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THE RAVEN

Once upon a midnight dreary, while | pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volunme of forgotten lore--
While | nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there cane a tapping,
As of sone one gently rapping, rapping at ny chanber door
"'Tis some visiter," | nmuttered, "tapping at ny chanber door--
Only this and nothing nore.”

Ah, distinctly |I renmenber it was in the bl eak Decenber,
And each separate dying enmber wought its ghost upon the floor
Eagerly | wi shed the norrow,--vainly | had sought to borrow
From ny books surcease of sorrow-sorrow for the | ost Lenore--
For the rare and radi ant nmai den whom t he angel s nane Lenore--
Nanel ess here for evernore.

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me--filled ne with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, | stood repeating
""Tis sone visiter entreating entrance at my chanber door--
Sone late visiter entreating entrance at ny chanber door
This it is and nothing nore."

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no | onger,
"Sir," said |, "or Madam truly your forgiveness | inplore;
But the fact is | was napping, and so gently you cane rapping,
And so faintly you cane tapping, tapping at ny chanber door
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That | scarce was sure | heard you"--here | opened wi de the door--
Dar kness there and not hing nore.

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

Doubting, dream ng dreanms no nortals ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore?"

This | whispered, and an echo murnured back the word, "Lenore!"--
Merely this and nothing nore.

Back into the chanber turning, all my sour within me burning,
Soon again | heard a tapping sonmething | ouder than before.

"Surely," said |, "surely that is something at ny wi ndow |l attice
Let ne see, then, what thereat is and this nystery explore--
Let nmy heart be still a nonent and this nystery explore;--

"Tis the wind and not hi ng nore.

Open here | flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.
Not the | east obei sance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he,
But, with mien of lord or |ady, perched above ny chanber door--
Per ched upon a bust of Pallas just above ny chanber door--
Perched, and sat, and nothing nore.

Then the ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," | said, "art sure no craven,
Ghastly grimand anci ent Raven wandering fromthe N ghtly shore--
Tell me what thy lordly nanme is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"
Quot h the Raven, "Nevernore."

Much | marvelled this ungainly fow to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little neaning--little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no |iving human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chanber door--
Bird or beast upon the scul ptured bust above his chanmber door,
Wth such name as "Nevernore."

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if its soul in that one word he did outpour
Not hi ng farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered--
Till 1 scarcely nore than nuttered: "OQther friends have fl own before--
On the norrow he will |eave ne, as ny Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said "Nevernore."

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken

"Doubtless,” said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store,
Caught from some unhappy master whom unnerciful Disaster

Fol |l owed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore--
Till the dirges of his Hope that nelancholy burden bore

O ' Never--nevernore.'"

But the Raven still beguiling all ny sad soul into smling,
Straight | wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door
Then, upon the velvet sinking, | betook nyself to I|inking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this om nous bird of yore--
VWhat this grim ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and om nous bird of yore
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Meant in croaking "Nevernore."

This | sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowm whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom s core;
This and nore | sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion's velvet lining that the |anmp-light gloated o'er
But whose velvet violet lining with the [anp-light gloating o'er
She shall press, ah, nevernore!

Then, nethought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Seraphi m whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor
"Wetch," | cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite--respite and nepenthe fromthy nenories of Lenorel!
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this |ost Lenore!"
Quot h the Raven, "Nevernore."
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!--
Whet her Tenpter sent, or whether tenpest tossed thee here ashore,
Desol ate, yet all undaunted, on this desert |and enchanted--
On this home by Horror haunted--tell me truly, | inplore--
Is there--is there balmin Glead?--tell nme--tell ne, | inplore!"
Quot h the Raven, "Nevernore."
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us--by that God we both adore--
Tell this soul with sorrow |laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted mai den whomthe angels nane Lenore--
Clasp a rare and radi ant mai den whom the angel s name Lenore."
Quot h the Raven, "Nevernore."
"Be that our sign of parting, bird or fiend!"™ | shrieked, upstarting--
"Get thee back into the tenpest and the Ni ght's Pl utonian shore!
Leave no black plunme as a token of that lie thy soul has spoken
Leave ny | oneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above ny door!
Take thy beak fromout nmy heart, and take thy formfromoff ny door!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevernore."
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a dempn's that is dream ng
And the lanp-light o' er himstreanmi ng throws his shadows on the floor
And ny soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be |ifted--nevernore!

