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From the Pages of The Essential Tales
and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe

I kneel, an altered and an humble man,
Amid thy shadows, and so drink within
My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory!

(from “The Coliseum,” page 19)

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, Over many
a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—While I nodded, nearly
napping, suddenly there came a tapping, As of some one gently rapping,
rapping at my chamber door. “‘Tis some visiter,” I muttered, “tapping at my
chamber door—

Only this and nothing more.”
(from "The Raven,” page 24)

On the Future! how it tells
Of the rapture that impels
To the swinging and the ringing
Of the bells, bells, bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

(from “The Bells,” page 33)

A feeling, for which I have no name, has taken possession of my soul—a
sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which the lessons of bygone
time are inadequate, and for which I fear futurity itself will offer me no key.
(from “Ms. Found in a Bottle,” page 74)

“The first thing requisite is to get yourself into such a scrape as no one ever
got into before. The oven, for instance,—that was a good hit. But if you have
no oven, or big bell, at hand, and if you cannot conveniently tumble out of a
balloon, or be swallowed up in an earthquake, or get stuck fast in a chimney,
you will have to be contented with simply imagining some similar



misadventure.”
(from “How to Write a Blackwood Article,” page 143)

During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year,
when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing
alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of country, and at
length found myself, as the shades of evening drew on, within view of the
melancholy House of Usher.

(from “The Fall of the House of Usher,” page 159)

I could not help remarking and admiring (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. (from
“The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” page 200)

The “Red Death” had long devastated the country. No pestilence had ever
been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its Avatar and its seal—the redness
and the horror of blood.

(from “The Masque of the Red Death,” page 261)

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.

(from “The Pit and the Pendulum,” page 274)

It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound as a watch makes when
enveloped in cotton. (from “The Tell-Tale Heart,” page 285)

“The Prefect and his cohort fail so frequently, first, by default of this
identification, and, secondly, by ill-admeasurement, or rather through non-
admeasurement, of the intellect with which they are engaged. They consider
only their own ideas of ingenuity; and, in searching for any thing hidden,
advert only to the modes in which they would have hidden it.” (from “The
Purloined Letter,” pages 371-372)



We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a
range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a

deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to
glow than flame.

(from “The Cask of Amontillado,” page 430)
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Introduction
By Benjamin F. Fisher

As a student of Edgar Allan Poe’s classical learning has stated, “If Poe had a
‘ruling passion,’ it was to acquire and to sustain the pose of a classical

scholar and Virginia gentlernan.”l This yearning for fame and fortune,
transmuted onto the literary plane, repeatedly caused him anguish and earned
him meager profits; yet it inspired some of the most fascinating poetry and
fiction in the English language. Poe’s wish to appear erudite has sometimes
created difficulties with his language and allusions for modern readers. His
literary motives have often been baffling, especially those underlying his
fiction. His fiction often made fun of what he wrought best: terror tales. In his
writing about his own writing, controversies and ironies continue to swirl,
often blurring where Poe the person stops and Poe’s creative writings begin.
Contrary to long-lasting mythologies, Poe—exceptionally conscious artist
that he was—is not the protagonist in his tales and poems. Though
autobiographical portraiture often colored literary productions in his era (and
in a few cases entered his own work, but in minor ways), as it continues to do
in many instances today, it is not the dominant mode of Poe’s writings.

Born in 1809 in Boston to a British emigrant mother, Elizabeth Arnold
Hopkins, and a Baltimore father, David Poe, Jr., he has repeatedly been
associated with the antebellum South, where he spent much of the first half of
his life as the foster son (never adopted) of John and Frances Allan, in
Richmond, Virginia. Sometime during 1811, David Poe, Jr., deserted his
family; Mrs. Poe became ill and died in Richmond in December of that same
year. Edgar consequently was taken in by the Allans, whence derives his
middle name, often misspelled even today. Though he expected to inherit
John Allan’s large fortune, Poe was disinherited and subsequently lived in
poverty for much of his life. It is a wonder that he was able to create the
artistic writings he did in light of the continual combat he waged against the
wolf at his door during much of his brief life.

I



When Poe emerged as a writer during the 1820s, the American literary world
was still very tentative about its achievements and prospects. Several major
inspirations from abroad contributed to the literary milieu during that span,
however, and creative writing in America seemed to increase between the
immediate post-Revolutionary years and Poe’s era. While major literary
influences came from Great Britain and Germany, American nationalism was
developing in all areas of life, and responses to such foreign influences were
mixed. Many American authors and critics hoped for the creation of a
distinctively American literature, which, they felt, should break from what
they saw as negative traditions of the Old World. From the eighteenth into
the nineteenth century American literary circles inveighed against terror or
horror literature—so-called Gothic literature—because it supposedly
displayed too much class structuring or too many sacrilegious themes, all
expressed in extravagant language and implausible characterization. Many
British and American readers also shared a hostility toward writing branded
as “German” or “Germanism,” supposedly because late-eighteenth-century
German literature was seen both as vulgar and as manifesting many of the
implausibilities of Gothic literature.

Despite the American and British criticism of Gothic literature (the term is
most commonly applied to fiction, although many Gothic plays and poems
exist) as too German, however, literary Gothicism is actually British in
origin. Descending from a melding of historical, architectural, and literary
forces and a growing curiosity about nonrational states of mind, the Gothic
revival in the arts commenced in the British Isles during the mid-eighteenth
century. It was only later that German authors, who devoured British Gothic
works, emulated those models and adopted Gothicism as their own. When
interest in and criticism of German literature in turn sprang up in the Anglo-
American literary world in the late eighteenth century to the early nineteenth
century, many forgot about the precise origins for contemporary terror
literature. If critics and general readers who had been nurtured on neoclassic
principles—which emphasized order, reason, and balance—directed negative
criticism toward what they dismissed as vulgar “Germanism,” many creative
writers derived much from the Gothic mode. Irony and hostilities
notwithstanding, works inspired by the Gothic tradition were published in
Great Britain and America, starting with a great flourishing in the 1790s, and



the legacy remains fruitful. For example, many current romance novels and
horror tales, among others, continue to refashion techniques and themes that
originated long ago.

In the first Gothic novel-—Horace Walpole’s The Castle of Otranto,
subtitled “A Gothic Story” and published anonymously in 1764, then with
Walpole’s name revealed the next year—we encounter vicious pursuit of
innocence (and innocents) for purposes of power, lust, or money. These
motives drive Prince Manfred, grandson of the usurper of the throne of
Otranto in medieval Italy, who is eager to wed his son Conrad to lovely
young Princess Isabella, to secure family succession to the throne. Conrad
dies mysteriously, however, crushed by a gigantic black helmet that appears
in the palace courtyard. Manfred rapidly proposes to have his own marriage
annulled and marry Isabella himself, hoping that a younger wife will produce
a son to secure succession. Revolted by Manfred’s obvious lust, Isabella flees
through dark corridors and subterranean passages in the eerie old castle,
aided by a mysterious young man, Theodore, who assists her escape to
sanctuary in the neighboring monastery. Manfred’s rages against the young
pair or anyone else who seems to thwart his will, his ill treatment of his
docile wife, Hermione, his murdering his own daughter by mistake—all
precede the clearing away of mysteries in family and political identities.
Supernatural touches increase the characters’ anxieties: The giant helmet
portends tragedy; a portrait of Manfred’s ancestor becomes animated and
seems to disapprove of his descendant’s behavior; disaster and gloom hover
over all. Lust, near-incest, violence, brutality—all linked with family
mysteries and identities over which the strange old decaying castle seems to
preside—create overwhelming terror and fear. The comic speeches and
actions of menials provide comic relief to the more grim sections in the story.

Walpole’s use of the castle and the nearby monastery as backdrops is a
natural outgrowth of the contribution of the British cultural heritage to
literary Gothicism. In the 1530s, King Henry VIII broke from Roman
Catholicism because of circumstances akin to Manfred’s: Henry wanted a son
to solidify his line’s succession within the British monarchy. His attempts
came to naught, with tragedy resulting for most of his six wives. Henry also
dissolved many British religious centers, an action that led to widespread
sackings: Abbeys, churches, convents, monasteries, and cathedrals were



ruined. By the mid-eighteenth century, such ruins came to symbolize
transience in human aspirations. The inhabitants of such places, whose robed,
hooded figures readily suggested ghosts or demons, provided origins for
additional supernaturalism in literary Gothicism. Since the clerics had at one
time held political as well as religious status, here were perfect targets for
British anti-Catholics of a later day to cast as villains, especially since clerical
celibacy also suggested unnatural sexuality. Appropriately, many British
Gothic works were set in southern continental Europe, the seat of continuing
Roman Catholic power, where villainous foreign policies and secretive
character types would contrast markedly with the British sense of open
political, social, and religious life.

By the time of The Castle of Otranto, much British poetry had become
imbued with what we now call “graveyard” topics—short lives, the grave
(and its physical manifestations: gravestones, mausoleums, etc.) as symbolic
of instability in the human condition, and the eeri ness of churchyard
environs. We need not wonder that Walpole’s imagination should have
turned to similar themes and settings. The Castle of Otranto also owes a debt
to the ranting, lustful, power-mad villains in Renaissance revenge tragedies.
Walpole’s novel continues to puzzle readers, however, because we are never
certain whether he wrote with absolute seriousness or if there is a smile just
beneath the sensationalism. Thus, the origins of literary Gothicism yield both
terrifying and humorous substance.

Although not every Gothic work includes a haunted castle, or lust, or
money madness, most call up anxieties and power plays leading to tragedy—
sometimes with supernatural interventions, sometimes with warped
characters who move within eerie architectural or natural settings, which
contribute to emotional unsettledness and an overall gloomy atmosphere. The
recurrent situation in Gothic literary tradition is that of an alienated
protagonist in an alien world. Some later writers present gory details of
physical sufferings in repellant surroundings (horror); some others eschew
the descriptions of physical tortures, preferring to delineate psychological
effects of mysterious threats and oppressions (terror).

American authors experimenting with Gothicism had to either employ
European settings and characters or adapt the Gothic to American subject
matter. The person mainly responsible for this transformation was William



Dunlap, the so-called father of American drama, who composed several
Gothic plays during the 1790s. Three were European in substance, but André
(1798), set during the American Revolution, adapted the overwrought
psychology of a renowned wartime British spy captured by Americans,
condemned to death, and awaiting execution. As in many other Gothics, war
constituted a perfect foil to uncertainties in physical and emotional life.
Dunlap’s friend Charles Brockden Brown turned to Gothicism in American
locales for four of his six novels published in the late 1790s and early 1800s,
and he is often credited with founding American literary Gothicism.
American writers generally tended to emphasize psychological issues and to
offer rational explanations for what might have seemed supernatural. Poe was
to carry Gothicism to greater psychological heights than the majority of his

predecessors.2

I

Poe wished above all else for recognition as a poet, an understandable desire
in one whose literary tastes were shaped by the Romanticism bonding Anglo-
American cultural worlds in his era. What is still remembered as the
mainstream form of Romantic imaginative writing is the lyric poem, and in
creating lyric poetry Poe excelled. Taking Coleridge, Shelley, Byron, and
Thomas Moore as his obvious literary models (though he was also inspired
by others both in the Romantic movement proper and on the periphery of that
movement), Poe wrote verse featuring intense passions, sometimes
concerning fame, more often concerned with blighted love, which affected
the speaker-protagonists, who desired successes in both areas. Gothic fiction
also had a great impact on his imaginative writings.

Poe was also influenced by Romantic landscape poetry and travel books,
which were popular among contemporary readers. He repeatedly created
natural and architectural backdrops that were diffuse and misty, perfect
surroundings for characters’ emotional uncertainties and fears. In the wake of
contemporary discoveries of the ruins of ancient civilizations and the
fascination exerted by such artifacts, tangible evidence of once flourishing
but long decayed cultures provided fitting literary symbols for his characters’
disintegrating minds. Biblical and classical themes are evident in such early



Poe poems as “The Lake,” “The Coliseum,” “The Sleeper,” “To Helen”
(published in 1831, the first of two poems with this title), “The City in the
Sea,” and “Dream-Land.” Poe reworked such materials, usually with greater
psychological sophistication, in later poems like “The Raven,” “Ulalume: A
Ballad,” “Eldorado,” “The Bells,” and “Annabel Lee.” All of Poe’s poems
might aptly be called “visionary,” because the setting or the protagonist’s
emotions and consequent outlook are expressed in a rhetoric using primarily
visual symbolism or vivid imagery. Such vi sionariness often contributes to
dream or (in most of Poe’s creative works) nightmare effects.

Poe’s theoretical pronouncements on poetry make this visionary intent
explicit. For him, poetry was “the rhythmical creation of beauty,” a definition
that balances theme and form. He also thought that poetry should elevate or
excite the soul, which, in his estimation, much American poetry did not do,
tending instead toward the “heresy of the didactic” (that is, it was too preachy
and moralizing). If poetry is beauty expressed as “music,” then the
pronounced rhythms and rhymes in Poe’s poems exist to excite emotional
responses in readers. In keeping with the time-honored concept of the poet as
a wonderfully free (and, as a creature of nature, amoral) songbird, Poe’s
poems are calculated to “sing” readers into the world of the poem at hand. In
other words, poetry should enchant (the word means “to sing into”) a reader
into the world or the magic interior of a poem by means of hypnotic outreach.
Poe expected his poems and tales to appeal to readers’ ears as well as their
eyes. To Poe the idea of music involved inherent brevity, and his
championing of brief poems is wholly consistent with such thinking.

Jane Austen’s likening her literary practices to polishing a tiny bit of ivory
for refinement might be related to Poe’s composing verse in small quantity.
Within such limits Poe created some remarkable poems. For poetic art in
which sound and sense coalesce, we may turn to the earliest poem included
here, “The Lake—To—,” the concluding piece in Poe’s first book of verse,
Tamerlane and Other Poems (1827). The poem’s eerie setting deftly
stimulates the protagonist’s feelings of isolation, lost love, and a death wish.
The opening unfolds ordinary youthful tendencies: first desiring solitude, at
the lake, then attaching emotional significance to the terrain, which becomes
increasingly grim and terrifying.

The situation in Poe’s poem resembles Henry Thoreau’s experience at



Walden Pond; Thoreau’s imagination was stirred by the presence of water—
the ultimate origin of all life—to celebrate uplifting excitement. Thoreau’s
favorite images, the rising sun and moving water, are inverted in Poe’s
landscape, which might be thought of as similar to what Thoreau himself
(jocularly) called Walden Pond—a “walled-in” pond. Poe’s eerie lake casts a
literal and figurative “pall” (the cloth covering a coffin and within this poem
an obstacle to psychological ease) over the protagonist. Thus “The Lake—To
—” stands as the most symbolic of Poe’s earliest poems. Confinement in the
natural scene promotes fears in the speaker, who fixates on the lake and its
“poisonous wave,” closed in with unyielding rock and overshadowing pines
redolent of death. The “you” addressed remains vague. Is there a literal dead
love, or is the one addressed “dead” to the protagonist solely from unalterable
separation? Or does the “other” exist as part of the speaker’s own psyche, and
is “you” some repressed but signal emotion that, locked in as it may be, can
not be quelled but continues to torment?

We might take as a paradigm for considering Poe’s verse (and, for that
matter, much of his fiction) the title of a poem by twentieth-century poet
Wallace Stevens, “Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird.” Poe’s creative
works—and not only that about his own blackbird, “The Raven”—yield
multiple, equally wvalid interpretations. “The Lake—To—" constitutes
sophisticated literary art, particularly from one as young as Poe. Some other
selections in the Tamerlane volume are not so artistic, and it may be worth
noting that Poe, likely deeming it inferior poetry, never again included in
volume form the Tamerlane poem “The Happiest Day, the Happiest Hour.”

Many misunderstandings concerning Poe’s poems need correcting. Among
them is the notion that “The Sleeper” (titled “Irene” when it originally
appeared in the 1831 Poems) is grotesque, and that it may betray a
necrophiliac strain in Poe himself. The poem has continued as a popular
standard selection in anthologies, and it is neither insignificant nor revolting.
Rather than betraying any personal emotions or proclivities of its author,
“The Sleeper” treats a situation more commonplace in Poe’s era than in our
own and is accompanied by the subtle unfolding of a bereaved lover’s
psychology. The opening centers on a mourner’s extreme confusion. His
being outdoors on a June midnight, his thoughts wandering from the moon
down to a grave and water lilies, succeeded by his hallucinatory state



becoming less troubled about the “sleeping” lady—this is psychological
realism subtly rendered. As mourners typically with solemn dignity, and
often by an indirect route, approach a corpse prepared for burial, so this
survivor leads us to realize gradually that the lady’s sleep is one of death, and
that from the bed, where she has been laid out for burial (ordinary practice in
Poe’s time), she will be borne to her grave.

Funeral services in the deceased’s own home are today no longer
customary, but well into the twentieth century home funerals were still
common: Witness Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1884), Robert
Frost’s poem “Home Burial” (1914), and William Faulkner’s novel As I Lay
Dying (1930). Poe’s poem suggests the solemnity and stately ceremonies
customary in funeral proceedings. The couplets (two-line rhyming units) that
constitute the major verse form in the poem convey restraint and order; they
are checks on impulses that might otherwise grow frenzied. The occasional
triplets (three-line rhyming units) signal rises in the speaker’s emotions,
albeit he never lets his imagination riot as it did when the poem began.
Overall, the tone and rhythm are of restraint and slow motion, in a movement
little by little toward the lady herself; only then do we discover that she is
dead. Perhaps the bereaved lover requires such gradual approach to
accommodate the finality of his beloved’s death, and so the indirection or
obliqueness in his thinking is actually psychologically accurate.

If he had been “moon-mad,” or lunatic, when the poem began (and he could
have been subject to nonrational forces that typically hold sway on
Midsummer Eve, to which the June time frame may point), just so the lines
about the lady’s lying near an open window incorporate folklore fears about
the night air’s bad effects upon sleepers. Kept even more distanced, as if
when it is faced directly it conveys starkness and bleakness that are too
appalling, is the tomb itself, introduced appropriately in the final stanza as if
to signify that it is the ultimate resting place for the “sleeper.” Although some
are revolted by the line “Soft may the worms about her creep!” we should
keep in mind that, consistent with the mourner’s previous ideas, once he
contemplates the future, he adjures the worms to move about outside, not
into, the lady’s body, so her rest will remain undisturbed. The exclamation
punctuation in this line attests that although the bereaved lover may have
strong feelings, the worms themselves should remain quiet, thereby imputing



to “soft” its sound, not its tactile context.

Given that “The Sleeper” mirrors the shorter life expectancies of nearly two
centuries ago, the poem not surprisingly won early acclaim, not for any
melodramatic or novel substance but for poetic form and tone that may be
likened to a dignified eulogy delivered at a funeral or even published in a
newspaper account of visitation and funeral practices. Poe achieved far
sturdier realism in this poem than has generally been admitted, and contrary
to what some readers infer, he did not plan to cause revulsion in his public.
“The Sleeper” may anticipate the aura of mourning in later poems like “The
Raven” and “Ulalume,” or in the fiction we find in “Shadow—A Parable.”
Many readers only reluctantly accept that Poe may not have imagined these
pieces as cheap thrills and lurid horrifics.

In light of his aesthetic writings on poetry, it is reasonable that Poe should
write some poems that in part address poetics, as he does in “Sonnet—To
Science,” Israfel,” and ”To Helen” (1831). Many anthologists view ”Sonnet
—To Science” as if it were Poe’s personal outcry against scientific
rationalism. More likely is that Poe felt that a firmly realistic foundation is
essential in genuine poetry. To bolster this premise, Poe depicts a speaker, a
mere poetaster, who marshals as his inspirations tropes that were hackneyed
well before Poe’s time, and that patently add decided irony to the speaker’s
presumable inveigh ing against triteness. Poe’s ”poet” not only uses clichés
but confines them within a sonnet. Though the sonnet has occasioned
interesting. modifications in structure and allows for liberties in content, it
may also rank among the more restrictive forms in English verse. In form and
theme, therefore, Poe’s would-be-poet argues a sad case. More to the point is
Poe’s emphasis on a realistic, plausible foundation for poetry, one that
counters the speaker’s frail defense of outmoded substance.

The poem “Israfel” also argues for a poetry grounded in realism. The
speaker-singer indicates that whereas the angel-poet Israfel’s dwelling in
heavenly realms may help produce idealism in lyrical form, the earthly poet,
living in the real world as he does, must cope with less pleasant realities.
“Israfel” is, however, inescapably a “singing” poem and thus melds the
beautiful with the useful, implicitly hinting at the magic or “enchantment”
that often eludes earthbound poets. Like Tennyson, Poe produced poems that
were artistic but that did not ignore the utilitarian.



