminent peril of their lives, they were restraining
the convulsive plunges of a gigantic and fiery-colored
horse.

“Whose horse? Where did you get him?” demanded the
youth, in a querulous and husky tone, as he became in-
stantly aware that the mysterious steed in the tapestried
chamber was the very counterpart of the furious animal
before his eyes.

“He is your own property, sire,” replied one of the
equerries, “at least he is claimed by no other owner. We
caught him flying, all smoking and foaming with rage,
from the burning stables of the Castle Berlifitzing. Sup-
posing him to have belonged to the old Count’s stud of
foreign horses, we led him back as an estray. But the
grooms there disclaim any title to the creature; which is
strange, since he bears evident marks of having made a
narrow escape from the flames.

“The letters W. V. B. are also branded very distinctly
on his forehead,” interrupted a second equerry: “I sup-
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posed them, of course, to be the initials of William Von
Berlifitzing—but all at the castle are positive in denying
any knowledge of the horse.”

“Extremely singular!” said the young Baron, with a
musing air, and apparently unconscious of the meaning
of his words. “He is, as you say, a remarkable horse—a
prodigious horsel *although, as you very justly observe, of
a suspicious and untractable character; let him be mine,
however,” he added, after a pause, “perhaps a rider like
Frederick of Metzengersiein may tame even the devil
from the stables of Berlifitzing.”

“You are mistaken, my lord; the horse, as I think we
mentioned, is not from the stables of the Count. If such
had been the case, we know our dufy better than to
bring him into the presence of a noble of your family.”

“Truel” observed the Baron, drily; and at that instant a
page of the bed-chamber came from the palace with a
heightened color, and a precipifate step. He whispered into
his master’s ear an account of the sudden disappearance
of a small portion of the tapesiry, in an apartment which
he designated; entering, at the same fime, Into particu-
lars of a minute and circumstantial character; but from
the low tone of voice in which these latter were communi-
cated, nothing escaped to gratify the excited curiosity of
the equerries.

The young Frederick, during the conference, seemed
agitated by a variety of emotions. He soon, however, re-
covered his composure, and an expression of determined
malignancy settled upon his countenance, as he gave
peremptory orders that the apartment in question should
be immediately locked up, and the key placed in his own
pOssession.,
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“Have you heard of the unhappy death of the old hunter
Berlifitzing?” said one of his vassals to the Baron, as, after
the departure of the page, the huge steed which that
nobleman had adopted as his own, plunged and curveted,
with redoubled fury, down the long avenue which extended
from the palace to the stables of Metzengerstein.

“No!” said the Baron, turning abruptly toward the
speaker, “dead! say you?”

“It is indeed true, my lord; and, to the noble of your
name, will be, I imagine, no unwelcome intelligence.”

A rapid smile shot over the countenance of the listener.
“How died he?”

“In his rash exertions to rescue a favorite portion of
the hunting stud, he has himself perished miserably in the
flames.”

“J—n—d—e—e—d—I1” ejaculated the Baron, as if
slowly and deliberately impressed with the truth of some
exciting idea.

“Indeed,” repeated the vassal

“Shockingl” said the youth, calmly, and turned quietly
into the palace.

From this date a marked alteration took place in the
outward demeanor of the dissolute young Baron Frederick
Von Metzengerstein. Indeed, his' behavior disappointed
every expectation, and proved little in accordance with
the views of many a manceuvring mamma; while his hab-
its and manner, still less than formerly, offered any thing
congenial with those of the necighboring aristocracy. He
was never to be seen beyond the limits of his own domain,
and, in his wide and social world, was utterly companion-
less—unless, indeed, that unnatural, impetuous, and fiery-
colored horse, which he henceforward continually be-
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strode, had any mysterious right to the title of his friend.

Numerous invitations on the pait of the neighborhood
for a long time, however, periodically came in. “Will the
Baron honor our festivals with his presence?’ “Will the
Baron join us in @ hunting of the boar?”’—*Metzenger-
stein does not hunt”; “Metzengerstein will not attend,”
were the haughty and laconic answers.

These repeated insults were not to be endured by an
imperious nobility. Such invitations became less cordial—
less frequent—in time they ceased altogether. The widow
of the unfortunate Count Berlifitzing was even heard to
express a hope “that the Baron might be at home when he
did not wish to be at home, since he disdained the coms-
pany of his equals; and ride when he did not wish to ride,
since he preferred the society of a horse.,” This to be sure
was a very silly explosion of hereditary pique; and merely
proved how singularly unmeaning our sayings are apt to
become, when we desire to be unusually energetic.

The charitable, nevertheless, attributed the alteration in
the conduct of the young nobleman to the natural sorrow
of a son for the untimely loss of his parents;—forgetting,
however, his atrocious and reckless behavior during the
short period immediately succeeding that bereavement.
Some there were, indeed, who suggested a too haughty
idea of self-consequence and dignity. Others again (among
whom may be mentioned the family physician) did not
hesitate in speaking of morbid melancholy, and hereditary
ill-health; while dark hints, of a more equivocal nature,
were current among the multitude.