The Masque of the Red Death
by Edgar Allan Poe

October, 1997 [Etext #1064]*

The Masque of the Red Death
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The "Red Deat h" had | ong devastated the country. No

pestil ence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its
Avatar and its seal--the redness and the horror of blood. There were
sharp pains, and sudden di zzi ness, and then profuse bl eeding at the
pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the body and
especially upon the face of the victim were the pest ban which

shut himout fromthe aid and fromthe synpathy of his fell ow nen.
And t he whol e seizure, progress and termination of the disease,

were the incidents of half an hour

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntl ess and sagaci ous.

When his dom ni ons were hal f depopul ated, he summoned to his
presence a thousand hale and |light-hearted friends from anong the
kni ghts and danes of his court, and with these retired to the deep
seclusion of one of his castell ated abbeys. This was an extensive
and magni ficent structure, the creation of the prince' s own
eccentric yet august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled it in.
This wall had gates of iron. The courtiers, having entered,
brought furnaces and nmassy hammers and wel ded the bolts. They
resol ved to | eave neans neither of ingress nor egress to the sudden
i mpul ses of despair or of frenzy fromw thin. The abbey was anply
provi sioned. Wth such precautions the courtiers mght bid
defiance to contagion. The external world could take care of
itself. In the neantinme it was folly to grieve, or to think. The
prince had provided all the appliances of pleasure. There were

buf foons, there were inprovisatori, there were ballet-dancers,
there were nusicians, there was Beauty, there was wine. All these
and security were within. Wthout was the "Red Death".

It was towards the close of the fifth or sixth nmonth of his
seclusion, and while the pestilence raged nost furiously

abroad, that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand friends
at a nmasked ball of the nbst unusual magnificence.

It was a vol uptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let ne

tell of the rooms in which it was held. These were seven--an

i mperial suite. In many pal aces, however, such suites forma |ong
and straight vista, while the folding doors slide back nearly to
the walls on either hand, so that the view of the whole extent is
scarcely inpeded. Here the case was very different, as m ght have
been expected fromthe duke's |love of the bizarre. The
apartnents were so irregularly disposed that the vision enbraced
but little nore than one at a tine. There was a sharp turn at
every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel effect. To
the right and left, in the mddle of each wall, a tall and narrow
Got hi ¢ wi ndow | ooked out upon a closed corridor which pursued the
wi ndi ngs of the suite. These w ndows were of stained glass whose
colour varied in accordance with the prevailing hue of the
decorations of the chanmber into which it opened. That at the
eastern extrenmty was hung, for exanple in blue--and vividly blue
were its windows. The second chanber was purple in its ornanents
and tapestries, and here the panes were purple. The third was
green throughout, and so were the casenments. The fourth was

furni shed and |ighted with orange--the fifth with white--the sixth
with violet. The seventh apartnment was closely shrouded in black
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vel vet tapestries that hung all over the ceiling and down the

wal l's, falling in heavy folds upon a carpet of the sane materia

and hue. But in this chamber only, the col our of the w ndows
failed to correspond with the decorations. The panes here were
scarl et--a deep blood colour. Now in no one of the seven
apartnents was there any |lanp or candel abrum anmid the profusion of
gol den ornanents that lay scattered to and fro or depended fromthe
roof. There was no light of any kind emanating from|anp or candle
within the suite of chanbers. But in the corridors that followed
the suite, there stood, opposite to each wi ndow, a heavy tri pod,
bearing a brazier of fire, that projected its rays through the
tinted glass and so glaringly illumned the room And thus were
produced a nultitude of gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in
the western or black chanmber the effect of the fire-light that
streamed upon the dark hangi ngs through the bl ood-tinted panes,

was ghastly in the extrene, and produced so wild a | ook upon the
count enances of those who entered, that there were few of the
conpany bold enough to set foot within its precincts at all

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the
western wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swng to and
fro with a dull, heavy, nonotonous clang; and when the m nute-hand
made the circuit of the face, and the hour was to be stricken

there cane fromthe brazen lungs of the clock a sound which was
clear and | oud and deep and exceedi ngly nusical, but of so peculiar
a note and enphasis that, at each | apse of an hour, the nusicians
of the orchestra were constrained to pause, nmonentarily, in their
performance, to harken to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce
ceased their evolutions; and there was a brief disconcert of the
whol e gay conpany; and, while the chines of the clock yet rang, it
was observed that the giddiest grew pale, and the nore aged and
sedate passed their hands over their brows as if in confused

revery or nmeditation. But when the echoes had fully ceased, a
Iight laughter at once pervaded the assenbly; the nusicians | ooked
at each other and snmiled as if at their own nervousness and folly,
and rmade whi spering vows, each to the other, that the next chimng
of the clock should produce in themno simlar enotion; and then
after the |l apse of sixty mnutes, (which enmbrace three thousand and
si x hundred seconds of the Tine that flies,) there came yet another
chimng of the clock, and then were the sanme disconcert and

tremul ousness and neditation as before.