“To Helen” (1831) likewise focuses on an ideal inspiration (her beauty is
more ideal than physical in context; Helen of Troy was reputedly the most
beautiful woman in the world) that calms a speaker shaken by war and sea
travel. The name “Helen” derives from Greek roots meaning lightning, and
the very invoking of her name dazzles the speaker with radiant beauty, so that
Helen’s actual physique is obscured, but the ideal of her beauty is a
restorative that brings about a settled state for the speaker. When in the final
stanza the speaker has reached his home and Helen becomes Psyche (a
legendary female with a lamp), the leitmotif is maintained. Nurturing
Psyche’s “light” symbolically inspires the speaker, who then assumes the role
of poet (a word that derives from the Greek for “creator”) within the poem as
he “creates” images and rhythm. More to the point, this poet offers us an
exquisite joining of theme (beauty as harmonizer) with form (exquisite lyric
tone and movement). “To Helen” numbers among Poe’s few nonhorrific
poems, although the speaker’s awe resembles that in many other, less
pleasantly situated Poe characters.

Other poems—for example, “The Valley of Unrest,” “The City in the Sea,”
and “The Coliseum”—depict weird dreamscapes that elicit wonder, as they
evoke vanished glories and leave tantalizing mysteries for those who respond
to their effects. The first poem pictorializes a takeover of a once populated
and appealing locale by desolation as foreboding restlessness arises in all
natural phenomena there. “The City in the Sea” partly derives from the
biblical account of the destruction of the sinful cities Sodom and Gomorrah
and partly from the legend of Atlantis, the fabled sunken city that periodically
resurfaces and sinks again into the ocean. “The Coliseum” closes on a more
positive note than the others because the stones that once teemed with the
activities of sports and spectators retain an ability to captivate a contemporary
beholder. Mood is everything in these poems, and Poe’s melodic sound
effects suggest the meandering visionary experiences of the onlookers, who
call up visions via song (enchantment) for readers. A similar principle
informs “Dream-Land,” with its speaker who has gone imaginatively free-
floating and who returns recalling lasting effects of the surreal world, “Out of
SPACE—out of TIME.” where his emotions have transported him. While
“Dream-Land” leaves the protagonist shaken by what he saw and heard,
“Sonnet—Silence” is a tour de force of contrasting sound effects with a



theme of the terrifying soundlessness of the “shadow” silence, evil double of
the “corporate Silence” (a silence that results from geographic desolation).
The fateful silence is that which desiccates the will.

Kindred silence descends upon the speaker and his antagonist at the end of
“The Raven,” Poe’s most famous poem. Silence becomes even more
terrifying here because the inexorably repeated “still” in the closing lines
means absolute cessation of speaking, hearing, motion—physical
representations of the will’s powerlessness. The setting resembles those in
other works in its gradual constriction of the protagonist. The raven may not
actually be terrifying, but he certainly paralyzes the narrator emotionally and
physically. Folklore often has ravens in league with the devil; Poe’s raven
may, however, be no more than a very ordinary creature seeking shelter and
warmth on a cold winter night. That this bird has been taught to articulate the
single word “nevermore” may be unusual but not necessarily supernatural.
The bird’s speech is turned ghastly by the overwrought narrator, whose
“Lenore” may in fact be as imaginary as the raven’s diabolic power.

Ambiguities abound in “The Raven.”2 That a bird admitted to the indoors
on a cold December night would immediately seek the highest spot for his
safety may be wholly plausible; that that perch is the head of a white marble
bust of Pallas (Athena), goddess of wisdom and intellectuality, is also
plausible. The protagonist may have been poring over books of magic spells
as he nodded (and the incantatory sounds in the poem strengthen this
possibility); somehow, his interaction with these books may have conjured
the bird, consequently unleashing forces that bode ill for the conjurer. After
all, the hour is midnight during the season of the death of the year, and the
narrator does mention a “ghost” as emanating from his hearth, all of which
might hint at supernaturalism. Learning that “ghost” was nineteenth-century
slang for the shadow formed by dying embers, however, we may suspect that
Poe’s narrator is not really beset by otherworldly torments, but that his mind
is gradually disintegrating. Is Lenore an actual dead woman or a significant
emotional part in the protagonist’s self that he has managed to “kill” or
repress? She never appears as a physical being. She is “nameless,” and yet
the narrator keeps invoking her; her name derives from the same root as
“Helen,” and we have already seen that that name conveys brilliant light and
great beauty. Could this “rare and radiant” Lenore be an ideal, without which



the narrator goes mad? His “chamber” may symbolize the interior of a mind,
and a closing mind at that. The protagonist doesn’t venture outside his
opened door, and seeing “darkness” beyond may momentarily placate him,
but creating such an entryway, along with opening the window, could in
magical lore suffice to admit the bird and the nonrationality it represents.
Once this power is implicitly invited inside, there’s no telling how it may
operate. Using the means of Gothic themes (anxiety, fear, loss) and setting (a
haunted chamber), “The Raven” gives us the interior of a human head/mind
as its “world.”

A companion piece in suspense and terror, “Ulalume” moves us through
foreboding outdoor scenery as the nameless speaker and his companion,
Psyche, journey during what may be Halloween night. Psyche, the nurturer
and illuminator (of the soul more so than the body), attempts to dissuade the
speaker from proceeding, though he feels compelled to do so. Although they
are outdoors, where they can easily observe planetary signs in the skies, there
is an unmistakable sense of constriction and limitation connected with
initially oblique hints about love (toward which planetary manifestations are
unfavorable). The pair appropriately come to a decided stop when they arrive
at Ulalume’s tomb, a destination the speaker hadn’t seemed to notice they
were approaching. Confronted by the actual abode of death, as well as being
melancholy over the loss of Ulalume, the speaker represents death-in-life as
the poem ends. He rapidly becomes as emotionally “withering and sere” as
the leaves. His stasis occurs because Psyche’s counsel went unheeded.
Therefore we may detect in the speaker an inability to yield to any female
presence in his makeup. The consequences of such egotism are disastrous.
The name “Ulalume” has variously been construed as implying both light and
wailing, and this speaker’s inability to reconcile with the female creative and
intuitive element in the self has caused his “light” to dim and die.
Consequently he is left to “wail,” and the nature of the spoken word, in a
poem that constitutes a lament, serves in its monotony as an apt means of
rendering the speaker’s muttered sorrow.

Poe’s dictum, that the “most poetic of all themes is the death of a beautiful
woman,” is surely represented in many of his poems, but one may well
ponder the exact meaning of the phrase. It does not mean that Poe himself
was hostile toward women or that symbolic murders and burials in his



writings reflected personal hostility. His thinking on this topic might have
had strong origins in everyday life around him, when the average life span
was short, and that for women often less than that for men. The phrase might
also spring from a more jocular impulse (that is, he divined his own abilities
in creating such situations). “Poetic” and “poet” might be read or heard as
“Poe-tic” and “Poe-t,” and Poe indeed punned on his name on several
occasions. Then, too, the phrase may indicate that his female characters, who
symbolize a vital constituent in the self, are not dead and gone forever, but
temporarily repressed. Rightly, therefore, most of them return to haunt those
who were responsible, directly or indirectly, for their “deaths.” A reader may
come away from the late poem “Annabel Lee” even more mystified because
the survivor-speaker’s lilting tone and attitude verge toward happiness,
although this lightness may be a foil for his hysterical reaction to Annabel’s
death. The closing lines, too, may seem gruesome because of possible
necrophilia (the speaker‘s, not Poe’s) latent in them. We are equally
undecided when reading “Eldorado,” perhaps one of Poe’s happier poems,
but one in which delight takes what may be a sobering turn in the final stanza
(although the Shade’s words to the inquiring knight might also have a
rallying intent). “The Bells,” too, leads us adroitly from pleasantness as life
begins on to the funereal conclusion of life.

IIT

Poe’s tales continue to be the most admired part of his literary legacy,
however much he wished to be a poet. One may legitimately ask what were
his reasons for resorting to prose fiction as a mainstay, most notably to the
short story or, as he preferred, the “tale”? The answer is simple: money. Poe
received no profits from his early poems, so he turned to a form that was
likely to sell better, the short story, and specifically to short fiction in the
Gothic vein. Tales featuring a single character (or at least one who stood out
from any others), beset by oppressive and mysterious forces, often amid
fantastic settings, existed long before Poe found in this paradigm a suitable
creative medium. Terror tales had become staples in periodicals, chiefly in a
renowned literary magazine in the Anglo-American literary world during the
1820s, 1830s, and 1840s, the house organ for the well-established Scottish
publishing firm of Blackwood: Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine,



colloquially called Blackwood’s or Blackwood. It is evident from his writings
that Poe’s knowledge of this periodical was extensive. His satiric tale “How
to Write a Blackwood Article” and its sequel, “A Predicament,” lampoon not
just recurrent themes, motifs, and stylistic techniques of stories from
Blackwood ‘s, but indeed ridicule Poe’s own hallmark methods and themes in
fiction. Compelling satire and parody require expert comprehension of what
one wishes to treat comically, and so we might examine Poe’s own fiction to
discover what he understood of the production of intriguing Gothic tales.

Apparently, from the time he left West Point in 1831 for his grand-mother
Poe’s home in Baltimore, until his name appeared in connection with a
literary contest in that city late in 1833, he thoughtfully considered what
should constitute effective tales of terror. He gave himself an independent
study course in content and methodology in popular Gothic fiction as
groundwork for his own. He submitted five tales to a prize contest sponsored
by a Philadelphia newspaper, the Saturday Courier, near the end of 1831.
Although none won the prize, they all circulated in the paper, perhaps
without Poe’s consent or knowledge, during 1832. The first to appear,
“Metzengerstein,” seems all too customarily horrific in its “German” setting
and its feuding families, connected by supernatural occurrences, who suffer
stupendous catastrophes. Horror is evident in young Frederick
Metzengerstein’s lips, lacerated in fright during his sensational final journey
mounted on a giant supernatural horse, an ominous, repulsive creature. This
tale may devolve from the folk motif of the devil riding a giant black horse to
claim his victims. Poe alters the traditional black coloring of the horse to fiery
shades. The other Courier tales were spoofs on what were then best-selling
fictions and their authors, and one was not even Gothic.

In 1833 the Baltimore Saturday Visiter, a weekly newspaper, sponsored a
competition with cash prizes for the best poem and tale. Poe’s tale “MS.
Found in a Bottle” and his poem “The Coliseum” were ranked the winners
until the evaluators discovered that both were written by the same person.
They decided that the poetry prize would go elsewhere, although Poe asked
that they give the other writer the money for the poem but announce that both
of his own works had originally been named first’s. Poe’s wish was ignored,
the poetry prize going to “Song of the Winds,” by John Hill Hewitt, editor of
the Visiter, leaving Poe outraged. The prize selections appeared on October



19, 1833, and Poe’s poem on October 26. Those publications, which were
reprinted elsewhere in the United States, brought the young writer his first
literary recognition.

Looming, too, was another experimental venture of Poe‘s, generally known

as “Tales of the Folio Club,” a book of interlocking frame narratives. 4 1n this
scheme, never actualized, a group of writers, the Folio Club, meet monthly
for literary reading and critiques. Preceding the readings are substantial
suppers accompanied by plenty of alcohol. After each member reads his
original “brief prose tale” (a hit at some best-selling author’s typical theme
and form), critiques follow. Poe once wrote that these critical interchanges
were meant to enliven comedy in the project: Voiced by pretentious would-be
authors, each tale is delivered by a first-person narrator, a caricature of an
actual popular author represented. Because the author-reader of the worst tale
hosts the next meeting, and because one of the group has his works
successively targeted, someone in the group eventually becomes enraged,
flees to a publisher with the manuscripts, and hurries them into print as an
expose, for revenge.

What doubtless enlivened the overall scheme was that the club members,
from the effects of either eating or/and drinking too much, would have
articulated corresponding bizarre situations and repetitious language patterns
within their tales, imparting zesty humor to those fictions, such mirth given
point by the critiques. Had “Tales of the Folio Club” been published, a far
different conception of Poe might have emerged early in his career—with
what future we may only conjecture. Publishers rejected his manuscript,
however, on grounds that the content was far too sophisticated for average
readers and sales would not warrant the financial risk. Poe eventually
dismantled the collection, brought out individual stories in periodicals, and
thereby paved the way for readers’ disagreements that continue to be
dynamic even today.

From the few manuscript leaves that survive, some ideas about the “Folio
Club” are plausible. A portion forming a prologue—to an eleven-story
version—Ilists and tersely characterizes the club members. For example, if in
its original Saturday Courier form “Metzengerstein,” read by Mr. Horrible
Dictu, existed as a “straight” tale of Gothic or “German” sensationalism that,



revised for the Folio Club, was improved but remained chiefly serious in
import (or indeed if it were read as a Gothic extravaganza), and with its likely
position as sixth among Folio Club tales, it might have drawn wvaried
responses from overfed, drunken listeners. First, if it was serious but well
done, it might have gained merely a nod from the majority as familiar if
unexceptional “German” fiction. Of course, any art in the tale would have
eluded inebriated, drowsy listeners. Even if it were intended as a parody of
“Germanism,” many could no longer have discerned that possibility. The
repetitive phrases and words, the overall incoherence of young Frederick
Metzengerstein, the treacherous protagonist, the demonic horse, the suspense
and melodrama that surround impending tragedy—all these features might
dovetail with an intoxicated reader reading to an intoxicated audience.
Nonetheless, in this early tale we find Poe mingling human and animal traits,
a mingling that recurs in his fiction: Witness “The Murders in the Rue
Morgue,” “The Black Cat,” “The System of Doctor Tarr and Professor
Fether,” and “Hop-Frog.” In all, however, the surface grotesquerie thinly
masks psychological underpinnings.

Several other tales—for example, “MS. Found in a Bottle,” “The
Visionary” (later entitled “The Assignation”), and “Bon-Bon”—contain
innuendos of gluttony or drunkenness, although the first two do not have the
comic surfaces found in the last. In light of the improbabilities or
discrepancies in “MS. Found,” which invite wariness as to accuracy, we may
ask of the bottle containing the manuscript: Was it a bottle actually tossed
into the sea when the protagonist-writer of the manuscript had arrived at his
most sensational and improbable adventure, remaining rational enough to pen
meticulous diary jottings and attempt to dispatch them? Or was the bottle one
on the Folio Club table or one to which the author of the tale had previously
liberally resorted as he composed his story? Subtle wordplay alluding to
imbibing and low-grade gin may assist us to realize some of Poe’s intent
here.

“The Assignation,” too, may reveal alcoholic inspirations. From the torrent
of words and kaleidoscopic visual effects in the opening paragraph, on
through the narrator’s misapprehensions of the planned “assignation” to an
early-morning visit to his mysterious friend’s dwelling, where they drink
wine, the narrator grows bewildered by his host’s outré art collection (and,



perhaps, the effects of the wine) and the host’s speech, which smacks of
wordplay on alcohol (“the very spirit of cordiality”), until he realizes that the
other has committed suicide by drinking poisoned wine; he soon learns that
the Marchesa, the man’s paramour, has imbibed poison, too. If the entire
story in one version was Folio Club material, then the high-pitched language
and events may have enhanced a drunkard’s rendering of intense love, wholly
misapprehended by him. “The Assignation” derives in large measure from
Thomas Moore’s 1830 biography of Lord Byron, The Letters and Journals of
Lord Byron, with Notices of his Life, although the sensational deaths of the
lovers are Poe’s own creation.

“Shadow—A Parable” and “Silence—A Fable” may strike us as
deliberately planned for companion reading. The former depicts seven
mourners assembled to watch the corpse of Zoilus, fortifying themselves with
“red Chian wine.” The formal, repetitive language, the mourners’ solemnity,
the aura of impending catastrophe, their terror when Shadow appears and
speaks in accents uncannily familiar but indefinable—all these features
suggest alcoholic perception and rhetoric. Add a narrator named “Oinos,”
Greek for “one” but also for “wine,” and the verdict that it is a wine-bibber’s
tale gains strength. This story may also epitomize the general drift of “Tales
of the Folio Club”: A group steadily drinks on amid an aura of death and
terror (typical themes in Folio Club tales), and the gathering culminates in a
rout, one that may signify the insulted club member’s absconding with the
manuscripts and publishing them. The oddly familiar language heard by those
in “Shadow—A Parable” may in context be redolent of language in Folio
Club tales and debates. So, too, with “Silence—A Fable,” probably the tale
read by the “very little man in black” whose tale of volatile emotions amid
desolate scenery mimes Poe’s own early poems. The original title was “Slope
—A Fable,” in which the initial word, a transliteration into English of the
Greek word for “Silence,” may too be an anagram for “is Poe,” cream of a
bizarre jest. The language—with its many repetitions and sentences starting
with conjunctions, the unpleasant backdrop suggestive of decay, alternating
calm with storm, the abject narrator and the hapless man on the rock, plus a
demon storyteller—could be a drunkard’s verbal expression and his
equivalent of “seeing pink elephants.”

Yet another aspect resides in these tales: Both would have appealed to



Poe’s contemporaries because the language recalls that in the King James
Bible. In “Silence—A Fable” the language notably resembles excited,
fulsome “preacher rhetoric” that would have touched sympathetic chords
among the more evangelical among them and that might be compared with
similar rhetorical strategies in popular nineteenth-century comic takeoffs on
sermons—for example, “The Harp of a Thousand Strings” and “Where the
Lion Roareth and the Wang doodle Mourneth,” both attributed to William
Penn Brannan, and both more overtly good-humored than “Silence—A
Fable.” The account of Satan’s temptation of Christ in the wilderness may
also have influenced the demon’s profane catechizing of the narrator in the
tale. “Shadow—A Parable” recalls Psalm 23, with its valley of the shadow
(death), thus adumbrating “Eldorado,” wherein a shadow (perhaps the
protagonist’s ambiguous “other”) tells the questing knight that he must
descend into the valley of death before his ambitions are fulfilled.

Poe’s oft neglected “King Pest” was during his lifetime never mentioned as
a Folio Club tale, but its blended horror and mirth suggest potential kinship
with the project. A bizarre group attempts to evade a plague terrorizing their
city by sequestering themselves in an undertaker’s parlors, raiding his
liquors, and attempting to retain health amidst the squalor of the contagion.
Although the group pretends to royal status, such pretense fails to cow the
two sailors who stumble into their midst, possibly because the sailors, already
intoxicated, recognize like symptoms in those they meet. Collectively, the
revolting physical features and stilted, pompous verbalizings of King Pest
and his retinue keep readers alert to ambiguities coupling horror (from plague
as actual disease and from equally revolting settings) with humor (comic
names, “plague” as merely nuisance, wordplay) until the sailors seize Queen
Pest and the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest, then bolt, evidently anticipating sexual
conquest. As in the Folio Club, in “King Pest” emotions explode into
grotesque speeches and actions, and conclude in the high jinks of the
abduction of the females, one with decided alcoholism, the other with a give-
away literary name. Add the implicit exposure of farce in the “pest-iferous”
traits of the characters and the links with literary elements, and we can
surmise that this tale might have concluded Poe’s contemplated book, where
public revelation of bombast and bogus “quality” would have ensued. The
subtitle for “King Pest,” “A Tale Containing an Allegory,” may have indeed



glossed potential for the Folio Club, whatever other readings may ob tai2

Here, then, we see Poe creating fiction that might be “popular” in several
senses. That these early tales employ situation and language structures
involving drunken narrators is no great wonder. Drunken narrators often
framed stories that quickly plummeted the protagonist into events of dreadful
import, only to close with disclosures that exposed the lurid events as
originating in imbibing. Many such yarns came from authors usually
designated as “frontier” or “Southwest” humorists. In his blendings of humor
and horror emanating from alcohol or other intoxicant origins, Poe resembles
many other American authors in his era and many in our own. For example,
novels by the British writer Thomas Love Peacock often centered upon
dinner-table scenes in which generous amounts of food and drink contributed
to entertaining arguments concerning philosophical and literary topics. In
Blackwood’s serialized “Noctes Ambrosianae,” characters loosely based on
the editors and several prominent contributors offer gossip-column
commentary ranging from politics and social issues to literary concerns;
intermittently, the voices in the “Noctes” seemed to be inspired by alcohol.