Indeed, the Baron’s perverse attachment to his lately-
acquired charger—an attachment which seemed to attain
new strength from every fresh example of the animal’s
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ferocious and demon-like propensities—at length became,
in the eyes of all reasonable men, a hideous and unnatural
fervor. In the glare of noon—at the dead hour of night—
in sickness or in health—in calm or in tempest—the
young Metzengerstein seemed riveted to the saddle of
that colossal horse, whose intractable audacities so well
accorded with his own spirt.

There were circumstances, moreover, which, coupled
with late events, gave an unearthly and portentous char-
acter to the mania of the rider, and to the capabilities of
the steed. The space passed over in a single leap had
been accurately measured, and was found to exceed, by
an astounding difference, the wildest expectations of the
most imaginative. The Baron, besides, had no particular
name for the animal, although all the rest in his collection
were distinguished by characteristic appellations. His
stable, to0o, was appointed at a distance from the rest; and
with regard to grooming and other necessary offices, none
but the owner in person had ventured to officiate, or even
to enter the enclosure of that horse’s particular stall. It
was also to be observed, that although the three grooms,
who bad caught the steed as he fled from the confiagra-
tion at Berlifitzing, had succeeded in arresting his course,
by means of a chain-bridle and noose—vet not one of the
three could with any certainty affirm that he had, during
that dangerous struggle, or at any period thereafter, actu-
ally placed his hand upon the body of the beast. Instances
of peculiar intelligence in the demeanor of a noble and
high-spirited horse are not to be supposed capable of ex-
citing unreasonable attention, but there were certain cir-
cumstances which intruded themselves by force upon the
most skeptical and phlegmatic; and it is said there were
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times ~when the animal caused the gaping crowd who
stood around to recoil in horror from the deep and im-
pressive meaning of his terrible stamp-—times when the
young Metzengerstein turned pale and shrunk away from
the rapid and searching expression of his human-looking
eye.

Among all the retinue of the Baron, however, none were
found to doubt the ardor of that extraordinary affection
which existed on the part of the young nobleman for the
fiery qualities of his horse; at least, none but an insignifi-
cant and misshapen little page, whose deformities were
in everybody’s way, and whose opinions were of the least
possible importance. He (if his ideas are worth mention-
ing at all) had the effrontery to assert that his master never
vaulted into the saddle without an unaccountable and
almost imperceptible shudder; and that, upon his return
from every long-continued and habitual ride, an expres-
sion of triumphant malignity distorted every muscle in
his countenance.

One tempestuous night, Metzengerstein, awaking from
a heavy slumber, descended like a maniac from his cham-
ber, and, mounting in hot haste, bounded away into the
mazes of the forest. An occurrence so common attracted
no particular attention, but his returm was looked for
with intense anxiety on the part of his domestics, when,
after some hours’ absence, the stupendous and magnificent
battlements of the Palace Metzengerstein, were discovered
crackling and rocking to their very foundation, under the
influence of a dense and livid mass of ungovernable fire.

As the flames, when first seen, had already made so
terrible a progress that all efforts to save any portion of
the building were evidently futile, the astonished neigh-
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borhood stood idly around in silent if not pathetic won-
der. But a new and fearful object soon riveted the atten-
tion of the multitude, and proved how much more intense
is the excitement wrought in the feelings of a crowd by
the contemplation of human agony, than that brought
about by the most appalling spectacles of inanimate
matter.

Up the long avenue of aged oaks which led from the
forest to the main entrance of the Palace Metzengerstein,
a steed, bearing an unbonneted and disordered rider, was
seen leaping with an impetuosity which outstripped the
very Demon of the Tempest.

The career of the horseman was indisputably, on his
own part, uncontrollable. The agony of his countenance,
the convulsive struggle of his frame, gave evidence of
superhuman exertion: but no sound, save a solitary shriek,
escaped from his lacerated lips, which were bitten through
and through in the infensity of terror. One instant, and
the clattering of hoofs resounded sharply and shrilly above
the roaring of the flames and the shrieking of the winds—
another, and, clearing at a single plunge the gate-way and
the moat, the steed bounded far up the tottering stair-
cases of the palace, and, with its rider, disappeared amid
the whirlwind of chaotic fire.

The fury of the tempest immediately died away, and
a dead calm sullenly succeeded. A white flame still en-
veloped the building like a shroud, and, streaming far
away into the quiet atmosphere, shot forth a glare of pre-
ternatural light; while a cloud of smoke- settled heavily
over the battlements in the distinct colossal figure of—
a horse.
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The Pit and the Pendulum . . . The Purloined
letter . . . The Tell-Tale Heart . . . A Descent
into the Maelstrom . . . and six other choice
chillers by the acknowledged master of mys-
tery, tantasy, and horror.

These ten absorbing stories, selected by a
famed anthologist of science-fiction and the
supernatural, prove that even after a century
Poe’s imagination still works its macabre
magic.
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