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and nagnificent

revel. The tastes of the duke were peculiar. He had a fine eye
for colours and effects. He disregarded the decora of nere
fashion. His plans were bold and fiery, and his concepti ons gl owed
with barbaric lustre. There are some who woul d have thought him
mad. Hi s followers felt that he was not. It was necessary to hear
and see and touch himto be sure that he was not.

He had directed, in great part, the novable enbellishnments of

the seven chanbers, upon occasion of this great fete; and it

was his own guiding taste which had given character to the

masquer aders. Be sure they were grotesque. There were much glare
and glitter and piquancy and phantasm -nuch of what has been since
seen in "Hernani". There were arabesque figures with

unsuited |inbs and appointnents. There were delirious fancies such
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as the madman fashions. There were nuch of the beautiful, nuch of
t he wanton, nuch of the bizarre, something of the terrible, and
not alittle of that which m ght have excited disgust. To and fro
in the seven chanbers there stal ked, in fact, a nultitude of

dreans. And these--the dreans--writhed in and about taking hue
fromthe roons, and causing the wild nusic of the orchestra to seem
as the echo of their steps. And, anon, there strikes the ebony

cl ock which stands in the hall of the velvet. And then, for a
nonent, all is still, and all is silent save the voice of the
clock. The dreans are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes
of the chinme die away--they have endured but an instant--and a
light, half-subdued |aughter floats after them as they depart. And
now again the nusic swells, and the dreanms live, and withe to and
fro nore nerrily than ever, taking hue fromthe many tinted w ndows
t hrough which streamthe rays fromthe tripods. But to the chanber
which lies nmost westwardly of the seven, there are now none of the
maskers who venture; for the night is waning away; and there flows
a ruddier light through the bl ood-col oured panes; and the bl ackness
of the sable drapery appals; and to hi mwhose foot falls upon the
sabl e carpet, there cones fromthe near clock of ebony a nuffled
peal nore solemly enphatic than any which reaches their ears

who indulged in the nore renpte gaieties of the other apartnents.

But these other apartnents were densely crowded, and in them

beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly
on, until at length there conmenced the soundi ng of m dni ght upon
the clock. And then the nmusic ceased, as | have told; and the
evolutions of the waltzers were quieted; and there was an uneasy
cessation of all things as before. But now there were twelve
strokes to be sounded by the bell of the clock; and thus it
happened, perhaps, that nore of thought crept, with nore of tine,
into the nmeditations of the thoughtful anong those who revell ed.
And thus too, it happened, perhaps, that before the | ast echoes of
the last chine had utterly sunk into silence, there were nmany

i ndividuals in the crom who had found | eisure to becone aware of
the presence of a nasked figure which had arrested the

attention of no single individual before. And the runour of this
new presence having spread itself whisperingly around, there arose
at length fromthe whol e conpany a buzz, or murnmur, expressive of
di sapprobati on and surprise--then, finally, of terror, of horror
and of disgust.

In an assenbly of phantasns such as | have painted, it may

wel | be supposed that no ordinary appearance coul d have excited
such sensation. In truth the masquerade |icence of the night was
nearly unlimted; but the figure in question had out-Heroded Herod,
and gone beyond the bounds of even the prince's indefinite decorum
There are chords in the hearts of the nost reckless which cannot be
touched without enotion. Even with the utterly lost, to whomlife
and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no jest can
be made. The whol e conpany, indeed, seened now deeply to feel that
in the costune and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor
propriety existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded
fromhead to foot in the habilinents of the grave. The nmask which
conceal ed the visage was nmade so nearly to resenbl e the countenance
of a stiffened corpse that the closest scrutiny must have had
difficulty in detecting the cheat. And yet all this m ght have
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been endured, if not approved, by the nad revellers around. But
the mumrer had gone so far as to assune the type of the Red Death.
Hi s vesture was dabbled in blood--and his broad brow, with al

the features of the face, was besprinkled with the scarlet horror

When the eyes of the Prince Prospero fell upon this spectra

i mmge (which, with a slow and sol etm novenent, as if nore fully to
sustain its role, stalked to and fro anong the waltzers) he was
seen to be convulsed, in the first nonent with a strong shudder
either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened
wi th rage.