Poe eventually tended to remove, or certainly to diminish the effects of,
these and other specifics, the better to locate disturbing and frightening
circumstances nearer their real source, the human mind. In tales like “The
Tell-Tale Heart,” “The Black Cat,” “The Cask of Amontillado,” and “The
System of Doctor Tarr and Professor Fether,” particularities of place or
intoxication are not as central as irregularities or irrationalities in the
characters’ emotional makeup. Similar psychological focus informs “The
Murders in the Rue Morgue,” “The Gold-Bug,” “The Purloined Letter,”
““Thou Art the Man’,” “The Sphinx,” and “Hop-Frog.” In all, geography of
the imagination—internal geography—rather than physical, external
geography is emphasized. Several Poe narrators also tend to liken their
bewilderment to that of opium users instead of claiming opium use as the
cause of their own unsettled mind-set-for example, the protagonists in “The
Fall of the House of Usher” and “Ligeia.”

Poe realized, first, that he could bend Gothic conventions toward a greater
psychological plausibility; and, second, that the erratic perspectives of
drunkards could be used in the pursuit of what we might deem more “sober,”



subtle ends. He stated in the preface to Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque
(see “For Further Reading”), written not long after he had abandoned the
Folio Club venture, that the basis for his tales was psychological realism and
not the “Germanism” with which critics had charged him: If in many of my
productions terror has been the thesis, I maintain that terror is not of
Germany, but of the soul,—that I have deduced this terror only from its
legitimate sources, and urged it only to its legitimate results (vol. 1, p. 5).
Those “legitimate sources” were, of course, for the most part located in
disturbed human minds, with allowances made for physical torments that
intensified emotional tortures in tales like “The Pit and the Pendulum.”
Causes for the turmoil in the minds of Poe’s characters are easy to fathom.
Poe’s cultural world was coming to grips with the human mind and the
hidden self—it was an exciting topic for both clinical and lay observers,
especially in the context of the developing cultural nationalism of a self-
consciously American civilization.

To another American writer in Poe’s era, Ralph Waldo Emerson, whose
ideas won widespread acceptance, the human mind harbored much good.
Emerson expounded on a notion of self-reliance that teamed the individuality
suggested by “self” with ways to excite and to connect (the root meanings of
“reliance”). This outlook was optimistic about the possibilities of exploring
the human mind, an optimism that seemed to mirror advancing pioneering
and settlement in the nation.

In Poe’s writings, conversely, the human mind was fascinating, but a source
of more danger than pleasure. Poe’s self was certainly not a metaphor for
pleasing light and flowing waters, symbolizing ongoing life, as in Emerson’s
imaginative vision. Poe’s waters were usually troubled and dangerous
(witness those in “MS. Found in a Bottle,” “Silence—A Fable,” “A Descent
into the Maelstrém,” and The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym); and his
lighting typically creates obscuring or frightening effects. Poe’s lighting
inverts the pleasing effects of lighting that may be found in other authors’
writings and is instead glaring or obscuring, even blinding—as, for example,
in “The Fall of the House of Usher,” “William Wilson,” “The Masque of the
Red Death,” “The Pit and the Pendulum,” “The Cask of Amontillado,” “Hop-
Frog,” and Pym, or in “The Lake—To—,”“The Raven,” “Ulalume,” “Dream-
Land,” and “The City in the Sea.” Even in a more cheerful poem like “To



Helen,” dazzling light obscures the onlooker’s visual abilities. Such tropes in
Poe’s works form perfect metaphors for rapidly shifting sensations in
unstable minds, or strange actions and speeches that often represent those
emotional traumas. The convoluted prose that typifies Poe’s tales, and that
some readers have found objectionable, may be a subtly realized expression
of mental distortions and the attempts of Poe’s characters to express such
feelings. Often Poe’s writings unfold intricate issues in gender, of
masculinity and femininity, and the reiterated interiority in his creative works
fittingly symbolizes the human mind and self.

“William Wilson” exemplifies such psychological foregrounding. The tale
at first seems to be just one among many similar nineteenth-century literary
works in which twins struggle to the death, whether that be actual organic
death or emotional death-in-life. Poe manages to have both types of death
come into play. Narrator William Wilson stabs the “other” William Wilson
(his twin, double, conscience), only to learn that he has “murdered” the good
part of what should be his integrated self, thereby furthering the triumph of
the evil within. The repetition of the word “will,” the resemblances between
the two Wilsons, the claustrophobic settings of the main episodes—all are
foundations for successful psychological fiction. The other William Wilson’s
voice is symbolically husky and muted because the narrator William Wilson
doesn’t want to hear its actual sounds or its counsel.

That horrors in Poe’s works often occur without supernatural help makes
them all the more significant, and more frightening. Most of the tales in
which women are prominent revolve around this theme. The early “Berenice”
and “Morella” struck some of Poe’s contemporaries as mere exercises in
horror, but they overlooked artistic modifications of Gothic conventions that
we see today as foreshadowing sophisticated psychological developments in
literary creations throughout the world. The narrator in “Berenice,” Egaeus,
has nearly the same name as the father in Shakespeare’s A Midsummer
Night’s Dream—Egeus, who fails to comprehend the truly irrational nature of
love. That Poe’s character was born in a library—thus he’s unreal—may
carry more psychological substance than what informs many other mere
thrillers. On two counts—a literary name and an inability to cope with
physical realities, except in odd, even sadistic responses—Egaeus likely
causes debility in Berenice. By showing her scant love he thereby manages to



drive her toward an early grave; his fixation on her teeth squelches any
mutuality in their relationship. The story is open-ended: Possibly Egaeus
pulled the teeth of a corpse, an activity already gruesome enough, or maybe
Berenice was not actually dead, but only in a cataleptic state approximating
death, so his violation of her grave might involve even worse emotional
warpings in his character. Inability to love makes him static, with only an
occasional pendulum swing toward sadism.

The narrator-husband in “Morella” appears to be more passive than his wife
(the title character), although such passivity may mask emotional savagery,
which ultimately kills. Like Egaeus, this man manifests no healthy passion or
love. Morella’s spirit returns, however, and takes over the body of their
daughter, also named Morella, but named only at the moment when she is
baptized—an event that represents irrepressibility of will. Perhaps the
narrator’s refrain-like or near-rhyming repetition of “Morella” forms an
incantation or spell that conjures the elder Morella’s spirit.

A variation on this theme of the will’s supremacy makes “Ligeia” one of
Poe’s most compelling tales. If, as has been hypothesized, Poe originally
intended to satirize German and British Romanticism—respectively
symbolized in the dark, super-intellectual, German Ligeia, and the dumb
blonde English maiden, Rowena (perhaps a hit at Scott’s Ivanhoe)—an

equally valid seriousness informs the tale.® The nameless narrator, like other

Poe characters in intimate relationships who suffer because of an inability to
love, brings about the death of his first wife, Ligeia, a symbol of colossal
strength in human will. In contrast, his second wife, Rowena, symbolizes
real, flesh-and-blood femininity. However, her family’s real desire is not
Rowena’s happiness but the narrator’s financial generosity. Indifferent to
Rowena’s future, her family does not see that life with her husband is
horrifying. Their bridal chamber resembles a coffin, and his reactions to her
are sadistic, possibly because they arise from repugnance toward the physical
in love. In true horror-story fashion, he apparently poisons Rowena while
fortifying his resolve with opium, then fantasizes that Ligeia takes over
Rowena’s body. Given the hallucinatory texture of the tale, what the narrator
would have us accept as truth in no way resembles factuality. As in Poe’s
other fiction about dying and returning women, disaster emanates from a
male whose attitudes and conduct toward females—in what is presumably the



most intense human relationship, marriage—devastates all involved. If these
women symbolize nurturing and intuitive elements in the human self, then
the husband’s “killing” them is equivalent to psychological repression, and in
Poe’s imaginative universe, nobody can repress a strong emotion without
experiencing a tremendous, negative rebound.

Two other tales revolve around the deaths of beautiful women with more
positive implications. In “The Assignation,” Poe’s first prose tale to feature
the theme, the lovely Marchesa does not return to haunt her lover—who is
not her husband, but instead a far younger, more virile, artistic, altogether
creative man. Rather, they agree to double suicide. Although the horrifics in
these deaths are undeniable, the horror is mitigated by the lovers’ hope to
unite on the far side of the grave, where worldly society’s rules of conduct do
not apply. Bliss after death may also signify a more spiritual love than society
would tolerate. A reversal of these events occurs in Poe’s last published tale
about women. “Eleonora” incorporates moments of sadness, when the
narrator’s wife, the lovely, delicate Eleonora, dies. The narrator and Eleonora
were blissful in the Edenic Valley of Many-Colored Grass; but paradise is
temporal, and so, after their sexual experience, she dies because Edenic
innocence has passed. The narrator’s memories of what followed became
clouded for some time, an understandable rendering of his grief, comparable
with that of the bereaved lover in “The Sleeper.” Ultimately he comes out of
his dream state, which has not been wholly pleasant, finds himself (a telling
phrase as regards his psychological state, and one recurrent in Poe’s fiction)
in a city, a direct counter to the idyllic rural environs he had shared with
Eleonora when they were youthful innocents, ignorant of many aspects of
life. In his new surroundings, which suggest greater reality than the valley
had offered, he is tempered by sadness. He meets Ermengarde; their marriage
will be one of mutuality and more maturity than his union with Eleonora.
Eleonora’s spirit blesses the new marriage and perhaps reincarnates in
Ermengarde, although such revivification remains ambiguous. Eleonora’s
name has the same root as “Helen” and “Lenore,” and so her effect upon the
narrator is dazzling. But dazzle ment does not suffice to make an entire life,
and so he progresses into greater maturity.

“The Fall of the House of Usher” commands special status among tales of a
beautiful woman whose death brings woe to the survivor-male. For many



readers, “Usher” epitomizes all that Poe did best in Gothic horror. The
precise nature of the tale’s success, however, has been debated. While terrors
in the tale derive from legitimate sources, those in the soul, the tale may in
another reading stand as a fine parody of literary Gothicism. Just as in “The
Assignation,” Poe goes beyond the trappings of popular horror fiction in
“Usher.” As in the earlier tale, too, the narrator in this tale interprets the
Usher twins’ relationship through a distorted lens, “seeing” it through
imperfect vision. Consequently, discrepancies between appearance and
reality abound; they enrich the psychological undercurrents of meaning that
are seminal in this and other Poe tales. The “Usher” narrator’s sojourn in the
“house” of Usher may symbolize a journey into depths of his own self, where
he confronts psycho-sexual-artistic elements that horrify him by the far
greater negative than positive possibilities they raise. As in some of the
poems and in Pym, this tale notably renders a symbolic entering into the
human head to find masculinity and femininity in dreadful imbalance—a Poe
trademark, as we have seen, of terror “of the soul.”

“The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” often distinguished as a separate species
of fiction from Poe’s horror tales, is often held up as the invention of the
detective story. It may indeed be his invention—it is at least far more his
invention than the Gothic horror story, which he merely adapted to his own
purposes. “Rue Morgue,” indeed, is not swathed in the same extravagant
prose as some of the earlier tales, but its expression does not disguise its
Gothic heritage. Baffling, atrocious murders without a clear-cut motive,
committed in a seemingly locked room; confusion over the killer’s language;
signs pointing to some supernatural agency at work—all are eventually
clarified by the awe-some mind of the amateur sleuth Dupin. His disdain of
professional police methods, the wordplay in his name (“Dupin” sounds like
“dupe-ing”) and in the name of the prime police suspect, Le Bon (“the
good”), the name of the locale (no “Rue Morgue,” or “Mortuary Street,” ever
existed in Paris); an ape imitating human behavior—all attest to Poe’s having
his own type of joke in this tale. So does the entire “false start” method
employed—Ieading readers to expect supernaturalism at work, but then

disclosing realistic, if unusual, conditions related to the deaths.Z Just so, in
“The Purloined Letter” we find that Dupin and the Minister D may be twins,
a relationship that makes it possible for Dupin to outwit the criminal and



surpass the police. Furthermore, and perhaps humorously, Dupin comments
on the value of balancing within the self mathematical and poetical elements
—that is, reason and imagination. Because D considers his own, strictly
mathematical, mind to be far more astute than that of a poet, and because
Dupin is a poet (as is Poe), the poet (or intuitive part of the self, perhaps) is
accorded superiority. Poe seemingly could not resist parodying what he
himself did well, and so in “ ‘Thou Art the Man”’ he spoofs the tale of
detection, again using as part of the plot what is seen by some as
supernaturalism at work, although clearer wits disbelieve (using ballistics to
identify a criminal is a first of its kind in a detective story). Similar confusion
of supernaturalism and madness informs “The Gold-Bug.” And Poe’s subtle
balancing of natural and supernatural—chiefly by use of demon tropes in
“The Black Cat,” “The Tell-Tale Heart,” and The Narrative of Arthur Gordon
Pym—may plausibly, as in many of his other tales, allow shallower readers to

be fooled into reading these as simple stories of the otherworldly. 8

1A%

Much in the foregoing pages also applies with equal validity to Poe’s novel,
The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym, which continues to defy readers’
efforts at interpretation. When Poe enlisted acclaimed American author James
Kirke Paulding in a failed effort to get “Tales of the Folio Club” published by
the prominent firm of Harpers’, Paulding praised the project but noted that it
was too rarified for average readers. He counseled Poe instead to use his
talents for a novel featuring realistic, if intermittently comic, treatment of
aspects of American life that might benefit from humorous lights being
thrown upon them. Although Poe heeded Paulding’s advice by using the
timely theme of polar exploration (here to the Antarctic) in Pym and by using
comedy, the subtleties and coded nature of that comedy have confounded
many readers. The extended title of the book and its preface alert us that
truth-versus-fiction or appearance-versus-reality themes are significant. The
vessels in which Pym sails, many characters’ names, including Pym’s own
(which may be an anagram for “imp”), the disquisition on penguins, plus
many inconsistencies, betray comic underpinnings. Far more easily
apprehended, though, are the horrifics: Details of revolting illness, the



physical consequences of mutiny aboard ship, shipwrecks, savage barbarism,
and live burial course through the novel. Indeed, if “horror” is distinguished
from “terror” because the former involves sensory experience (contact with
repulsive smells or loathsome tangible objects, bodily pain) and the latter
defines anguish, fear, hysteria, attraction-repulsion (emotional upheavals
only), then Pym is replete with both. Perhaps Poe’s ironic tendency underlies
many passages of disgusting details as deliberate bait that would separate
careful from superficial readers. Not long before, writing as a critic, he had
censured what he termed the “mere physique of the horrible” in William
Gilmore Simms’s novel The Partisan: A Tale of the Revolution (1835),
which, however, contains far less physical discomfort, excruciating pain,
torture, and death than we find in Pym.

If Poe shifted his imaginative direction during the composition of Pym, it’s
no wonder that its heterogeneous features confuse but entice readers. To
some extent Poe builds on the mode of the boy’s adventure story enjoyed by
many nineteenth-century readers. The adventures of young Pym and his great
friend, Augustus Barnard, anticipate those of Tom and Huck in Tom Sawyer
and Adventures of Huckleberry Finn and of Holden Caulfield in The Catcher
in the Rye. The adventures of Poe’s youths fall very much into the category
of the naughty but not malicious or destructive boy in such fiction.
Intoxication, the boys’ frolicking in a boat, the Ariel (perhaps an allusion to
the boat that upset and caused the British poet Percy Bysshe Shelley’s early
death), the preposterousness in Pym’s first accident and his rapid recovery
may reasonably suggest that Pym shares affinities with the Folio Club tales,
as do the motifs of food and drink, along with incredible plunderings from
and mimickings of travel books and repeated situational and stylistic
extravagances that characterize this novel. One might surmise that much in
Pym came out of a bottle from the same shelf as “MS. Found in a Bottle.”

Regarding another topic, should we, for instance, impute racism to the
seemingly evident imputations of a widening divergence between North and
South in the 1830s? Does the Tsalal natives’ conduct represent fears of
African-American slave uprisings against white oppressors in the South?
Since more than enough evidence has been marshaled to indicate that Poe
was not the paranoid racist some critics have discerned—many who call him
racist use as sure “proof” material not written by or unshakably endorsed by



him—we cannot brand him with that label.2 Moreover, is the racism of the
story Poe’s own, or is he playing upon widespread attitudes of others, to
produce a book that would sell? He certainly kept his finger on the pulse of
popular attitudes.

Pym is a novel about a protagonist’s spiritual-sexual growth; not only is the
chief theme in Pym not racist, but Poe may have been actually ahead of his
time, in positing that Pym had developed into a post-adolescent stage in
which he was prepared, if warily, to merge with the female presence

represented by the giant, white-shrouded human figure.m Pym draws the
other voyagers with him, although moving in this way toward an inescapable
unknown may have troubled him and his Tsalalian hostage, if not Dirk Peters
(whose names merge sexuality and spirituality). Poe may indeed have had
racial fantasies, but in Pym such fantasies seem to exist in the context of
melding rather than in separation. Within this scheme, Nu-Nu, a member of a
decidedly anti-feminine culture—emphasized in the destruction of the Jane
Guy, a ship contextualized with notable femininity—is not equal to a merger
with the feminine toward which Pym and Peters are drawn; Nu-Nu’s death
may symbolize his position. If Pym is a work in which we see probings of
irrationality in the human self (and “self,” singly or in compound words,
resonates throughout the novel much like a refrain in a poem or piece of
music), then the final scene, where masculine and feminine are inevitably
going to merge, may symbolize an awe-inspiring plunge into depths hitherto
only glimpsed. If Pym is continuing to mature, then that continuation
plausibly incorporates mystery as a concomitant to true identity.

Such a reading, of course, offers but one approach to Poe’s novel. Others
suggest that Pym may be incomplete because Poe had no idea where to go
with his creation, or that incompletion may signal his consciously essaying
the Romantic fragment that became a respectable form in the early nineteenth
century, as exemplified in Coleridge’s “Kubla Khan,” several Wordsworth
poems, Keats’s “Hyperion,” Shelley’s “The Triumph of Life,” and Byron’s
Don Juan. This structure of incompletion or tentativeness paves the way for
what has subsequently become known as Modernism in literature. Not too
long after it was published and reviewers remarked its heterogeneity, Poe
called Pym a “silly book,” but when he sought to plume himself as an author,



he always cited it as one of his accomplishments. If, according to Webster*s,
“silly” may mean “contrary to reason,” Poe, being Poe, may have knowingly
chosen this designation to confute his detractors.

\%4

What can one say in conclusion regarding Poe’s ongoing appeal? First, his
creative works have survived considerable deprecation to emerge as
deservedly ranking with those of other authors whose achievements are often
considered far more artistic than his own. Part of the low esteem for Poe’s
poems and fiction has come about because readers today are often unwilling
to approach literature with their ears as well as their eyes. Thus Poe’s intent
to enlist hearing as well as seeing from his audiences may have been blunted
by shifts in readers’ responses. Second, since connections of his creative
work with literary Gothicism have been apparent since he began to publish,
and since Gothic tradition overall had to wait until the later twentieth century
before it gained recognition, Poe’s work was likewise bypassed by many
until comparatively recently.

A consensus has emerged, however, that Poe’s horror writings merit
considered attention. Poe realized that stock character types and their worlds,
long familiar in antecedent Gothicism, could be manipulated into
representations of the human mind (symbolized in weird castles, mansions,
dark pits, or cellars) under stress (represented by the overwrought characters
themselves, who repeatedly seem to be living creatures moving with and
through dizzying experiences inside and “haunting” those minds just
described). He discerned that he could create a sustained “effect” or
impression of such upheavals in short poems and, for the most part, in brief
fictions, Pym being a notable exception. Poe’s horrors thus continue to
fascinate readers because they indeed touch on timeless, existential anxieties
common to people everywhere. His works therefore are seldom set in a
specific historical time. Poe’s renown for literary succinctness of course
validates his intent; he wrote best with brevity. That “best” emanated,
however, from his awareness that intensity cannot be long sustained in much
related to human nature, and that human emotions are kaleidoscopic.
Therefore he repeatedly used lyric poetry and short stories as his most



comfortable media for unfolding the interior of the human mind, whether
employing weird landscapes (“Ulalume”) or drawing on the haunted-castle
theme from earlier Gothics to enhance the emotional turmoil in his
characters. To press this point home, Poe often shaped his material to suggest
the reader’s entry into the human head, which frames the mind. Thus the dark
windings of interiors, with movements spiraling up or down, create rich
textures and dizzying effects, encompassing issues of gender, sexuality,
marriage—all of which concern human identity. Whatever form he uses, Poe
aims for a vivid, intense impression, and such intensity cannot be lengthened
into extended form without diminishing the effect. The Narrative of Arthur
Gordon Pym is also a short novel, for its time, albeit the prose expression
within that book displays an unmistakable repetitiveness, perhaps to reinforce
the pervasive aura of a hypnotic dream-world into which Pym journeys.