"Who dares, "--he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stood

near him-"who dares insult us with this bl asphenmous nockery?

Sei ze him and unmask hi m-that we may know whom we have to hang, at
sunrise, fromthe battlenents!"

It was in the eastern or blue chanber in which stood the

Prince Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang throughout
the seven roons loudly and clearly, for the prince was a bold and
robust man, and the nusic had becone hushed at the waving of his
hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group

of pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke,

there was a slight rushing novenent of this group in the direction
of the intruder, who at the nonent was al so near at hand, and now,
with deliberate and stately step, made cl oser approach to the
speaker. But froma certain naneless awe with which the mad
assunptions of the mummer had inspired the whole party, there were
found none who put forth hand to seize him so that, uninpeded, he
passed within a yard of the prince's person; and, while the vast
assenbly, as if with one inpulse, shrank fromthe centres of the
rooms to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, but with the
same sol emm and neasured step which had distingui shed himfromthe
first, through the blue chanber to the purple--through the purple
to the green--through the green to the orange--through this again
to the white--and even thence to the violet, ere a deci ded novenent
had been nmade to arrest him It was then, however, that the Prince
Prospero, maddening with rage and the shame of his own nonentary
cowardi ce, rushed hurriedly through the six chanbers, while none
foll owed hi mon account of a deadly terror that had seized upon
all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached, in rapid

i mpetuosity, to within three or four feet of the retreating figure,
when the latter, having attained the extremty of the velvet
apartnent, turned suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was
a sharp cry--and the dagger dropped gl eam ng upon the sable carpet,
upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death the
Prince Prospero. Then, summning the wild courage of despair, a
throng of the revellers at once threw thenselves into the black
apartnent, and, seizing the nunmer, whose tall figure stood erect
and notionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped in
unutterable horror at finding the grave cerenents and corpse-Ilike
mask, which they handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted by
any tangi ble form

And now was acknow edged the presence of the Red Death. He
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had come like a thief in the night. And one by one dropped the
revellers in the bl ood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died each
in the despairing posture of his fall. And the life of the ebony
clock went out with that of the last of the gay. And the flanmes of
the tripods expired. And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held
illimtable dom nion over all

The Cask of Anontillado
by Edgar All an Poe

Cct ober, 1997 [Etext #1065]*

The Cask of Anmontill ado

The thousand injuries of Fortunato | had borne as | best

coul d, but when he ventured upon insult, | vowed revenge. You, who
so well know the nature of ny soul, will not suppose, however, that
| gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged;

this was a point definitely settled--but the very definitiveness
with which it was resolved, precluded the idea of risk. | must not
only punish, but punish with inpunity. A wong is unredressed when
retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed

when the avenger fails to make hinself felt as such to himwho has
done the w ong.

It nust be understood that neither by word nor deed had

gi ven Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. | continued, as was
nmy wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that ny
smle now was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point--this Fortunato--although in other regards

he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided hinmself on
his connoi sseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso
spirit. For the nost part their enthusiasmis adopted to suit the
time and opportunity-- to practise inposture upon the British and

Austrian mllionaires. |In painting and gemmary, Fortunato,

like his countrynen, was a quack-- but in the matter of old w nes he
was sincere. In this respect | did not differ from him

materially: | was skillful in the Italian vintages nyself, and

bought | argely whenever | coul d.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of

the carnival season, that | encountered ny friend. He accosted ne
with excessive warnth, for he had been drinking nuch. The man wore
notley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his
head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. | was so pleased
to see him that | thought | should never have done winging his
hand.

| said to him-"M dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How
remar kably well you are |ooking to-day! But | have received a pipe
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of what passes for Anontillado, and | have ny doubts."

"How?" said he. "Anontillado? A pipe? Inpossible! And in
the mddle of the carnival!"”