Brevity in Poe’s creative writings overall is analogous to brevity in a
dream: The dreamer moves from recognizable reality further into nonrational
realms, the climax arrives, and the dream, or nightmare, ceases. Poe’s
nightmare vision, to define his principal literary vision more precisely,
anticipates those in the works of numerous later writers, and for such
outreach he should be remembered as having contributed significantly to as

many major currents as to eddies in literary waters. 1l What has sometimes
been mischaracterized as mere hack-work, created out of an inadequacy and
inability to rise to greater heights, may today reveal more about some
readers’ limitations than about any liabilities in Poe’s artistic vision and
achievement.
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POEMS



The Lake—To

In spring of youth it was my lot

To haunt of the wide world a spot

The which I could not love the less—
So lovely was the loneliness

Of a wild lake, with black rock bound,
And the tall pines that towered around.

But when the Night had thrown her pall
Upon that spot, as upon all,

And the mystic wind went by
Murmuring in melody—

Then—ah then I would awake

To the terror of the lone lake.

Yet that terror was not fright,

But a tremulous delight—

A feeling not the jewelled mine

Could teach or bribe me to define—

Nor Love—although the Love were thine.

Death was in that poisonous wave,
And in its gulf a fitting grave

For him who thence could solace bring
To his lone imagining—

Whose solitary soul could make

An Eden of that dim lake.



Sonnet—To Science

Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art!
Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes.
Why preyest thou thus upon the poet’s heart,
Vulture, whose wings are dull realities?
How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise,
Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering
To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies,
Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing?
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car?
And driven the Hamadryad from the wood
To seek a shelter in some happier star?

Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood,
The Elfin from the green grass, and from me

The summer dream beneath the tamarind tree?l



Fairy-land

Dim vales—and shadowy floods—
And cloudy-looking woods,

Whose forms we can’t discover

For the tears that drip all over.

Huge moons there wax and wane—
Again—again—again—

Every moment of the night—
Forever changing places—

And they put out the star-light

With the breath from their pale faces.
About twelve by the moon-dial

One more filmy than the rest

(A kind which, upon trial,

They have found to be the best)
Comes down—still down—and down
With its centre on the crown

Of a mountain’s eminence,

While its wide circumference

In easy drapery falls

Over hamlets, over halls,

Wherever they may be—

O‘er the strange woods—o’er the sea—
Over spirits on the wing—

Over every drowsy thing—

And buries them up quite

In a labyrinth of light—

And then, how deep!—O, deep!

Is soaring in the skies,

With the tempests as they toss,
Like—almost any thing—

Or a yellow Albatross.2
They use that moon no more



For the same end as before—

Videlicet! a tent—

Which I think extravagant:
Its atomies, however,

Into a shower dissever,

Of which those butterflies,
Of Earth, who seek the skies,
And so come down again
(Never-contented things!)
Have brought a specimen
Upon their quivering wings.



Israfel

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell
“Whose heart-strings are a lute;”
None sing so wildly well

As the angel Israfel,2

And the giddy stars (so legends tell)
Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell
Of his voice, all mute.

Tottering above

In her highest noon,

The enamoured moon
Blushes with love,

While, to listen, the red levin
(With the rapid Pleiads, even,
Which were seven,)

Pauses in Heaven.

And they say (the starry choir
And the other listening things)
That Israfeli’s fire

Is owing to that lyre

By which he sits and sings—
The trembling living wire

Of those unusual strings.

But the skies that angel trod,
Where deep thoughts are a duty—
Where Love’s a grown up God—
Where the Houri glances are



Imbued with all the beauty
Which we worship in a star.

Therefore, thou art not wrong,
Israfeli, who despisest

An unimpassioned song;

To thee the laurels belong,
Best bard, because the wisest!
Merrily live, and long!

The ecstasies above

With thy burning measures suit—
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love,
With the fervour of thy lute—

Well may the stars be mute!

Yes, Heaven is thine; but this

Is a world of sweets and sours;

Our flowers are merely—flowers,
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss
Is the sunshine of ours.

If I could dwell

Where Israfel

Hath dwelt, and he where I,

He might not sing so wildly well

A mortal melody,

While a bolder note than this might swell
From my lyre within the sky.



To Helen

Helen, thy beauty is to me

Like those Nicéan barks of yore,
That gently, o‘er a perfumed sea,
The weary, way-worn wanderer bore
To his own native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home
To the glory that was Greece

And the grandeur that was Rome.

Lo! In yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I see thee stand!
The agate lamp within thy hand,
Ah! Psyche, from the regions which

Are Holy Land!3



The Sleeper

At midnight, in the month of June,
I stand beneath the mystic moon.
An opiate vapor, dewy, dim,
Exhales from out her golden rim,
And, softly dripping, drop by drop,
Upon the quiet mountain top,
Steals drowsily and musically

Into the universal valley.

The rosemary nods upon the grave;
The lily lolls upon the wave;
Wrapping the fog about its breast,
The ruin moulders into rest;

Looking like Lethe,€ see! the lake

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

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

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

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

So fitfully—so fearfully—

Above the closed and fringed lid

‘Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid,
That, o‘er the floor and down the wall,
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall!



Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear?

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

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

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

Heaven have her in its sacred keep!

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

I pray to God that she may lie

Forever with unopened eye,

While the dim sheeted ghosts go by!

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

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

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

Of her grand family funerals—

Some sepulchre, remote, alone,

Against whose portal she hath thrown,
In childhood, many an idle stone—
Some tomb from out whose sounding door
She ne’er shall force an echo more,
Thrilling to think, poor child of sin!

It was the dead who groaned within.



The Valley of Unrest

Once it smiled a silent dell
Where the people did not dwell;
They had gone unto the wars,
Trusting to the mild-eyed stars,
Nightly, from their azure towers,
To keep watch above the flowers,
In the midst of which all day

The red sun-light lazily lay.

Now each visiter shall confess
The sad valley’s restlessness.
Nothing there is motionless—
Nothing save the airs that brood
Over the magic solitude.

Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees
That palpitate like the chill seas

Around the misty Hebrides!d

Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven
That rustle through the unquiet Heaven
Uneasily, from morn till even,

Over the violets there that lie

In myriad types of the human eye—
Over the lilies there that wave

And weep above a nameless grave!

They wave:—from out their fragrant tops
Eternal dews come down in drops.

They weep:—from off their delicate stems
Perennial tears descend in gems.



The City in the Sea

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

Far down within the dim West,
Where the good and the bad and the worst and the
best

Have gone to their eternal rest.

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

The melancholy waters lie.

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

But light from out the lurid sea

Streams up the turrets silently—

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free

Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls—

Up fanes—up Babylon-like walls—¢
Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

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

The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there
That all seem pendulous in air,

While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.



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

In each idol’s diamond eye—

Not the gaily-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;

For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass—

No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea—

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

But lo, a stir is in the air!

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

In slightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

The waves have now a redder glow—
The hours are breathing faint and low—
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence.



The Coliseum

Type of the antique Rome! Rich reliquary

Of lofty contemplation left to Time

By buried centuries of pomp and power!

At length—at length—after so many days

Of weary pilgrimage and burning thirst,
(Thirst for the springs of lore that in thee lie,)
I kneel, an altered and an humble man,

Amid thy shadows, and so drink within

My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory!

Vastness! and Age! and Memories of Eld!
Silence! and Desolation! and dim Night!

I feel ye now—I feel ye in your strength—
O spells more sure than e‘er Judeean king
Taught in the gardens of Gethsemane!

O charms more potent than the rapt Chaldee

Ever drew down from out the quiet stars!t

Here, where a hero fell, a column falls!

Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold,

A midnight vigil holds the swarthy bat!

Here, where the dames of Rome their gilded hair
Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistle!
Here, where on golden throne the monarch lolled,
Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home,

Lit by the wan light of the hornéd moon,

The swift and silent lizard of the stones!

But stay! these walls—these ivy-clad arcades—
These mouldering plinths—these sad and blackened
shafts—



These vague entablatures—this crumbling frieze—
These shattered cornices—this wreck—this ruin—
These stones—alas! these gray stones—are they all—
All of the famed, and the colossal left

By the corrosive Hours to Fate and me?

“Not all”—the Echoes answer me—*“not all!
”Prophetic sounds and loud, arise forever
“From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wise,

”As melody from Memnon to the Sun.8

“We rule the hearts of mightiest men—we rule
”With a despotic sway all giant minds.

“We are not impotent—we pallid stones.

”Not all our power is gone—not all our fame—
“Not all the magic of our high renown—

”Not all the wonder that encircles us—

“Not all the mysteries that in us lie—

”Not all the memories that hang upon

“And cling around about us as a garment,
”Clothing us in a robe of more than glory.”



Sonnet—Silence

There are some qualities—some incorporate things,
That have a double life, which thus is made

A type of that twin entity which springs

From matter and light, evinced in solid and shade.
There is a two-fold Silence—sea and shore—
Body and soul. One dwells in lonely places,
Newly with grass o‘ergrown; some solemn graces,
Some human memories and tearful lore,

Render him terrorless: his name’s “No More.”

He is the corporate Silence: dread him not!

No power hath he of evil in himself;

But should some urgent fate (untimely lot!)

Bring thee to meet his shadow (nameless elf,

That haunteth the lone regions where hath trod

No foot of man), commend thyself to God!



Dream-Land

By a route obscure and lonely,
Haunted by ill angels only,

Where an Eidolon,}—l named NIGHT,
On a black throne reigns upright,
I have reached these lands but newly

From an ultimate dim Thule—!
From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime,
Out of SPACE—out of TIME.

Bottomless vales and boundless floods,

And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods,}
With forms that no man can discover
For the dews that drip all over;
Mountains toppling evermore

Into seas without a shore;

Seas that restlessly aspire,

Surging, unto skies of fire;

Lakes that endlessly outspread

Their lone waters—Ilone and dead,—
Their still waters—still and chilly
With the snows of the lolling lily.

By the lakes that thus outspread
Their lone waters, lone and dead,—

Their sad waters, sad and chilly
With the snows of the lolling lily,—

By the mountains—near the river
Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,—



By the grey woods,—by the swamp
Where the toad and the newt encamp,—
By the dismal tarns and pools

Where dwell the Ghouls,—k

By each spot the most unholy—

In each nook most melancholy,—

There the traveller meets aghast

Sheeted Memories of the Past—
Shrouded forms that start and sigh

As they pass the wanderer by—
White-robed forms of friends long given,
In agony, to the Earth—and Heaven.

For the heart whose woes are legion
‘“Tis a peaceful, soothing region—
For the spirit that walks in shadow

*Tis—oh “tis an Eldorado!!

But the traveller, travelling through it,
May not—dare not openly view it;
Never its mysteries are exposed

To the weak human eye unclosed;

So wills its King, who hath forbid

The uplifting of the fringed lid;

And thus the sad Soul that here passes
Beholds it but through darkened glasses.

By a route obscure and lonely,
Haunted by ill angels only,

Where an Eidolon, named NIGHT,
On a black throne reigns upright,

I have wandered home but newly
From this Ultimate dim Thule.



The Raven

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

“ ‘Tis some visiter,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—

Only this and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost!! upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore?—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
“‘Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door—
Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;

This it is and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the
door;

Darkness there and nothing more.



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

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?”
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word,
“Lenore!”—

Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping something louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—

“Tis the wind and nothing more.”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—

Perched upon a bust of Pallas2 just above my chamber door—

Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no
craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly
shore—

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”



Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—TIittle relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered—
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown
before—

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.’

5

Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Yy »

Of ‘Never—nevermore.

But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and
door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing



To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o‘er,
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er

She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen
censer

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—Dby these angels he hath
sent thee

Respite—respite and nepenthe® from thy memories of Lenore!
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—

Is there—is there balm in Gilead?P—tell me—tell me, I implore!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“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,d
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked,
upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!



Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my
door!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming
And the lamp-light o‘er him streaming throws his shadow on the
floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted—nevermore!



Ulalume: A Ballad

The skies they were ashen and sober;
The leaves they were crisped and sere—
The leaves they were withering and sere;
It was night in the lonesome October

Of my most immemorial year;

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber,

In the misty mid region of Weir—

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber,

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.0

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

Of cypress, with Psyche, my SoulZ

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

As the lavas that restlessly roll

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek

In the ultimate climes of the pole—

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek

In the realms of the boreal pole.8

Our talk had been serious and sober,

But our thoughts they were palsied and sere—
Our memories were treacherous and sere—
For we knew not the month was October,

And we marked not the night of the year—
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!)

We noted not the dim lake of Auber—
(Though once we had journeyed down here)—
We remembered not the dank tarn of Auber,



Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.

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

At the end of our path a liquescent®
And nebulous lustre was born,
Out of which a miraculous crescent
Arose with a duplicate horn—

Astarte‘s;t bediamonded crescent
Distinct with its duplicate horn.

And I said—*“She is warmer than Dian:3
She rolls through an ether of sighs—

She revels in a region of sighs:

She has seen that the tears are not dry on
These cheeks, where the worm never dies.

And has come past the stars of the Lion2

To point us the path to the skies—

To the Lethean peaceuof the skies—
Come up, in despite of the Lion,

To shine on us with her bright eyes—
Come up through the lair of the Lion
With love in her luminous eyes.”

But Psyche, uplifting her finger,
Said—*“Sadly this star I mistrust—
Her pallor I strangely mistrust:—
Oh, hasten!—oh, let us not linger!
Oh, fly!—Iet us fly!—for we must.”
In terror she spoke, letting sink her
Wings till they trailed in the dust—
In agony sobbed, letting sink her



Plumes till they trailed in the dust—
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust.

I replied—*“This is nothing but dreaming:
Let us on by this tremulous light!
Let us bathe in this crystalline light!

Its Sybillict splendor is beaming

With Hope and in Beauty to-night:—

See!—it flickers up the sky through the night!
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming,

And be sure it will lead us aright—

We safely may trust to a gleaming

That cannot but guide us aright,

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.”

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her,
And tempted her out of her gloom—

And conquered her scruples and gloom:
And we passed to the end of the vista,

And were stopped by the door of a tomb—
By the door of a legended tomb;

And I said—“What is written, sweet sister,
On the door of this legended tomb?”

She replied—‘Ulalume—Ulalume—

"Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!”

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober

As the leaves that were crisped and sere—
As the leaves that were withering and sere,
And I cried—*“It was surely October

On this very night of last year

That I journeyed—I journeyed down here—
That I brought a dread burden down here—
On this night of all nights in the year,



Oh, what demon has tempted me here?
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber—
This misty mid region of Weir—

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

Said we, then—the two, then—“Ah, can it
Have been that the woodlandish ghouls—

The pitiful, the merciful ghouls—

To bar up our way and to ban it

From the secret that lies in these wolds—

From the thing that lies hidden in these wolds—
Had drawn up the spectre of a planet

From the limbo of lunary souls—

This sinfully scintillant planet

From the Hell of the planetary souls?”



The Bells

I.

Hear the sledges with the bells—
Silver bells!
What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
In the icy air of night!

While the stars that oversprinkle
All the heavens, seem to twinkle

With a crystalline delight;

Keeping time, time, time,

In a sort of RunicY rhyme,

To the tintinabulationY that so musically wells
From the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

I1.

Hear the mellow wedding bells,
Golden bells!
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
Through the balmy air of night
How they ring out their delight!
From the molten-golden notes,
And all in tune,
What a liquid ditty floats

To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
On the moon!
Oh, from out the sounding cells,
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!



How it swells!
How it dwells

On the Future! how it tells
Of the rapture that impels
To the swinging and the ringing
Of the bells, bells, bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

I11.

Hear the loud alarum bells—

Brazen bells!
What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!
In the startled car of night
How they scream out their affright!

Too much horrified to speak,

They can only shriek, shriek,
Out of tune,

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire
Leaping higher, higher, higher,

With a desperate desire,

And a resolute endeavor
Now—now to sit or never,

By the side of the pale-faced moon.

Oh, the bells, bells, bells!

What a tale their terror tells
Of Despair!

How they clang, and clash, and roar!
What a horror they outpour
On the bosom of the palpitating air!



Yet the ear it fully knows,
By the twanging,
And the clanging,
How the danger ebbs and flows;
Yet the ear distinctly tells,
In the jangling,
And the wrangling,
How the danger sinks and swells,
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells—
Of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells—
In the clamor and the clangor of the bells!

1V.

Hear the tolling of the bells—
Iron bells!
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
In the silence of the night,
How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of their tone!
For every sound that floats
From the rust within their throats
Is a groan.

And the people—ah, the people—
They that dwell up in the steeple,
All alone,

And who tolling, tolling, tolling,

In that muffled monotone,

Feel a glory in so rolling
On the human heart a stone—
They are neither man nor woman—
They are neither brute nor human—

They are Ghouls:¥



And their king it is who tolls;
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,
Rolls
A paean from the bells!
And his merry bosom swells
With the paean of the bells!

And he dances, and he yells;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the pean of the bells—
Of the bells:
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the throbbing of the bells—

Of the bells, bells, bells—
To the sobbing of the bells;
Keeping time, time, time,
As he knells, knells, knells,
In a happy Runic rhyme,
To the rolling of the bells—
Of the bells, bells, bells—
To the tolling of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells-
Bells, bells, bells—

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.



A Dream within a Dream

Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow—
You are not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet if hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,

In a vision, or in none,

Is it therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,
And I hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sand—
How few! yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep—while I weep!
O God! can I not grasp

Them with a tighter clasp?

O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?
Is all that we see or seem
But a dream within a dream?



Eldorado

Gaily bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.%X

But he grew old—

This knight so bold—

And o‘er his heart a shadow
Fell, as he found

No spot of ground

That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength

Failed him at length

He met a pilgrim shadow—
“Shadow;” said he,

”Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?”

“Over the Mountains

Of the Moon,¥

Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,”

The shade replied,—

“If you seek for Eldorado!”



Annabel Lee

It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of ANNABEL LEE;

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

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea:

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

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

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

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

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

To shut her up in a sepulchre

In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me—

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my ANNABEL LEE.



But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—

Of many far wiser than we—

And neither the angels in heaven above,

Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:

For the moon never beams, without bringing me
dreams

Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
In the sepulchre there by the sea,

In her tomb by the sounding sea.



TALES



Metzengerstein

Pestis eram vivus—moriens tua mors ero.

—Martin Lutherl

HORROR AND FATALITY HAVE been stalking abroad in all 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 Metempsychosis. 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. %

But there were some points in the Hungarian superstition 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. 94

The families of Berlifitzing and Metzengerstein 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 fearful 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 meaning. But more trivial
causes have given rise—and that no long while ago—to consequences
equally eventful. Besides, the estates, which were contiguous, had long
exercised a rival influence in the affairs of a busy government. 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 Berlifitz ings. What wonder, then, that the
words, however silly, of that prediction, should have succeeded in setting and
keeping at variance two families already predisposed to quarrel by every
instigation of hereditary jealousy? The prophecy seemed to imply—if it
implied any thing—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 meaning.

From some peculiar circumstances attending the administration of his
father, the young Baron, at the decease of the former, entered immediately
upon his vast possessions. Such estates were seldom held before by a
nobleman of Hungary. His castles were without number. The chief in point of
splendor and extent was the “Palace Metzengerstein.” The boundary line 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 afloat in regard to
his probable course of conduct. And, indeed, for the space of three days, the

behavior of the heir out-Heroded Herod,2 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 thenceforward to prove any security against

the remorseless fangs of a petty Caligula.i3 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 thousand 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 expression; and here, 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 more decided act of audacity—his eyes were turned unwittingly
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 remove 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 reconciled his dreamy and incoherent feelings with
the certainty of being awake. The longer he gazed the more absorbing



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 becoming suddenly more violent, with a compulsory exertion 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 returned mechanically
to the wall. To his extreme 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 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, streaming 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 filling up the contour, of the relentless and
triumphant murderer of the Saracen Berlifitzing.

To lighten the depression of his spirits, the Baron hurried 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 instantly 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. Supposing 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 supposed 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 horse! 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 Metzengerstein 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 duty better
than to bring him into the presence of a noble of your family.”