"I have ny doubts,” | replied; "and I was silly enough to pay
the full Anontillado price without consulting you in the matter.
You were not to be found, and | was fearful of |osing a bargain."
"“Anontill ado!"

"I have ny doubts."”

"Amontil | ado!"

"And | nust satisfy them?"

"Amontil | ado!"

"As you are engaged, | amon ny way to Luchesi. |If any one
has a critical turn, it is he. He will tell nme--"

"Luchesi cannot tell Anontillado from Sherry."

"And yet sone fools will have it that his taste is a match for
your own."

"Cone, let us go."
"\Wi t her ?"
"To your vaults."

"My friend, no; | will not inpose upon your good nature. |
percei ve you have an engagenent. Luchesi--"

"I have no engagenent; --cone."

"My friend, no. It is not the engagenent, but the severe cold
with which | perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are
i nsufferably danp. They are encrusted with nitre."

"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is nerely nothing.
Amonti |l ado! You have been inposed upon. And as for Luchesi, he
cannot distinguish Sherry from Anontill ado."

Thus speaki ng, Fortunato possessed hinself of nmy arm
Putting on a mask of black silk, and drawing a roquelaire
cl osely about nmy person, | suffered himto hurry ne to nmy pal azzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to nake

merry in honour of the time. | had told themthat | should not
return until the norning, and had given themexplicit orders not to
stir fromthe house. These orders were sufficient, | well knew, to
insure their i medi ate di sappearance, one and all, as soon as ny

back was turned.
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| took fromtheir sconces two flanbeaux, and giving one to
Fortunat o, bowed hi mthrough several suites of rooms to the archway
that led into the vaults. | passed down a |ong and w nding
staircase, requesting himto be cautious as he followed. W

came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together on
the danp ground of the cataconbs of the Montresors.

The gait of ny friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap
jingled as he strode.

"The pipe," said he.

"It is farther on,"” said |I; "but observe the white web-work
whi ch gleans fromthese cavern walls."”

He turned towards ne, and | ooked into ny eyes with two filny
orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication.

"Nitre?" he asked, at |ength.
"Nitre," | replied. "How | ong have you had that cough?"

"Ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh!
ugh! - -ugh! ugh! ugh!"

My poor friend found it inpossible to reply for many m nutes.
"It is nothing," he said, at last.

"Cone," | said, with decision, "we will go back; your health

is precious. You are rich, respected, admred, bel oved; you are
happy, as once | was. You are a man to be missed. For nme it is no
matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and | cannot be
responsi bl e. Besides, there is Luchesi--"

"Enough," he said; "the cough is a nere nothing; it will not
kill ne. | shall not die of a cough."
"True--true," | replied; "and, indeed, | had no intention of

al arm ng you unnecessarily--but you should use all proper caution
A draught of this Medoc will defend us fromthe danps.”

Here | knocked off the neck of a bottle which | drew from a
long row of its fellows that |ay upon the nould.

"Drink," | said, presenting himthe w ne.

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

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us."
"And | to your long life."
He again took nmy arm and we proceeded.

"These vaults," he said, "are extensive."
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"The Montresors,” | replied, "were a great and nunerous
famly."

"l forget your arns.”

"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a
serpent ranpant whose fangs are i nbedded in the heel."

"And the notto?"

Nemo ne i npune | acessit.”
"Good!" he said.

The wi ne sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. M own
fancy grew warmwith the Medoc. W had passed through walls

of piled bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into

the innpbst recesses of cataconbs. | paused again, and this tine |
made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the el bow

"The nitre!™ | said; "see, it increases. It hangs |ike nobss
upon the vaults. We are below the river's bed. The drops of
noi sture trickle anong the bones. Cone, we will go back ere it is

too late. Your cough--"

"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, another
draught of the Medoc."

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

I looked at himin surprise. He repeated the novenent--a
gr ot esque one.

"You do not conprehend?" he said.

"Not I," | replied.

"Then you are not of the brotherhood."
" How?"

"You are not of the masons."

"Yes, yes," | said; "yes, yes."
"You? |Inpossible! A mason?"
"A mason," | replied.

"A sign," he said, "a sign."

"It is this," | answered, producing a trowel from beneath the folds of

my roquel aire.
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"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But |let us
proceed to the Anmontillado."

"Be it so," | said, replacing the tool beneath the cl oak and

again offering himm arm He | eaned upon it heavily. W continued
our route in search of the Anontillado. W passed through a range
of | ow arches, descended, passed on, and descendi ng again, arrived
at a deep crypt, in which the foul ness of the air caused

our flanbeaux rather to glow than flane.