“True!” observed the Baron, drily; and at that instant a page of the bed-
chamber came from the palace with a heightened color, and a precipitate step.
He whispered into his master’s ear an account of the sudden disappearance of
a small portion of the tapestry, in an apartment which he designated; entering,
at the same time, into particulars of a minute and circumstantial character; but
from the low tone of voice in which these latter were communicated, 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, recovered 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.

“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.”

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

“Indeed,” repeated the vassal.
“Shocking!” 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 manoeuvring mamma; while his habits and manner, still
less than formerly, offered any thing congenial with those of the neighboring
aristocracy. He was never to be seen beyond the limits of his own domain,
and, in his wide and social world, was utterly companionless—unless,
indeed, that unnatural, impetuous, and fiery-colored horse, which he
henceforward continually bestrode, had any mysterious right to the title of his
friend.

Numerous invitations on the part of the neighborhood for a long time,
however, periodically came in. “Will the Baron honor our festivals with his
presence?” “Will the Baron join wus in a hunting of the
boar?”—“Metzengerstein 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 company 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 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
spirit.

There were circumstances, moreover, which, coupled with late events, gave
an unearthly and portentous character 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, too, 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 had caught the steed as he fled from the
conflagration at Berlifitzing, had succeeded in arresting his course, by means
of a chain-bridle and noose—yet not one of the three could with any certainty
affirm that he had, during that dangerous struggle, or at any period thereafter,
actually 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 exciting unreasonable attention, but there were certain
circumstances which intruded themselves by force upon the most skeptical
and phlegmatic; and it is said there were times when the animal caused the
gaping crowd who stood around to recoil in horror from the deep and



impressive 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
insignificant 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 mentioning 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 expression of triumphant malignity distorted every
muscle in his countenance.

One tempestuous night, Metzengerstein, awaking from a heavy slumber,
descended like a maniac from his chamber, and, mounting in hot haste,
bounded away into the mazes of the forest. An occurrence so common
attracted no particular attention, but his return 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 neighborhood stood idly around in silent if not pathetic wonder.
But a new and fearful object soon riveted the attention 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 un bonneted 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 intensity 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 staircases 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 enveloped the building like a shroud, and,
streaming far away into the quiet atmosphere, shot forth a glare of
preternatural light; while a cloud of smoke settled heavily over the
battlements in the distinct colossal figure of—a horse.



Bon-Bon

Quand un bon vin meuble mon estomac
Je suis plus savant que Balzac-

Plus sage que Pibrac;

Mon bras seul faisant 1‘attaque

De la nation Cossaque,

La mettroit au sac;

De Charon je passerois le lac

En dormant dans son bac;

J’irois au fier Eac,

Sans que mon ceur fit tic ni tac,

Presenter du tabac.3

—French Vaudeville

THAT PIERRE BON-BON WAS a restaurateur of uncommon
qualifications, no man who, during the reign of , frequented the little café
in the cul-de-sac Le Febre at Rouen, will, I imagine, feel himself at liberty to
dispute. That Pierre Bon-Bon was, in an equal degree, skilled in the
philosophy of that period is, I presume, still more especially undeniable. His
patés a la fois were beyond doubt immaculate; but what pen can do justice to
his essays sur la Nature—his thoughts sur [‘Ame—his observations sur
I’Esprit? If his omelettes—if his fricandeaux were inestimable, what
littérateur of that day would not have given twice as much for an “Idée de
Bon-Bon” as for all the trash of all the “Idées™ of all the rest of the savants?

4¢ Bon-Bon had ransacked libraries which no other man had ransacked—had
read more than any other would have entertained a notion of reading—had
understood more than any other would have conceived the possibility of
understanding; and although, while he flourished, there were not wanting

some authors at Rouen to assert “that his dictad evinced neither the purity of

the Academy, nor the depth of the Lyceum”—although, mark me, his
doctrines were by no means very generally comprehended, still it did follow
that they were difficult of comprehension. It was, I think, on account of their



self-evidency that many persons were led to consider them abstruse. It is to
Bon-Bon—but let this go no further—it is to Bon-Bon that Kant himself is
mainly indebted for his metaphysics. The former was indeed not a Platonist,
nor strictly speaking an Aristotelian—nor did he, like the modern Leibnitz,
waste those precious hours which might be employed in the invention of a

fricassee or, facili gradii,2€ the analysis of a sensation, in frivolous attempts
at reconciling the obstinate oils and waters of ethical discussion. Not at all.

Bon-Bon was lonic—Bon-Bon was equally Italic. He reasoned a prioria—f—

He reasoned a posteriori.28 His ideas were innate—or otherwise. He believed
in George of Trebizond—He believed in Bossarion. Bon-Bon was
emphatically a—Bon-Bonist.

I have spoken of the philosopher in his capacity of restaurateur. 1 would
not, however, have any friend of mine imagine that, in fulfilling his
hereditary duties in that line, our hero wanted a proper estimation of their
dignity and importance. Far from it. It was impossible to say in which branch
of his profession he took the greater pride. In his opinion the powers of the
intellect held intimate connection with the capabilities of the stomach. I am
not sure, indeed, that he greatly disagreed with the Chinese, who hold that the
soul lies in the abdomen. The Greeks at all events were right, he thought, who

employed the same word for the mind and the diaphragm.i1 By this I do not
mean to insinuate a charge of gluttony, or indeed any other serious charge to
the prejudice of the metaphysician. If Pierre Bon-Bon had his failings—and
what great man has not a thousand?—if Pierre Bon-Bon, I say, had his
failings, they were failings of very little importance—faults indeed which, in
other tempers, have often been looked upon rather in the light of virtues. As
regards one of these foibles, I should not even have mentioned it in this

history but for the remarkable prominency—the extreme alto relievodl—in
which it jutted out from the plane of his general disposition. He could never
let slip an opportunity of making a bargain.

Not that he was avaricious—no. It was by no means necessary to the
satisfaction of the philosopher, that the bargain should be to his own proper
advantage. Provided a trade could be effected—a trade of any kind, upon any
terms, or under any circumstances—a triumphant smile was seen for many



days thereafter to enlighten his countenance, and a knowing wink of the eye
to give evidence of his sagacity.

At any epoch it would not be very wonderful if a humor so peculiar as the
one I have just mentioned, should elicit attention and remark. At the epoch of
our narrative, had this peculiarity not attracted observation, there would have
been room for wonder indeed. It was soon reported that, upon all occasions of
the kind, the smile of Bon-Bon was found to differ widely from the
downright grin with which he would laugh at his own jokes, or welcome an
acquaintance. Hints were thrown out of an exciting nature; stories were told
of perilous bargains made in a hurry and repented of at leisure; and instances
were adduced of unaccountable capacities, vague longings, and unnatural
inclinations implanted by the author of all evil for wise purposes of his own.

The philosopher had other weaknesses—but they are scarcely worthy our
serious examination. For example, there are few men of extraordinary
profundity who are found wanting in an inclination for the bottle. Whether
this inclination be an exciting cause, or rather a valid proof, of such
profundity, it is a nice thing to say. Bon-Bon, as far as I can learn, did not
think the subject adapted to minute investigation; —nor do I. Yet in the
indulgence of a propensity so truly classical, it is not to be supposed that the
restaurateur would lose sight of that intuitive discrimination which was wont
to characterize, at one and the same time, his essais and his omelettes. In his
seclusions the Vin de Bourgogne had its allotted hour, and there were
appropriate moments for the Cotes du Rhone. With him Sauterne was to
Medoc what Catullus was to Homer. He would sport with a syllogism in
sipping St. Peray, but unravel an argument over Clos de Vougéot, and upset a
theory in a torrent of Chambertin. Well had it been if the same quick sense of
propriety had attended him in the peddling propensity to which I have
formerly alluded—but this was by no means the case. Indeed to say the truth,
that trait of mind in the philosophic Bon-Bon did begin at length to assume a
character of strange intensity and mysticism, and appeared deeply tinctured
with the diablerie of his favorite German studies.

To enter the little café in the cul-de-sac Le Febre was, at the period of our
tale, to enter the sanctum of a man of genius. Bon-Bon was a man of genius.

There was not a sous-cuisinier¥ in Rouen, who could not have told you that



Bon-Bon was a man of genius. His very cat knew it, and forbore to whisk her
tail in the presence of the man of genius. His large water-dog was acquainted
with the fact, and upon the approach of his master, betrayed his sense of
inferiority by a sanctity of deportment, a debasement of the ears, and a
dropping of the lower jaw not altogether unworthy of a dog. It is, however,
true that much of this habitual respect might have been attributed to the
personal appearance of the metaphysician. A distinguished exterior will, I am
constrained to say, have its way even with a beast; and I am willing to allow
much in the outward man of the restaurateur calculated to impress the
imagination of the quadruped. There is a peculiar majesty about the
atmosphere of the little great—if I may be permitted so equivocal an
expression—which mere physical bulk alone will be found at all times
inefficient in creating. If, however, Bon-Bon was barely three feet in height,
and if his head was diminutively small, still it was impossible to behold the
rotundity of his stomach without a sense of magnificence nearly bordering
upon the sublime. In its size both dogs and men must have seen a type of his
acquirements—in its immensity a fitting habitation for his immortal soul.

I might here—if it so pleased me—dilate upon the matter of habiliment,
and other mere circumstances of the external metaphysician. I might hint that
the hair of our hero was worn short, combed smoothly over his forehead, and
surmounted by a conical-shaped white flannel cap and tassels—that his pea-
green jerkin was not after the fashion of those worn by the common class of
restaurateurs at that day—that the sleeves were something fuller than the
reigning costume permitted—that the cuffs were turned up, not as usual in
that barbarous period, with cloth of the same quality and color as the
garment, but faced in a more fanciful manner with the particolored velvet of
Genoa—that his slippers were of a bright purple, curiously filigreed, and
might have been manufactured in Japan, but for the exquisite pointing of the
toes, and the brilliant tints of the binding and embroidery—that his breeches

were of the yellow satin-like material called aimable@X hat his sky-blue
cloak, resembling in form a dressing-wrapper, and richly bestudded all over
with crimson devices, floated cavalierly upon his shoulders like a mist of the

morning—and that his tout ensembled! gave rise to the remarkable words of
Benevenuta, the Improvisatrice of Florence, “that it was difficult to say
whether Pierre Bon-Bon was indeed a bird of Paradise, or the rather a very



Paradise of perfection.” I might, I say, expatiate upon all these points if I
pleased,—but I forbear; merely personal details may be left to historical
novelists,—they are beneath the moral dignity of matter-of-fact.

I have said that “to enter the café in the cul-de-sac Le Febre was to enter
the sanctum of a man of genius”—but then it was only the man of genius who
could duly estimate the merits of the sanctum. A sign, consisting of a vast
folio, swung before the entrance. On one side of the volume was painted a
bottle; on the reverse a paté. On the back were visible in large letters (Euvres

de Bon-Bon.21! Thus was delicately shadowed forth the twofold occupation
of the proprietor.

Upon stepping over the threshold, the whole interior of the building
presented itself to view. A long, low-pitched room, of antique construction,
was indeed all the accommodation afforded by the café. In a corner of the
apartment stood the bed of the metaphysician. An array of curtains, together

with a canopy a la Greque,22 gave it an air at once classic and comfortable.
In the corner diagonally opposite, appeared, in direct family communion, the

properties of the kitchen and the bibliothéque.22 A dish of polemics stood
peacefully upon the dresser. Here lay an ovenful of the latest ethics—there a

kettle of duodecimo mélanges.22 Volumes of German morality were hand
and glove with the gridiron—a toasting-fork might be discovered by the side
of Eusebius—Plato reclined at his ease in the frying-pan—and contemporary
manuscripts were filed away upon the spit.

In other respects the Café de Bon-Bon might be said to differ little from the
usual restaurants of the period. A large fireplace yawned opposite the door.
On the right of the fireplace an open cupboard displayed a formidable array
of labelled bottles.

It was here, about twelve o‘clock one night, during the severe winter of
——, that Pierre Bon-Bon, after having listened for some time to the
comments of his neighbors upon his singular propensity—that Pierre Bon-
Bon, I say, having turned them all out of his house, locked the door upon
them with an oath, and betook himself in no very pacific mood to the
comforts of a leather-bottomed armchair, and a fire of blazing fagots.

It was one of those terrific nights which are only met with once or twice



during a century. It snowed fiercely, and the house tottered to its centre with
the floods of wind that, rushing through the crannies of the wall, and pouring
impetuously down the chimney, shook awfully the curtains of the
philosopher’s bed, and disorganized the economy of his pate-pans and
papers. The huge folio sign that swung without, exposed to the fury of the
tempest, creaked ominously, and gave out a moaning sound from its
stanchions of solid oak.

It was in no placid temper, I say, that the metaphysician drew up his chair
to its customary station by the hearth. Many circumstances of a perplexing
nature had occurred during the day, to disturb the serenity of his meditations.

In attempting des eeufs a la Princesse,29 he had unfortunately perpetrated an

omelette a la Reine;a the discovery of a principle in ethics had been
frustrated by the overturning of a stew; and last, not least, he had been
thwarted in one of those admirable bargains which he at all times took such
especial delight in bringing to a successful termination. But in the chafing of
his mind at these unaccountable vicissitudes, there did not fail to be mingled
some degree of that nervous anxiety which the fury of a boisterous night is so
well calculated to produce. Whistling to his more immediate vicinity the large
black water-dog we have spoken of before, and settling himself uneasily in
his chair, he could not help casting a wary and unquiet eye toward those
distant recesses of the apartment whose inexorable shadows not even the red
fire-light itself could more than partially succeed in overcoming. Having
completed a scrutiny whose exact purpose was perhaps unintelligible to
himself, he drew close to his seat a small table covered with books and
papers, and soon became absorbed in the task of retouching a voluminous
manuscript, intended for publication on the morrow.

He had been thus occupied for some minutes, when “I am in no hurry,
Monsieur Bon-Bon,” suddenly whispered a whining voice in the apartment.

“The devil!” ejaculated our hero, starting to his feet, overturning the table at
his side, and staring around him in astonishment.

“Very true,” calmly replied the voice.

“Very truel—what is very true?—how came you here?” vociferated the
metaphysician, as his eye fell upon something which lay stretched at full



length upon the bed.

“I was saying,” said the intruder, without attending to the inter rogatories,
—*“I was saying that I am not at all pushed for time—that the business upon
which I took the liberty of calling, is of no pressing importance—in short,
that I can very well wait until you have finished your Exposition.”

“My Exposition!—there now!—how do you know?—how came you to
understand that I was writing an Exposition—good God!”

“Hush!” replied the figure, in a shrill undertone; and, arising quickly from
the bed, he made a single step toward our hero, while an iron lamp that
depended overhead swung convulsively back from his approach.

The philosopher’s amazement did not prevent a narrow scrutiny of the
stranger’s dress and appearance. The outlines of his figure, exceedingly lean,
but much above the common height, were rendered minutely distinct by
means of a faded suit of black cloth which fitted tight to the skin, but was
otherwise cut very much in the style of a century ago. These garments had
evidently been intended for a much shorter person than their present owner.
His ankles and wrists were left naked for several inches. In his shoes,
however, a pair of very brilliant buckles gave the lie to the extreme poverty
implied by the other portions of his dress. His head was bare, and entirely

bald, with the exception of the hinder part, from which depended a queue4s

of considerable length. A pair of green spectacles, with side glasses,
protected his eyes from the influence of the light, and at the same time
prevented our hero from ascertaining either their color or their conformation.
About the entire person there was no evidence of a shirt; but a white cravat,
of filthy appearance, was tied with extreme precision around the throat, and
the ends, hanging down formally side by side gave (although I dare say
unintentionally) the idea of an ecclesiastic. Indeed, many other points both in
his appearance and demeanor might have very well sustained a conception of
that nature. Over his left ear, he carried, after the fashion of a modern clerk,

an instrument resembling the stylusat of the ancients. In a breast-pocket of his
coat appeared conspicuously a small black volume fastened with clasps of
steel. This book, whether accidentally or not, was so turned outwardly from

the person as to discover the words “Rituel Catholique”94 in white letters



upon the back. His entire physiognomy was interestingly saturnine—even
cadaverously pale. The forehead was lofty, and deeply furrowed with the
ridges of contemplation. The corners of the mouth were drawn down into an
expression of the most submissive humility. There was also a clasping of the
hands, as he stepped toward our hero—a deep sigh—and altogether a look of
such utter sanctity as could not have failed to be unequivocally
prepossessing. Every shadow of anger faded from the countenance of the
metaphysician, as, having completed a satisfactory survey of his visitor’s
person, he shook him cordially by the hand, and conducted him to a seat.

There would however be a radical error in attributing this instantaneous
transition of feeling in the philosopher, to any one of those causes which
might naturally be supposed to have had an influence. Indeed, Pierre Bon-
Bon, from what I have been able to understand of his disposition, was of all
men the least likely to be imposed upon by any speciousness of exterior
deportment. It was impossible that so accurate an observer of men and things
should have failed to discover, upon the moment, the real character of the
personage who had thus intruded upon his hospitality. To say no more, the
conformation of his visitor’s feet was sufficiently remarkable—he maintained
lightly upon his head an inordinately tall hat—there was a tremulous swelling
about the hinder part of his breeches—and the vibration of his coat tail was a
palpable fact. Judge, then, with what feelings of satisfaction our hero found
himself thrown thus at once into the society of a person for whom he had at
all times entertained the most unqualified respect. He was, however, too
much of the diplomatist to let escape him any intimation of his suspicions in
regard to the true state of affairs. It was not his cue to appear at all conscious
of the high honor he thus unexpectedly enjoyed; but, by leading his guest into
conversation, to elicit some important ethical ideas, which might, in obtaining
a place in his contemplated publication, enlighten the human race, and at the
same time immortalize himself—ideas which, I should have added, his
visitor’s great age, and well-known proficiency in the science of morals,
might very well have enabled him to afford.

Actuated by these enlightened views, our hero bade the gentleman sit
down, while he himself took occasion to throw some fagots upon the fire, and
place upon the now re-established table some bottles of Mousseux. Having
quickly completed these operations, he drew his chair vis-a-vis to his



companion‘s, and waited until the latter should open the conversation. But
plans even the most skilfully matured are often thwarted in the outset of their
application—and the restaurateur found himself nonplussed by the very first
words of his visitor’s speech.

“I see you know me, Bon-Bon,” said he; “ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hi! hi!
hi!—ho! ho! ho!—hu! hu! hu!”—and the Devil, dropping at once the sanctity
of his demeanor, opened to its fullest extent a mouth from ear to ear, so as to
display a set of jagged and fang-like teeth, and, throwing back his head,
laughed long, loudly, wickedly, and uproariously, while the black dog,
crouching down upon his haunches, joined lustily in the chorus, and the tabby
cat, flying off at a tangent, stood up on end, and shrieked in the farthest
corner of the apartment.

Not so the philosopher: he was too much a man of the world either to laugh
like the dog, or by shrieks to betray the indecorous trepidation of the cat. It
must be confessed, he felt a little astonishment to see the white letters which
formed the words “Rituel Catholique” on the book in his guest’s pocket,
momently changing both their color and their import, and in a few seconds, in
place of the original title, the words “Régitre des Condamnés” blaze forth in
characters of red. This startling circumstance, when Bon-Bon replied to his
visitor’s remark, imparted to his manner an air of embarrassment which
probably might not otherwise have been observed.

“Why, sir,” said the philosopher, “why, sir, to speak sincerely—I believe
you are—upon my word—the d—dest—that is to say, I think—I imagine—I
have some faint—some very faint idea—of the remarkable honor—”

“Oh!—ah!—yes!—very well!” interrupted his Majesty; “say no more—I
see how it is.” And hereupon, taking off his green spectacles, he wiped the
glasses carefully with the sleeve of his coat, and deposited them in his pocket.

If Bon-Bon had been astonished at the incident of the book, his amazement
was now much increased by the spectacle which here presented itself to view.
In raising his eyes, with a strong feeling of curiosity to ascertain the color of
his guest‘s, he found them by no means black, as he had anticipated—nor
gray, as might have been imagined—nor yet hazel nor blue—nor indeed
yellow nor red—nor purple—nor white—nor green—nor any other color in
the heavens above, or in the earth beneath, or in the waters under the earth. In



short, Pierre Bon-Bon not only saw plainly that his Majesty had no eyes
whatsoever, but could discover no indications of their having existed at any
previous period—for the space where eyes should naturally have been was, I
am constrained to say, simply a dead level of flesh.