At the nost rempte end of the crypt there appeared another

| ess spacious. Its walls had been lined with human remains, piled
to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of
Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornanented in

this manner. Fromthe fourth side the bones had been thrown down,
and lay prom scuously upon the earth, form ng at one point a nound
of sone size. Wthin the wall thus exposed by the displacing of
the bones, we perceived a still interior recess, in depth

about four feet in width three, in height six or seven. It seened
to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but
formed merely the interval between two of the col ossal supports of
t he roof of the cataconbs, and was backed by one of their
circunscribing walls of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch
endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. |Its termination
the feeble light did not enable us to see.

"Proceed,” | said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for

Luchesi--"

"He is an ignoramus,” interrupted nmy friend, as he stepped
unsteadily forward, while | followed imediately at his heels. In

an instant he had reached the extremty of the niche, and finding
his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bew |ldered. A
monment nore and | had fettered himto the granite. In its surface
were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet,

hori zontally. From one of these depended a short chain, fromthe
ot her a padlock. Throwi ng the Iinks about his waist, it was but
the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too nuch astounded
to resist. Wthdrawing the key | stepped back fromthe recess.

"Pass your hand," | said, "over the wall; you cannot help
feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very danp. Once nore let ne
i mplore you to return. No? Then |I nust positively |eave you.
But | must first render you all the little attentions in ny power."

"The Anontillado!" ejaculated ny friend, not yet recovered
from his astoni shnment.

"True," | replied; "the Anontillado."

As | said these words | busied nyself anmong the pile of bones

of which | have before spoken. Throwi ng them aside, | soon un-
covered a quantity of building stone and nortar. Wth these
materials and with the aid of nmy trowel, | began vigorously to wal

up the entrance of the niche.
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| had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when | discovered
that the intoxication of Fortunato had in a great neasure worn off.
The earliest indication | had of this was a | ow noaning cry from
the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man
There was then a long and obstinate silence. | laid the second
tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then | heard the furious
vi brations of the chain. The noise |lasted for several m nutes,
during which, that | might hearken to it with the nore
satisfaction, | ceased ny | abours and sat down upon the bones.

When at | ast the clanking subsided, | resuned the trowel, and
finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh
tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with nmy breast. |
agai n paused, and hol ding the flanmbeaux over the mason-work, threw
a few feeble rays upon the figure wthin.

A succession of loud and shrill screanms, bursting suddenly

fromthe throat of the chained form seenmed to thrust ne violently
back. For a brief nmonent | hesitated-- | trenmbled. Unsheathing ny
rapier, | began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought
of an instant reassured ne. | placed my hand upon the solid fabric
of the cataconbs, and felt satisfied. | reapproached the wall;
replied to the yells of himwho clamured. | re-echoed-- | aided--
| surpassed themin volunme and in strength. | did this, and the

cl anourer grew still.

It was now m dnight, and ny task was drawing to a cl ose.

had conmpl eted the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. | had
finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there renai ned but
a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. | struggled with its
weight; | placed it partially in its destined position. But now
there cane fromout the niche a | ow | augh that erected the hairs
upon ny head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which | had

difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The
voi ce said--

"Ha! ha! ha!--he! he! hel--a very good joke indeed--an

excellent jest. W shall have many a rich | augh about it at the
pal azzo--he! hel he!--over our w ne--he! he! hel!"

"The Anontillado!" | said.

"He! he! he!--he! he! hel--yes, the Amontillado. But is it

not getting late? WIIl not they be awaiting us at the palazzo, the
Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone."

"Yes," | said, "let us be gone."

" For the love of God, Mntresor!"”

"Yes," | said, "for the |ove of God!"

But to these words | hearkened in vain for a reply. | grew inpatient.
| called al oud--

"Fortunato!"
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No answer. | called again--
"Fortunato--"
No answer still. | thrust a torch through the renmi ning aperture

and let it fall within. There canme forth in reply only a jingling
of the bells. M heart grew sick on account of the danpness of
the cataconbs. | hastened to make an end of ny labour. | forced
the last stone into its position; | plastered it up. Against the
new masonry | re-erected the old ranpart of bones. For the half
of a century no nortal has disturbed them I n pace requi escat!
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