It was not in the nature of the metaphysician to forbear making some
inquiry into the sources of so strange a phenomenon; and the reply of his
Majesty was at once prompt, dignified, and satisfactory.

“Eyes! my dear Bon-Bon—eyes! did you say?—oh!—ah!—I perceive! The
ridiculous prints, eh, which are in circulation, have given you a false idea of
my personal appearance? Eyes!—true. Eyes, Pierre Bon-Bon, are very well in
their proper place—that, you would say, is the head?—right—the head of a
worm. To you, likewise, these optics are indispensable—yet I will convince
you that my vision is more penetrating than your own. There is a cat I see in
the corner—a pretty cat—look at her—observe her well. Now, Bon-Bon, do
you behold the thoughts—the thoughts, I say—the ideas—the reflections—
which are being engendered in her pericranium? There it is, now—you do
not! She is thinking we admire the length of her tail and the profundity of her
mind. She has just concluded that I am the most distinguished of
ecclesiastics, and that you are the most superficial of metaphysicians. Thus
you see I am not altogether blind; but to one of my profession, the eyes you
speak of would be merely an incumbrance, liable at any time to be put out by
a toasting-iron or a pitchfork. To you, I allow, these optical affairs are
indispensable. Endeavor, Bon-Bon, to use them well;—my vision is the soul.”

Hereupon the guest helped himself to the wine upon the table, and pouring
out a bumper for Bon-Bon, requested him to drink it without scruple, and
make himself perfectly at home.

“A clever book that of yours, Pierre,” resumed his Majesty, tapping our
friend knowingly upon the shoulder, as the latter put down his glass after a
thorough compliance with his visitor’s injunction. “A clever book that of
yours, upon my honor. It’s a work after my own heart. Your arrangement of
the matter, I think, however, might be improved, and many of your notions
remind me of Aristotle. That philosopher was one of my most intimate
acquaintances. I liked him as much for his terrible ill temper, as for his happy
knack at making a blunder. There is only one solid truth in all that he has



written, and for that I gave him the hint out of pure compassion for his
absurdity. I suppose, Pierre Bon-Bon, you very well know to what divine
moral truth I am alluding?”

“Cannot say that [—”

“Indeed!—why it was I who told Aristotle that, by sneezing, men expelled
superfluous ideas through the proboscis.”

“Which is—hiccup!—undoubtedly the case,” said the metaphysician, while
he poured out for himself another bumper of Mousseux, and offered his
snuff-box to the fingers of his visitor.

“There was Plato, too,” continued his Majesty, modestly declining the
snuff-box and the compliment it implied—*"“there was Plato, too, for whom I,
at one time, felt all the affection of a friend. You know Plato, Bon-Bon?—ah,
no, I beg a thousand pardons. He met me at Athens, one day, in the
Parthenon, and told me he was distressed for an idea. I bade him write down
that® voUs esTw avhos. He said that he would do so, and went home, while I
stepped over to the pyramids. But my conscience smote me for having uttered
a truth, even to aid a friend, and hastening back to Athens, I arrived behind
the philosopher’s chair as he was inditing the ‘avAog.’

“Giving the lambda a fillip with my finger, I turned it upside down. So the
sentence now reads ¢ 0 VOUS €0TW QWYOS,iand i you perceive, the

fundamental doctrine in his metaphysics.”aY

“Were you ever at Rome?” asked the restaurateur, as he finished his
second bottle of Mousseux, and drew from the closet a larger supply of
Chambertin.

“But once, Monsieur Bon-Bon, but once. There was a time,” said the Devil,
as if reciting some passage from a book—*“there was a time when occurred an
anarchy of five years, during which the republic, bereft of all its officers, had
no magistracy besides the tribunes of the people, and these were not legally
vested with any degree of executive power—at that time, Monsieur Bon-Bon
—at that time only I was in Rome, and I have no earthly acquaintance,

consequently, with any of its philosophy.”dW

“What do you think of—what do you think of—hiccup!—Epicu rus?”



“What do I think of whom?” said the Devil, in astonishment; “you surely
do not mean to find any fault with Epicurus! What do I think of Epicurus! Do
you mean me, sir?—I am Epicurus! I am the same philosopher who wrote
each of the three hundred treatises commemorated by Diogenes Laertes.”

“That’s a lie!” said the metaphysician, for the wine had gotten a little into
his head.

“Very welll—very well, sirl—very well, indeed, sir!” said his Majesty,
apparently much flattered.

“That’s a lie!” repeated the restaurateur, dogmatically; “that’s a—hiccup!
—a lie!”

“Well, well, have it your own way!” said the Devil, pacifically, and Bon-
Bon, having beaten his Majesty at an argument, thought it his duty to
conclude a second bottle of Chambertin.

“As I was saying,” resumed the visitor—*“as I was observing a little while
ago, there are some very outré notions in that book of yours, Monsieur Bon-
Bon. What, for instance, do you mean by all that humbug about the soul?
Pray, sir, what is the soul?”

“The—hiccup!—soul,” replied the metaphysician, referring to his MS., “is
undoubtedly——”

“No, sir!”
“Indubitably——"
“No, sir!”
“Indisputably——"
“No, sir!”
“Evidently——"
“No, sir!”

“Incontrovertibly——

“No, sir!”

»

“Hiccup!

“No, sir!”



b

“And beyond all question, a

“No, sir, the soul is no such thing!” (Here the philosopher, looking daggers,
took occasion to make an end, upon the spot, of his third bottle of
Chambertin.)

“Then—hiccup!—pray, sir—what—what is it?”

“That is neither here nor there, Monsieur Bon-Bon,” replied his Majesty,
musingly. “I have tasted—that is to say, I have known some very bad souls,
and some too—pretty good ones.” Here he smacked his lips, and, having
unconsciously let fall his hand upon the volume in his pocket, was seized
with a violent fit of sneezing.

He continued:

“There was the soul of Cratinus—passable: Aristophanes—racy: Plato—
exquisite—not your Plato, but Plato the comic poet; your Plato would have
turned the stomach of Cerberus—faugh! Then let me see! there were Nevius,
and Andronicus, and Plautus, and Terentius. Then there were Lucilius, and
Catullus, and Naso, and Quintius Flaccus,—dear Quinty! as I called him
when he sung a seculare for my amusement, while I toasted him, in pure
good humor, on a fork. But they want flavor, these Romans. One fat Greek is
worth a dozen of them, and besides will keep, which cannot be said of a

Quirite. Let us taste your Sauterne,”4X

Bon-Bon had by this time made up his mind to the nil admirari, ¥ and
endeavored to hand down the bottles in question. He was, however,
conscious of a strange sound in the room like the wagging of a tail. Of this,
although extremely indecent in his Majesty, the philosopher took no notice:
—simply kicking the dog, and requesting him to be quiet. The visitor
continued:

“I found that Horace tasted very much like Aristotle;—you know I am fond
of variety. Terentius I could not have told from Menander. Naso, to my
astonishment, was Nicander in disguise. Virgilius had a strong twang of
Theocritus. Martial put me much in mind of Archilochus—and Titus Livius
was positively Polybius and none other.”

“Hiccup!” here replied Bon-Bon, and his Majesty proceeded:



“But if I have a penchant, Monsieur Bon-Bon—if I have a penchant, it is
for a philosopher. Yet, let me tell you, sir, it is not every dev—I mean it is not
every gentleman who knows how to choose a philosopher. Long ones are not
good; and the best, if not carefully shelled, are apt to be a little rancid on
account of the gall.”

“Shelled!!”
“I mean taken out of the carcass.”
“What do you think of a—hiccup!—physician?”

“Don’t mention them!—ugh! ugh!” (Here his Majesty retched violently.) “I
never tasted but one—that rascal Hippocrates!—smelt of asafeetida—ugh!
ugh! ugh!—caught a wretched cold washing him in the Styx—and after all he
gave me the cholera-morbus.”

“The—hiccup!—wretch!” ejaculated Bon-Bon, “the—hiccup!—abortion of
a pill-box!”—and the philosopher dropped a tear.

“After all,” continued the visitor, “after all, if a dev—if a gentleman ¥
wishes to live, he must have more talents than one or two; and with us a fat
face is an evidence of diplomacy.”

“How so?”

“Why we are sometimes exceedingly pushed for provisions. You must
know that, in a climate so sultry as mine, it is frequently impossible to keep a
spirit alive for more than two or three hours; and after death, unless pickled
immediately (and a pickled spirit is not good), they will—smell—you
understand, eh? Putrefaction is always to be apprehended when the souls are
consigned to us in the usual way.”

“Hiccup!—hiccup!—good God! how do you manage?”

Here the iron lamp commenced swinging with redoubled violence, and the
Devil half started from his seat;—however, with a slight sigh, he recovered
his composure, merely saying to our hero in a low tone: “I tell you what,
Pierre Bon-Bon, we must have no more swearing.”

The host swallowed another bumper, by way of denoting thorough
comprehension and acquiescence, and the visitor continued:

“Why, there are several ways of managing. The most of us starve: some put



up with the pickle: for my part I purchase my spirits vivent corpore, 9 in
which case I find they keep very well.”

“But the body!—hiccup!—the body!!”

“The body; the body—well, what of the body?—oh! ah! I perceive. Why,
sir, the body is not at all affected by the transaction. I have made
innumerable purchases of the kind in my day, and the parties never
experienced any inconvenience. There were Cain and Nimrod, and Nero, and
Caligula, and Dionysius, and Pisistratus, and—and a thousand others, who
never knew what it was to have a soul during the latter part of their lives; yet,
sir, these men adorned society. Why isn’t there A , now, whom you
know as well as I? Is he not in possession of all his faculties, mental and
corporeal? Who writes a keener epigram? Who reasons more wittily? Who—
but, stay! I have his agreement in my pocket-book.”

Thus saying, he produced a red leather wallet, and took from it a number of
papers. Upon some of these Bon-Bon caught a glimpse of the letters Machi

—Maza—Robesp—with the words Caligula, George, Elizabeth.22 His
Majesty selected a narrow slip of parchment, and from it read aloud the
following words:

“In consideration of certain mental endowments which it is unnecessary to
specify, and in further consideration of one thousand louis d‘or, I being aged
one year and one month, do hereby make over to the bearer of this agreement
all my right, title, and appurtenance in the shadow called my soul. (Signed) A

..... «bb (Here his Majesty repeated a name which I do not feel myself justified
in indicating more unequivocally.)

“A clever fellow that,” resumed he; “but, like you, Monsieur Bon-Bon, he
was mistaken about the soul. The soul a shadow, truly! The soul a shadow!
Ha! ha! hal—he! he! he!—hu! hu! hu! Only think of a fricasséed shadow!”

“Only think—hiccup!—of a fricasséed shadow!” exclaimed our hero,
whose faculties were becoming much illuminated by the profundity of his
Majesty’s discourse.

“Only think of a—hiccup!—fricasseed shadow!! Now, damme!—hiccup!
—humph! If T would have been such a—hiccup!—nincom poop! My soul,



Mr.—humph!”
“Your soul, Monsieur Bon-Bon?”
“Yes, sir—hiccup!—my soul is—”
“What, sir?”

“No shadow, damme!”

2»

“Did you mean to sa

“Yes, sir, my soul is—hiccup!—humph!—yes, sir.”

“Did you not intend to assert 7

“My soul is—hiccup!—peculiarly qualified for—hiccup!—a——-"
“What, sir?”

“Stew.”

“Ha!”

“Soufflée.”

“Eh!”

“Fricassée.”

“Indeed!”

“Ragout and fricandeau—and see here, my good fellow! I’ll let you have it
—hiccup!—a bargain.” Here the philosopher slapped his Majesty upon the
back.

“Couldn’t think of such a thing,” said the latter calmly, at the same time
rising from his seat. The metaphysician stared.

“Am supplied at present,” said his Majesty.
“Hic-cup!—e-h?” said the philosopher.
“Have no funds on hand.”
“What?”

“Besides, very unhandsome in me
“Sir!”

“To take advantage of——”




“Hic-cup!”

“Your present disgusting and ungentlemanly situation.”

Here the visitor bowed and withdrew—in what manner could not precisely
be ascertained—but in a well-concerted effort to discharge a bottle at “the

villain,” the slender chain was severed that depended from the ceiling, and
the metaphysician prostrated by the downfall of the lamp.



MS. Found in a Bottle

Qui n‘a plus qu’un moment a vivre
N‘a plus rien a dissimuler.

Quinault—Atysb—C

OF MY COUNTRY AND of my family I have little to say. Ill usage and
length of years have driven me from the one, and estranged me from the
other. Hereditary wealth afforded me an education of no common order, and
a contemplative turn of mind enabled me to methodise the stories which early
study diligently garnered up. Beyond all things, the works of the German
moralists gave me great delight; not from my ill-advised admiration of their
eloquent madness, but from the ease with which my habits of rigid thoughts
enabled me to detect their falsities. I have often been reproached with the

aridity of my genius; a deficiency of imagination has been imputed to me as a

crime; and the Pyrrhonism bd o my opinions has at all times rendered me

notorious. Indeed, a strong relish for physical philosophy has, I fear, tinctured
my mind with a very common error of this age—I mean the habit of referring
occurrences, even the least susceptible of such reference, to the principles of
that science. Upon the whole, no person could be less liable than myself to be
led away from the severe precincts of truth by the ignes fatui of superstition. I
have thought proper to premise thus much, lest the incredible tale I have to
tell should be considered rather the raving of a crude imagination, than the
positive experience of a mind to which the reveries of fancy have been a dead
letter and a nullity.

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

Our vessel was a beautiful ship of about four hundred tons, copper-
fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak. She was freighted with
cotton-wool and oil, from the Lachadive Islands. We had also on board coir,



jaggeree, ghee, cocoanuts, and a few cases of opium. The stowage was
clumsily done, and the vessel consequently crank.4

We got under way with a mere breath of wind, and for many days stood
along the eastern coast of Java, without any other incident to beguile the
monotony of our course than the occasional meeting with some of the small

glrabsb—e of the Archipelago to which we were bound.

One evening, leaning over the taffrail, I observed a very singular isolated
cloud, to the N. W. It was remarkable, as well from its color as from its being
the first we had seen since our departure from Batavia. I watched it
attentively until sunset, when it spread all at once to the eastward and
westward, girting in the horizon with a narrow strip of vapor, and looking
like a long line of low beach. My notice was soon afterward attracted by the
dusky-red appearance of the moon, and the peculiar character of the sea. The
latter was undergoing a rapid change, and the water seemed more than
usually transparent. Although I could distinctly see the bottom, yet, heaving
the lead, I found the ship in fifteen fathoms. The air now became intolerably
hot, and was loaded with spiral exhalations similar to those arising from
heated iron. As night came on, every breath of wind died away, and a more
entire calm it is impossible to conceive. The flame of a candle burned upon
the poop without the least perceptible motion, and a long hair, held between
the finger and thumb, hung without the possibility of detecting a vibration.
However, as the captain said he could perceive no indication of danger, and
as we were drifting in bodily to shore, he ordered the sails to be furled, and
the anchor let go. No watch was set, and the crew, consisting principally of
Malays, stretched themselves deliberately upon deck. I went below—mnot
without a full presentiment of evil. Indeed, every appearance warranted me in

apprehending a simoon.2IT told the captain of my fears; but he paid no
attention to what I said, and left me without deigning to give a reply. My
uneasiness, however, prevented me from sleeping, and about midnight I went
upon deck. As I placed my foot upon the upper step of the companion-ladder,
I was startled by a loud, humming noise, like that occasioned by the rapid
revolution of a mill-wheel, and before I could ascertain its meaning, I found
the ship quivering to its centre. In the next instant a wilderness of foam
hurled us upon our beam-ends, and, rushing over us fore and aft, swept the



entire decks from stem to stern.

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

By what miracle I escaped destruction, it is impossible to say. Stunned by
the shock of the water, I found myself, upon recovery, jammed in between
the stern-post and rudder. With great difficulty I regained my feet, and
looking dizzily around, was at first struck with the idea of our being among
breakers; so terrific, beyond the wildest imagination, was the whirlpool of
mountainous and foaming ocean within which we were engulfed. After a
while I heard the voice of an old Swede, who had shipped with us at the
moment of leaving port. I hallooed to him with all my strength, and presently
he came reeling aft. We soon discovered that we were the sole survivors of
the accident. All on deck, with the exception of ourselves, had been swept
overboard; the captain and mates must have perished while they slept, for the
cabins were deluged with water. Without assistance we could expect to do
little for the security of the ship, and our exertions were at first paralyzed by
the momentary expectation of going down. Our cable had, of course, parted
like pack-thread, at the first breath of the hurricane, or we should have been
instantaneously overwhelmed. We scudded with frightful velocity before the
sea, and the water made clear breaches over us. The framework of our stern
was shattered excessively, and, in almost every respect, we had received
considerable injury; but to our extreme joy we found the pumps unchoked,
and that we had made no great shifting of our ballast. The main fury of the
blast had already blown over, and we apprehended little danger from the
violence of the wind; but we looked forward to its total cessation with
dismay; well believing, that in our shattered condition, we should inevitably
perish in the tremendous swell which would ensue. But this very just
apprehension seemed by no means likely to be soon verified. For five entire
days and nights—during which our only subsistence was a small quantity of
jaggeree, procured with great difficulty from the forecastle—the hulk flew at
a rate defying computation, before rapidly succeeding flaws of wind, which,
without equalling the first violence of the simoon, were still more terrific than
any tempest I had before encountered. Our course for the first four days was,



with trifling variations, S. E. and by S.; and we must have run down the coast

of New Holland.28 On the fifth day the cold became extreme, although the
wind had hauled round a point more to the northward. The sun arose with a
sickly yellow lustre, and clambered a very few degrees above the horizon—
emitting no decisive light. There were no clouds apparent, yet the wind was
upon the increase, and blew with a fitful and unsteady fury. About noon, as
nearly as we could guess, our attention was again arrested by the appearance
of the sun. It gave out no light, properly so called, but a dull and sullen glow
without reflection, as if all its rays were polarized. Just before sinking within
the turgid sea, its central fires suddenly went out, as if hurriedly extinguished
by some unaccountable power. It was a dim, silver-like rim, alone, as it
rushed down the unfathomable ocean.

We waited in vain for the arrival of the sixth day—that day to me has not
yet arrived—to the Swede never did arrive. Thenceforward we were
enshrouded in pitchy darkness, so that we could not have seen an object at
twenty paces from the ship. Eternal night continued to envelop us, all
unrelieved by the phosphoric sea-brilliancy to which we had been
accustomed in the tropics. We observed, too, that, although the tempest
continued to rage with unabated violence, there was no longer to be
discovered the usual appearance of surf, or foam, which had hitherto attended
us. All around were horror, and thick gloom, and a black sweltering desert of
ebony. Superstitious terror crept by degrees into the spirit of the old Swede,
and my own soul was wrapt in silent wonder. We neglected all care of the
ship, as worse than useless, and securing ourselves as well as possible, to the
stump of the mizen-mast, looked out bitterly into the world of ocean. We had
no means of calculating time, nor could we form any guess of our situation.
We were, however, well aware of having made farther to the southward than
any previous navigators, and felt great amazement at not meeting with the
usual impediments of ice. In the meantime every moment threatened to be
our last—every mountainous billow hurried to overwhelm us. The swell
surpassed anything I had imagined possible, and that we were not instantly
buried is a miracle. My companion spoke of the lightness of our cargo, and
reminded me of the excellent qualities of our ship; but I could not help
feeling the utter hopelessness of hope itself, and prepared myself gloomily
for that death which I thought nothing could defer beyond an hour, as, with



every knot of way the ship made, the swelling of the black stupendous seas
became more dismally appalling. At times we gasped for breath at an
elevation beyond the albatross—at times became dizzy with the velocity of
our descent into some watery hell, where the air grew stagnant, and no sound

disturbed the slumbers of the kraken.]il

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

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

As 1 fell, the ship hove in stays, and went about; and to the confusion



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

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

* * * * *

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

* * * * *



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

* * * * *

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

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

I have been looking at the timbers of the ship. She is built of a material to
which I am a stranger. There is a peculiar character about the wood which
strikes me as rendering it unfit for the purpose to which it has been applied. I
mean its extreme porousness, considered independently of the worm-eaten



condition which is a consequence of navigation in these seas, and apart from
the rottenness attendant upon age. It will appear perhaps an observation
somewhat over-curious, but this would have every characteristic of Spanish
oak, if Spanish oak were distended by any unnatural means.

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

About an hour ago, I made bold to trust myself among a group of the crew.
They paid me no manner of attention, and, although I stood in the very midst
of them all, seemed utterly unconscious of my presence. Like the one I had at
first seen in the hold, they all bore about them the marks of a hoary old age.
Their knees trembled with infirmity; their shoulders were bent double with
decrepitude; their shrivelled skins rattled in the wind; their voices were low,
tremulous, and broken; their eyes glistened with the rheum of years; and their
gray hairs streamed terribly in the tempest. Around them, on every part of the
deck, lay scattered mathematical instruments of the most quaint and obsolete
construction. * * *

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



current, or impetuous undertow. * * *

I have seen the captain face to face, and in his own cabin—but, as I
expected, he paid me no attention. Although in his appearance there is, to a
casual observer, nothing which might bespeak him more or less than man,
still, a feeling of irrepressible reverence and awe mingled with the sensation
of wonder with which I regarded him. In stature, he is nearly my own height;
that is, about five feet eight inches. He is of a well-knit and compact frame of
body, neither robust nor remarkable otherwise. But it is the singularity of the
expression which reigns upon the face—it is the intense, the wonderful, the
thrilling evidence of old age so utter, so extreme, which excites within my
spirit a sense—a sentiment ineffable. His forehead, although little wrinkled,
seems to bear upon it the stamp of a myriad of years. His gray hairs are
records of the past, and his grayer eyes are sybils of the future. The cabin
floor was thickly strewn with strange, iron-clasped folios, and mouldering
instruments of science, and obsolete long-forgotten charts. His head was
bowed down upon his hands, and he pored, with a fiery, unquiet eye, over a
paper which I took to be a commission, and which, at all events, bore the
signature of a monarch. He murmured to himself—as did the first seaman
whom [ saw in the hold—some low peevish syllables of a foreign tongue; and
although the speaker was close at my elbow, his voice seemed to reach my
ears from the distance of a mile, 2i Di bi

The ship and all in it are imbued with the spirit of Eld.2! The crew glide to
and fro like the ghosts of buried centuries; their eyes have an eager and
uneasy meaning; and when their fingers fall athwart my path in the wild glare
of the battle-lanterns, I feel as I have never felt before, although I have been
all my life a dealer in antiquities, and have imbibed the shadows of fallen
columns at Balbec, and Tadmor, and Persepolis,funtil my very soul has
become a ruin. 2

When I look around me, I feel ashamed of my former apprehension. If 1
trembled at the blast which has hitherto attended us, shall I not stand aghast at
a warring of wind and ocean, to convey any idea of which, the words tornado
and simoon are trivial and ineffective? All in the immediate vicinity of the
ship, is the blackness of eternal night, and a chaos of foamless water; but,
about a league on either side of us, may be seen, indistinctly and at intervals,



stupendous ramparts of ice, towering away into the desolate sky, and looking

like the walls of the universe. 2i Di bi

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

cataract. bi bi bi

To conceive the horror of my sensations is, I presume, utterly impossible;
yet a curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of these awful regions, predominates
even over my despair, and will reconcile me to the most hideous aspect of
death. It is evident that we are hurrying onward to some exciting knowledge
—some never-to-be-imparted secret, whose attainment is destruction.
Perhaps this current leads us to the southern pole itself. It must be confessed

that a supposition apparently so wild has every probability in its favor. * " x

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

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

and the distance.2 But little time will be left me to ponder upon my destiny!

The circles rapidly grow small—we are plunging madly within the grasp of
the whirlpool—and amid a roaring, and bellowing, and thundering of ocean
and tempest, the ship is quivering—oh God! and going down!

Note.—The “MS. Found in a Bottle,” was originally published in 1831, and it
was not until many years afterward that I became acquainted with the maps
of Mercator, in which the ocean is represented as rushing, by four mouths
into the (northern) Polar Gulf, to be absorbed into the bowels of the earth; the
Pole itself being represented by a black rock, towering to a prodigious height.



The Assignation

Stay for me there! I will not fail
To meet thee in that hollow vale.

[Exequy on the death of his wife, by Henry King, Bishop of Chichester]M

ILL-FATED AND MYSTERIOUS MAN!—bewildered in the brilliancy of
thine own imagination, and fallen in the flames of thine own youth! Again in
fancy I behold thee! Once more thy form hath risen before me!—not—oh!
not as thou art—in the cold valley and shadow—but as thou shouldst be—

squandering away a life of magnificent meditation in that city of dim visions,

thine own Venice—which is a star-beloved Elysiummof the sea, and the wide

windows of whose alladian2® palaces look down with a deep and bitter

meaning upon the secrets of her silent waters. Yes! I repeat it—as thou
shouldst be. There are surely other worlds than this—other thoughts than the
thoughts of the multitude—other speculations than the speculations of the
sophist. Who then shall call thy conduct into question? who blame thee for
thy visionary hours, or denounce those occupations as a wasting away of life,
which were but the overflowings of thine everlasting energies?

It was at Venice, beneath the covered archway there called the Ponte di

Sospiri,b—n that I met, for the third or fourth time the person of whom I speak.

It is with a confused recollection that I bring to mind the circumstances of
that meeting. Yet I remember—ah! how should I forget? —the deep
midnight, the Bridge of Sighs, the beauty of woman, and the Genius of
Romance that stalked up and down the narrow canal.

It was a night of unusual gloom. The great clock of the Piazza had sounded
the fifth hour of the Italian evening. The square of the Campanile lay silent
and deserted, and the lights in the old Ducal Palace were dying fast away. I
was returning home from the Piazetta, by way of the Grand Canal. But as my
gondola arrived opposite the mouth of the canal San Marco, a female voice
from its recesses broke suddenly upon the night, in one wild, hysterical, and



long-continued shriek. Startled at the sound, I sprang upon my feet; while the
gondolier, letting slip his single oar, lost it in the pitchy darkness beyond a
chance of recovery, and we were consequently left to the guidance of the
current which here sets from the greater into the smaller channel. Like some
huge and sable-feathered condor, we were slowly drifting down toward the
Bridge of Sighs, when a thousand flambeaux flashing from the windows, and
down the staircases of the Ducal Palace, turned all at once that deep gloom
into a livid and preternatural day.

A child, slipping from the arms of its own mother, had fallen from an upper
window of the lofty structure into the deep and dim canal. The quiet waters
had closed placidly over their victim; and, although my own gondola was the
only one in sight, many a stout swimmer, already in the stream, was seeking
in vain upon the surface, the treasure which was to be found, alas! only
within the abyss. Upon the broad black marble flagstones at the entrance of
the palace, and a few steps above the water, stood a figure which none who
then saw can have ever since forgotten. It was the Marchesa Aphrodite—the
adoration of all Venice—the gayest of the gay—the most lovely where all
were beautiful—but still the young wife of the old and intriguing Mentoni,
and the mother of that fair child, her first and only one, who now, deep
beneath the murky water, was thinking in bitterness of heart upon her sweet
caresses, and exhausting its little life in struggles to call upon her name.

She stood alone. Her small, bare and silvery feet gleamed in the black
mirror of marble beneath her. Her hair, not as yet more than half loosened for
the night from its ball-room array, clustered, amid a shower of diamonds,
round and round her classical head, in curls like those of the young hyacinth.
A snowy-white and gauze-like drapery seemed to be nearly the sole covering
to her delicate form; but the mid-summer and midnight air was hot, sullen,
and still, and no motion in the statue-like form itself, stirred even the folds of
that raiment of very vapor which hung around it as the heavy marble hangs

around the Niobe.20 Yet—strange to say!—her large lustrous eyes were not
turned downward upon that grave wherein her brightest hope lay buried—but
riveted in a widely different direction! The prison of the Old Republic is, I
think, the stateliest building in all Venice—but how could that lady gaze so
fixedly upon it, when beneath her lay stifling her own child? Yon dark,
gloomy niche, too, yawns right opposite her chamber window—what, then,



could there be in its shadows—in its architecture—in its ivy-wreathed and
solemn cornices—that the Marchesa di Mentoni had not wondered at a
thousand times before? Nonsense!—Who does not remember that, at such a
time as this, the eye, like a shattered mirror, multiplies the images of its
sorrow, and sees in innumerable far-off places, the woe which is close at
hand?

Many steps above the Marchesa, and within the arch of the water-gate,
stood, in full dress, the Satyr-like figure of Mentoni himself. He was

occasionally occupied in thrumming a guitar, and seemed ennuyée bp {5 the
very death, as at intervals he gave directions for the recovery of his child.
Stupefied and aghast, I had myself no power to move from the upright
position I had assumed upon first hearing the shriek, and must have presented
to the eyes of the agitated group a spectral and ominous appearance, as with
pale countenance and rigid limbs, I floated down among them in that funereal
gondola.

All efforts proved in vain. Many of the most energetic in the search were
relaxing their exertions, and yielding to a gloomy sorrow. There seemed but
little hope for the child; (how much less than for the mother!) but now, from
the interior of that dark niche which has been already mentioned as forming a
part of the Old Republican prison, and as fronting the lattice of the Marchesa,
a figure muffled in a cloak, stepped out within reach of the light, and, pausing
a moment upon the verge of the giddy descent, plunged headlong into the
canal. As, in an instant afterward, he stood with the still living and breathing
child within his grasp, upon the marble flagstones by the side of the
Marchesa, his cloak, heavy with the drenching water, became unfastened,
and, filling in folds about his feet, discovered to the wonder-stricken
spectators the graceful person of a very young man, with the sound of whose
name the greater part of Europe was then ringing.

No word spoke the deliverer. But the Marchesa! She will now receive her
child—she will press it to her heart—she will cling to its little form, and
smother it with her caresses. Alas! another’s arms have taken it from the
stranger—another’s arms have taken it away, and borne it afar off, unnoticed,
into the palace! And the Marchesa! Her lip—her beautiful lip trembles; tears
are gathering in her eyes—those eyes which, like Pliny’s acanthus, are “soft



and almost liquid.” Yes! tears are gathering in those eyes—and see! the entire
woman thrills throughout the soul, and the statue has started into life! The
pallor of the marble countenance, the swelling of the marble bosom, the very
purity of the marble feet, we behold suddenly flushed over with a tide of
ungovernable crimson; and a slight shudder quivers about her delicate frame,
as a gentle air at Napoli about the rich silver lilies in the grass.

Why should that lady blush! To this demand there is no answer—except
that, having left, in the eager haste and terror of a mother’s heart, the privacy
of her own boudoir, she has neglected to enthral her tiny feet in their slippers,
and utterly forgotten to throw over her Venetian shoulders that drapery which
is their due. What other possible reason could there have been for her so
blushing?—for the glance of those wild appealing eyes?—for the unusual
tumult of that throbbing bosom?—for the convulsive pressure of that
trembling hand?—that hand which fell, as Mentoni turned into the palace,
accidentally, upon the hand of the stranger. What reason could there have
been for the low—the singularly low tone of those unmeaning words which
the lady uttered hurriedly in bidding him adieu? “Thou hast conquered,” she
said, or the murmurs of the water deceived me; “thou hast conquered—one
hour after sunrise—we shall meet—so let it be!”

* * * * * *

The tumult had subsided, the lights had died away within the palace, and
the stranger, whom I now recognized, stood alone upon the flags. He with
inconceivable agitation, and his eye glanced around in search of a gondola. I
could not do less than offer him the service of my own; and he accepted the
civility. Having obtained an oar at the water-gate, we proceeded together to
his residence, while he rapidly recovered his self-possession, and spoke of
our former slight acquaintance in terms of great apparent cordiality.

There are some subjects upon which I take pleasure in being minute. The
person of the stranger—Ilet me call him by this title, who to all the world was
still a stranger—the person of the stranger is one of these subjects. In height
he might have been below rather than above the medium size: although there
were moments of intense passion when his frame actually expanded and
belied the assertion. The light, almost slender symmetry of his figure



promised more of that ready activity which he evinced at the Bridge of Sighs,
than of that Herculean strength which he has been known to wield without an
effort, upon occasions of more dangerous emergency. With the mouth and
chin of a deity—singular, wild, full, liquid eyes, whose shadows varied from
pure hazel to intense and brilliant jet—and a profusion of curling, black hair,
from which a forehead of unusual breadth gleamed forth at intervals all light
and ivory—his were features than which I have seen none more classically

regular, except, perhaps, the marble ones of the Emperor Commodus.2d Yet
his countenance was, nevertheless, one of those which all men have seen at
some period of their lives, and have never afterward seen again. It had no
peculiar, it had no settled predominant expression to be fastened upon the
memory; a countenance seen and instantly forgotten, but forgotten with a
vague and never-ceasing desire of recalling it to mind. Not that the spirit of
each rapid passion failed, at any time, to throw its own distinct image upon
the mirror of that face—but that the mirror, mirrorlike, retained no vestige of
the passion, when the passion had departed.

Upon leaving him on the night of our adventure, he solicited me, in what I
thought an urgent manner, to call upon him very early the next morning.
Shortly after sunrise, I found myself accordingly at his Palazzo, one of those
huge structures of gloomy yet fantastic pomp, which tower above the waters
of the Grand Canal in the vicinity of the Rialto. I was shown up a broad
winding staircase of mosaics, into an apartment whose unparalleled splendor
burst through the opening door with an actual glare, making me blind and
dizzy with luxurious-ness.

I knew my acquaintance to be wealthy. Report had spoken of his
possessions in terms which I had even ventured to call terms of ridiculous
exaggeration. But as I gazed about me, I could not bring myself to believe
that the wealth of any subject in Europe could have supplied the princely
magnificence which burned and blazed around.

Although, as I say, the sun had arisen, yet the room was still brilliantly
lighted up. I judge from this circumstance, as well as from an air of
exhaustion in the countenance of my friend, that he had not retired to bed
during the whole of the preceding night. In the architecture and
embellishments of the chamber, the evident design had been to dazzle and



astound. Little attention had been paid to the decora of what is technically
called keeping, or to the proprieties of nationality. The eye wandered from
object to object, and rested upon none—neither the grotesques of the Greek
painters, nor the sculptures of the best Italian days, nor the huge carvings of
untutored Egypt. Rich draperies in every part of the room trembled to the
vibration of low, melancholy music, whose origin was not to be discovered.
The senses were oppressed by mingled and conflicting perfumes, reeking up
from strange convolute censers, together with multitudinous flaring and
flickering tongues of emerald and violet fire. The rays of the newly risen sun
poured in upon the whole, through windows, formed each of a single pane of
crimson-tinted glass. Glancing to and fro, in a thousand reflections, from
curtains which rolled from their cornices like cataracts of molten silver, the
beams of natural glory mingled at length fitfully with the artificial light, and
lay weltering in subdued masses upon a carpet of rich, liquid-looking cloth of
Chili gold.

“Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha!”—Ilaughed the proprietor, motioning me to a seat
as I entered the room, and throwing himself back at full-length upon an
ottoman. “I see,” said he, perceiving that I could not immediately reconcile
myself to the bienséance of so singular a welcome, —“I see you are
astonished at my apartment—at my statues—my pictures—my originality of
conception in architecture and upholstery! absolutely drunk, eh, with my
magnificence? But pardon me, my dear sir (here his tone of voice dropped to
the very spirit of cordiality); pardon me for my uncharitable laughter. You
appeared so utterly astonished. Besides, some things are so completely
ludicrous, that a man must laugh, or die. To die laughing must be the most

glorious of all glorious deaths! Sir Thomas Morell 4 very fine man was Sir

Thomas More—Sir Thomas More died laughing, you remember. Also in the

‘Absurdities’ of Ravisius TEXtOI‘,m there is a long list of characters who came

to the same magnificent end. Do you know, however,” continued he,
musingly, “that at Sparta (which is now Pal@ochori), at Sparta, I say, to the
west of the citadel, among a chaos of scarcely visible ruins, is a kind of

socle,fupon which are still legible the letters AAEM. They are undoubtedly

part of TEAAEMA. bt Now, at Sparta were a thousand temples and shrines to
a thousand different divinities. How exceedingly strange that the altar of



Laughter should have survived all the others! But in the present instance,” he
resumed, with a singular alteration of voice and manner, ”I have no right to
be merry at your expense. You might well have been amazed. Europe cannot

produce any thing so fine as this, my little regal cabinet. My other apartments

are by no means of the same order-mere ultrasP¥ of fashionable insipidity.

This is better than fashion—is it not? Yet this has but to be seen to become
the rage—that is, with those who could afford it at the cost of their entire
patrimony. I have guarded, however, against any such profanation. With one
exception, you are the only human being, besides myself and my valet, who
has been admitted within the mysteries of these imperial precincts, since they
have been bedizened as you see!”

I bowed in acknowledgment—for the overpowering sense of splendor and
perfume and music, together with the unexpected eccentricity of his address
and manner, prevented me from expressing, in words, my appreciation of
what I might have construed into a compliment.

“Here,” he resumed, arising and leaning on my arm as he sauntered around

the apartment, “here are paintings from the Greeks to Cimabue,b—V and from

Cimabue to the present hour. Many are chosen, as you see, with little

deference to the opinions of Virtu.2W They are all, however, fitting tapestry
for a chamber such as this. Here, too, are some chef d’ ceuvres of the
unknown great; and here, unfinished designs by men, celebrated in their day,
whose very names the perspicacity of the academies has left to silence and to
me. What think you,” said he, turning abruptly as he spoke,—“what think
you of this Madonna della Pieta?”

“It is Guido‘s2X own!” I said, with all the enthusiasm of my nature, for I
had been poring intently over its surpassing loveliness. “It is Guido’s own!—
how could you have obtained it? she is undoubtedly in painting what the
Venus is in sculpture.”

“Ha!” said he, thoughtfully, “the Venus?—the beautiful Venus?—the

Venus of the Medici?2Y—she of the diminutive head and the gilded hair?
Part of the left arm [here his voice dropped so as to be heard with difficulty],
and all the right, are restorations, and in the coquetry of that right arm lies, I

think, the quintessence of all affectation. Give me the Canova'PZ The Apollo,



too, is a copy—there can be no doubt of it—blind fool that I am, who cannot
behold the boasted inspiration of the Apollo!“¢ I cannot help—pity me!—I

cannot help preferring the Antinous.€2 Was it not Socrates who said that the
statuary found his statue in the block of marble? Then Michael Angelo was
by no means original in his couplet—

‘Non ha I’ottimo artista alcun concetto

Che un marmo solo in se non circunscriva.’ ”€¢

It has been, or should be remarked, that, in the manner of the true
gentleman, we are always aware of a difference from the bearing of the
vulgar, without being at once precisely able to determine in what such
difference consists. Allowing the remark to have applied in its full force to
the outward demeanor of my acquaintance, I felt it, on that eventful morning,
still more fully applicable to his moral temperament and character. Nor can I
better define that peculiarity of spirit which seemed to place him so
essentially apart from all other human beings, than by calling it a habit of
intense and continual thought, pervading even his most trivial actions—
intruding upon his moments of dalliance—and interweaving itself with his
very flashes of merriment—Ilike adders which writhe from out the eyes of the
grinning masks in the cornices around the temples of Persepolis.

I could not help, however, repeatedly observing, through the mingled tone
of levity and solemnity with which he rapidly descanted upon matters of little
importance, a certain air of trepidation—a degree of nervous unction in action
and in speech—an unquiet excitability of manner which appeared to me at all
times unaccountable, and upon some occasions even filled me with alarm.
Frequently, too, pausing in the middle of a sentence whose commencement
he had apparently forgotten, he seemed to be listening in the deepest
attention, as if either in momentary expectation of a visitor, or to sounds
which must have had existence in his imagination alone.

It was during one of these reveries or pauses of apparent abstraction, that,
in turning over a page of the poet and scholar Politian’s beautiful tragedy,

“The Orfeo”cd (the first native Italian tragedy), which lay near me upon an
ottoman, I discovered a passage underlined in pencil. It was a passage toward
the end of the third act—a passage of the most heart-stirring excitement—a



passage which, although tainted with impurity, no man shall read without a
thrill of novel emotion—no woman without a sigh. The whole page was
blotted with fresh tears; and, upon the opposite interleaf, were the following
English lines, written in a hand so very different from the peculiar characters
of my acquaintance, that I had some difficulty in recognizing it as his own:

Thou wast that all to me, love,

For which my soul did pine—

A green isle in the sea, love,

A fountain and a shrine,

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers;
And all the flowers were mine.

Ah, dream too bright to last!

Ah, starry Hope, that didst arise
But to be overcast!

A voice from out the Future cries,
“Onward !”"—but o‘er the Past
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies,
Mute—motionless—aghast!

For alas! alas! with me

The light of life is o‘er.

“No more—no more—no more,
(Such language holds the solemn sea

To the sands upon the shore),
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree,
Or the stricken eagle soar!

Now all my hours are trances;
And all my nightly dreams

Are where the dark eye glances,
And where thy footstep gleams
In what ethereal dances,



By what Italian streams.

Alas! for that accursed time

They bore thee o‘er the billow,
From Love to titled age and crime,
And an unholy pillow!—

From me, and from our misty clime,

Where weeps the silver willow!<€

That these lines were written in English—a language with which I had not
believed their author acquainted—afforded me little matter of surprise. I was
too well aware of the extent of his acquirements, and of the singular pleasure
he took in concealing them from observation, to be astonished at any similar
discovery; but the place of date, I must confess, occasioned me no little
amazement. It had been originally London, and afterward carefully
overscored—not, however, so effectually as to conceal the word from a
scrutinizing eye. I say, this occasioned me no little amazement; for I well
remember that, in a former conversation with my friend, I particularly
inquired if he had at any time met in London the Marchesa di Mentoni (who
for some years previous to her marriage had resided in that city), when his
answer, if I mistake not, gave me to understand that he had never visited the
metropolis of Great Britain. I might as well here mention, that I have more
than once heard (without, of course, giving credit to a report involving so
many improbabilities), that the person of whom I speak, was not only by
birth, but in education, an Englishman.

* * * * * *

“There is one painting,” said he, without being aware of my notice of the
tragedy,—“there is still one painting which you have not seen.” And
throwing aside a drapery, he discovered a full-length portrait of the Marchesa
Aphrodite.

Human art could have done no more in the delineation of her super-human
beauty. The same ethereal figure which stood before me the preceding night
upon the steps of the Ducal Palace, stood before me once again. But in the



expression of the countenance, which was beaming all over with smiles, there
still lurked (incomprehensible anomaly!) that fitful stain of melancholy which
will ever be found inseparable from the perfection of the beautiful. Her right
arm lay folded over her bosom. With her left she pointed downward to a
curiously fashioned vase. One small, fairy foot, alone visible, barely touched
the earth; and, scarcely discernible in the brilliant atmosphere which seemed
to encircle and enshrine her loveliness, floated a pair of the most delicately
imagined wings. My glance fell from the painting to the figure of my friend,
and the vigorous words of Chap-man’s Bussy D‘Ambois, quivered
instinctively upon my lips:

“He is up
There like a Roman statue! He will stand

Till Death hath made him marble!”<t

“Come,” he said at length, turning toward a table of richly enamelled and
massive silver, upon which were a few goblets fantastically stained, together
with two large Etruscan vases, fashioned in the same extraordinary model as
that in the foreground of the portrait, and filled with what I supposed to be
Johannisberger. “Come,” he said, abruptly, “let us drink! It is early—but let
us drink. It is indeed early,” he continued, musingly, as a cherub with a heavy
golden hammer made the apartment ring with the first hour after sunrise: “it
is indeed early—but what matters it? let us drink! Let us pour out an of fering
to yon solemn sun which these gaudy lamps and censers are so eager to
subdue!” And having made me pledge him in a bumper, he swallowed in
rapid succession several goblets of the wine.

“To dream,” he continued, resuming the tone of his desultory conversation,
as he held up to the rich light of a censer one of the magnificent vases—*“to
dream has been the business of my life, I have therefore framed for myself, as
you see, a bower of dreams. In the heart of Venice could I have erected a
better? You behold around you, it is true, a medley of architectural
embellishments. The chastity of Ionia is offended by antediluvian devices,
and the sphynxes of Egypt are outstretched upon carpets of gold. Yet the
effect is incongruous to the timid alone. Proprieties of place, and especially of
time, are the bugbears which terrify mankind from the contemplation of the
magnificent. Once I was myself a decorist; but that sublimation of folly has



palled upon my soul. All this is now the fitter for my purpose. Like these
arabesque censers, my spirit is writhing in fire, and the delirium of this scene
is fashioning me for the wilder visions of that land of real dreams whither I
am now rapidly departing.” He here paused abruptly, bent his head to his
bosom, and seemed to listen to a sound which I could not hear. At length,
erecting his frame, he looked upwards, and ejaculated the lines of the Bishop
of Chichester:

“Stay for me there! I will not fail
To meet thee in that hollow vale.”

In the next instant, confessing the power of the wine, he threw himself at
full length upon an ottoman.

A quick step was now heard upon the staircase, and a loud knock at the
door rapidly succeeded. I was hastening to anticipate a second disturbance,
when a page of Mentoni’s household burst into the room, and faltered out, in
a voice choking with emotion, the incoherent words, “My mistress!—my
mistress!—Poisoned!—poisoned! Oh, beautiful—oh, beautiful Aphrodite!”

Bewildered, I flew to the ottoman, and endeavored to arouse the sleeper to
a sense of the startling intelligence. But his limbs were rigid—his lips were
livid—his lately beaming eyes were riveted in death. 1 staggered back toward
the table—my hand fell upon a cracked and blackened goblet—and a
consciousness of the entire and terrible truth flashed suddenly over my soul.



Shadow—A Parable

Yea! though I walk through the valley of the Shadow.
—Psalm of David

YE WHO READ ARE still among the living; but I who write shall have long
since gone my way into the region of shadows. For indeed strange things
shall happen, and secret things be known, and many centuries shall pass
away, ere these memorials be seen of men. And, when seen, there will be
some to disbelieve, and some to doubt, and yet a few who will find much to
ponder upon in the characters here graven with a stylus of iron.

The year had been a year of terror, and of feelings more intense than terror
for which there is no name upon the earth. For many prodigies and signs had
taken place, and far and wide, over sea and land, the black wings of the
Pestilence were spread abroad. To those, nevertheless, cunning in the stars, it
was not unknown that the heavens wore an aspect of ill; and to me, the Greek

Oinos, 8 among others, it was evident that now had arrived the alternation of
that seven hundred and ninety-fourth year when, at the entrance of Aries, the

planet Jupiter is conjoined with the red ring of the terrible Saturnus.SD The
peculiar spirit of the skies, if I mistake not greatly, made itself manifest, not
only in the physical orb of the earth, but in the souls, imaginations, and
meditations of mankind.

Over some flasks of the red Chian wine, within the walls of a noble hall, in
a dim city called Ptolemais, we sat, at night, a company of seven. And to our
chamber there was no entrance save by a lofty door of brass: and the door
was fashioned by the artisan Corinnos, and, being of rare workmanship, was
fastened from within. Black draperies, likewise, in the gloomy room, shut out
from our view the moon, the lurid stars, and the peopleless streets—but the
boding and the memory of Evil, they would not be so excluded. There were
things around us and about of which I can render no distinct account—things
material and spiritual—heaviness in the atmosphere—a sense of suffocation
—anxiety—and, above all, that terrible state of existence which the nervous



experience when the senses are keenly living and awake, and meanwhile the
powers of thought lie dormant. A dead weight hung upon us. It hung upon
our limbs—upon the household furniture—upon the goblets from which we
drank; and all things were depressed, and borne down thereby—all things
save only the flames of the seven iron lamps which illumined our revel.
Uprearing themselves in tall slender lines of light, they thus remained
burning all pallid and motionless; and in the mirror which their lustre formed
upon the round table of ebony at which we sat, each of us there assembled
beheld the pallor of his own countenance, and the unquiet glare in the
downcast eyes of his companions. Yet we laughed and were merry in our
proper way—which was hysterical; and sang the songs of Anacreon“—
which are madness; and drank deeply—although the purple wine reminded us
of blood. For there was yet another tenant of our chamber in the person of

young Zoilus.Y Dead, and at full length he lay, enshrouded;—the genius and
the demon of the scene. Alas! he bore no portion in our mirth, save that his
countenance, distorted with the plague, and his eyes, in which Death had but
half extinguished the fire of the pestilence, seemed to take such interest in our
merriment as the dead may haply take in the merriment of those who are to
die. But although I, Oinos, felt that the eyes of the departed were upon me,
still I forced myself not to perceive the bitterness of their expression, and,
gazing down steadily into the depths of the ebony mirror, sang with a loud
and sonorous voice the songs of the son of Teios. But gradually my songs
they ceased, and their echoes, rolling afar off among the sable draperies of
the chamber, became weak, and undistinguishable, and so faded away. And
lo! from among those sable draperies where the sounds of the song departed,
there came forth a dark and undefined shadow—a shadow such as the moon,
when low in heaven, might fashion from the figure of a man: but it was the
shadow neither of man nor of God, nor of any familiar thing. And quivering
awhile among the draperies of the room, it at length rested in full view upon
the surface of the door of brass. But the shadow was vague, and formless, and
indefinite, and was the shadow neither of man nor God—mneither God of

Greece, nor God of Chaldaea,ﬂ{ nor any Egyptian God. And the shadow
rested upon the brazen doorway, and under the arch of the entablature of the
door, and moved not, nor spoke any word, but there became stationary and
remained. And the door whereupon the shadow rested was, if I remember



aright, over against the feet of the young Zoilus enshrouded. But we, the
seven there assembled, having seen the shadow as it came out from among
the draperies, dared not steadily behold it, but cast down our eyes, and gazed
continually into the depths of the mirror of ebony. And at length I, Oinos,
speaking some low words, demanded of the shadow its dwelling and its
appellation. And the shadow answered, “I am SHADOW, and my dwelling is
near to the Catacombs of Ptolemais, and hard by those dim plains of

Helusion€ which border upon the foul Charonian canal.” And then did we,

the seven, start from our seats in horror, and stand trembling, and shuddering,
and aghast, for the tones in the voice of the shadow were not the tones of any
one being, but of a multitude of beings, and, varying in their cadences from
syllable to syllable, fell duskly upon our ears in the well-remembered and
familiar accents of many thousand departed friends.



Silence—A Fable

[EUBOUTLL POPEWY XOB'VPL TE KoL POPAYYES

INpwues Te ko yopadpor.

—Alcman

“The mountain pinnacles slumber; valleys, crags, and caves are silent. ”1

“LISTEN TO ME,” SAID the Demon, as he placed his hand upon my head.

“The region of which I speak is a dreary region in Libya,“! by the borders of
the river Zaire, and there is no quiet there, nor silence.

“The waters of the river have a saffron and sickly hue; and they flow not
onward to the sea, but palpitate forever and forever beneath the red eye of the
sun with a tumultuous and convulsive motion. For many miles on either side
of the river’s oozy bed is a pale desert of gigantic water-lilies. They sigh one
unto the other in that solitude, and stretch toward the heavens their long and
ghastly necks, and nod to and fro their everlasting heads. And there is an
indistinct murmur which cometh out from among them like the rushing of
subterrene water. And they sigh one unto the other.

“But there is a boundary to their realm—the boundary of the dark, horrible,

lofty forest. There, like the waves about the Hebrides,“C the low underwood
is agitated continually. But there is no wind throughout the heaven. And the
tall primeval trees rock eternally hither and thither with a crashing and
mighty sound. And from their high summits, one by one, drop everlasting
dews. And at the roots strange poisonous flowers lie writhing in perturbed
slumber. And overhead, with a rustling and loud noise, the gray clouds rush
westwardly forever, until they roll, a cataract, over the fiery wall of the
horizon. But there is no wind throughout the heaven. And by the shores of the
river Zaire there is neither quiet nor silence.

“It was night, and the rain fell; and, falling, it was rain, but, having fallen, it



was blood. And I stood in the morass among the tall lilies, and the rain fell
upon my head—and the lilies sighed one unto the other in the solemnity of
their desolation.

“And, all at once, the moon arose through the thin ghastly mist, and was
crimson in color. And mine eyes fell upon a huge gray rock which stood by
the shore of the river, and was lighted by the light of the moon. And the rock
was gray, and ghastly, and tall,—and the rock was gray. Upon its front were
characters engraven in the stone; and I walked through the morass of water-
lilies, until I came close unto the shore, that I might read the characters upon
the stone. But I could not decipher them. And I was going back into the
morass, when the moon shone with a fuller red, and I turned and looked again
upon the rock, and upon the characters; and the characters were
DESOLATION.

“And I looked upward, and there stood a man upon the summit of the rock;
and I hid myself among the water-lilies that I might discover the actions of
the man. And the man was tall and stately in form, and was wrapped up from
his shoulders to his feet in the toga of old Rome. And the outlines of his
figure were indistinct—but his features were the features of a deity; for the
mantle of the night, and of the mist, and of the moon, and of the dew, had left
uncovered the features of his face. And his brow was lofty with thought, and
his eye wild with care; and in the few furrows upon his cheek I read the
fables of sorrow, and weariness, and disgust with mankind, and a longing
after solitude.

“And the man sat upon the rock, and leaned his head upon his hand, and
looked out upon the desolation. He looked down into the low unquiet
shrubbery, and up into the tall primeval trees, and up higher at the rustling
heaven, and into the crimson moon. And I lay close within shelter of the
lilies, and observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in the
solitude;—but the night waned, and he sat upon the rock.

“And the man turned his attention from the heaven, and looked out upon
the dreary river Zaire, and upon the yellow ghastly waters, and upon the pale
legions of the water-lilies. And the man listened to the sighs of the water-
lilies, and to the murmur that came up from among them. And I lay close
within my covert and observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled



in the solitude;—but the night waned and he sat upon the rock.

“Then I went down into the recesses of the morass and waded afar in
among the wilderness of lilies, and called upon the hippopotami which dwelt
among the fens in the recesses of the morass. And the hippopotami heard my
call, and came, with the behemoth, unto the foot of the rock, and roared
loudly and fearfully beneath the moon. And I lay close within my covert and
observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in the solitude;—but
the night waned and he sat upon the rock.

“Then I cursed the elements with the curse of tumult; and a frightful
tempest gathered in the heaven, where, before, there had been no wind. And
the heaven became livid with the violence of the tempest—and the rain beat
upon the head of the man—and the floods of the river came down—and the
river was tormented into foam—and the water-lilies shrieked within their
beds—and the forest crumbled before the wind—and the thunder rolled—and
the lightning fell—and the rock rocked to its foundation. And I lay close
within my covert and observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled
in the solitude;—but the night waned and he sat upon the rock.

“Then I grew angry and cursed, with the curse of silence, the river, and the
lilies, and the wind, and the forest, and the heaven, and the thunder, and the
sighs of the water-lilies. And they became accursed, and were still. And the
moon ceased to totter up its pathway to heaven—and the thunder died away
—and the lightning did not flash—and the clouds hung motionless—and the
waters sunk to their level and remained—and the trees ceased to rock—and
the water-lilies sighed no more—and the murmur was heard no longer from
among them, nor any shadow of sound throughout the vast illimitable desert.
And I looked upon the characters of the rock, and they were changed; and the
characters were SILENCE.

“And mine eyes fell upon the countenance of the man, and his countenance
was wan with terror. And, hurriedly, he raised his head from his hand, and
stood forth upon the rock and listened. But there was no voice throughout the
vast illimitable desert, and the characters upon the rock were SILENCE. And
the man shuddered, and turned his face away, and fled afar off, in haste, so
that I beheld him no more.”



Now there are fine tales in the volumes of the Magi“?>—in the iron-bound,
melancholy volumes of the Magi. Therein, I say, are glorious histories of the

Heaven, and of the Earth, and of the mighty sea—and of the Genii‘d that
overruled the sea, and the earth, and the lofty heaven. There was much lore
too in the sayings which were said by the Sibyls; and holy, holy things were

heard of old by the dim leaves that trembled around Dodona“—but, as Allah
liveth, that fable which the demon told me as he sat by my side in the shadow
of the tomb, I hold to be the most wonderful of all! And as the Demon made
an end of his story, he fell back within the cavity of the tomb and laughed.
And I could not laugh with the Demon, and he cursed me because I could not
laugh. And the lynx which dwelleth forever in the tomb, came out therefrom,
and lay down at the feet of the Demon, and looked at him steadily in the face.



Berenice

Dicebant mihi sodales, si sepulchrum amice visitarem, curas meas
aliquantulum fore levatas.

—Ebn Zaiat<s

MISERY IS MANIFOLD. THE wretchedness of earth is multiform.
Overreaching the wide horizon as the rainbow, its hues are as various as the
hues of that arch—as distinct too, yet as intimately blended. Overreaching the
wide horizon as the rainbow! How is it that from beauty I have derived a type
of unloveliness?—from the covenant of peace, a simile of sorrow? But, as in
ethics, evil is a consequence of good, so, in fact, out of joy is sorrow born.
Either the memory of past bliss is the anguish of to-day, or the agonies which
are, have their origin in the ecstasies which might have been.

My baptismal name is Egeus; that of my family I will not mention. Yet
there are no towers in the land more time-honored than my gloomy, gray,
hereditary halls. Our line has been called a race of visionaries; and in many
striking particulars—in the character of the family mansion—in the frescos of
the chief saloon—in the tapestries of the dormitories—in the chiselling of
some buttresses in the armory—but more especially in the gallery of antique
paintings—in the fashion of the library chamber—and, lastly, in the very
peculiar nature of the library’s contents—there is more than sufficient
evidence to warrant the belief.

The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that chamber, and
with its volumes—of which latter I will say no more. Here died my mother.
Herein was I born. But it is mere idleness to say that I had not lived before—
that the soul has no previous existence. You deny it?—Ilet us not argue the
matter. Convinced myself, I seek not to convince. There is, however, a
remembrance of aerial forms—of spiritual and meaning eyes—of sounds,
musical yet sad; a remembrance which will not be excluded; a memory like a
shadow—vague, variable, indefinite, unsteady; and like a shadow, too, in the
impossibility of my getting rid of it while the sunlight of my reason shall



exist.

In that chamber was I born. Thus awakening from the long night of what
seemed, but was not, nonentity, at once into the very regions of fairy land—
into a palace of imagination—into the wild dominions of monastic thought
and erudition—it is not singular that I gazed around me with a startled and
ardent eye—that I loitered away my boyhood in books, and dissipated my
youth in revery; but it is singular, that as years rolled away, and the noon of
manhood found me still in the mansion of my fathers-it is wonderful what a
stagnation there fell upon the springs of my life—wonderful how total an
inversion took place in the character of my commonest thought. The realities
of the world affected me as visions, and as visions only, while the wild ideas
of the land of dreams became, in turn, not the material of my every-day
existence, but in very deed that existence utterly and solely in itself.

* * * * * * *

Berenice and I were cousins, and we grew up together in my paternal halls.
Yet differently we grew—I, ill of health, and buried in gloom—she, agile,
graceful, and overflowing with energy; hers the ramble on the hillside—
mine, the studies of the cloister; I, living within my own heart, and addicted,
body and soul, to the most intense and painful meditation—she, roaming
carelessly through life, with no thought of the shadows in her path, or the
silent flight of the raven-winged hours. Berenice!—I call upon her name—
Berenicel—and from the gray ruins of memory a thousand tumultuous
recollections are startled at the sound! Ah, vividly is her image before me
now, as in the early days of her light-heartedness and joy! Oh, gorgeous yet

fantastic beauty! Oh, sylph amid the shrubberies of Arnheim!€t Oh, Najad<!
among its fountains! And then—then all is mystery and terror, and a tale
which should not be told. Disease—a fatal disease, fell like the simoon upon
her frame; and even, while I gazed upon her, the spirit of change swept over
her, pervading her mind, her habits, and her character, and, in a manner the
most subtle and terrible, disturbing even the identity of her person! Alas! the
destroyer came and went!—and the victim—where is she? I knew her not—
or knew her no longer as Berenice!

Among the numerous train of maladies superinduced by that fatal and



primary one which effected a revolution of so horrible a kind in the moral
and physical being of my cousin, may be mentioned as the most distressing
and obstinate in its nature, a species of epilepsy not unfrequently terminating
in trance itself—trance very nearly resembling positive dissolution, and from
which her manner of recovery was, in most instances, startingly abrupt. In the
meantime, my own disease—for I have been told that I should call it by no
other appellation—my own disease, then, grew rapidly upon me, and
assumed finally a monomaniac character of a novel and extraordinary form—
hourly and momently gaining vigor—and at length obtaining over me the
most incomprehensible ascendency. This monomania, if I must so term it,
consisted in a morbid irritability of those properties of the mind in
metaphysical science termed the attentive. It is more than probable that I am
not understood; but I fear, indeed, that it is in no manner possible to convey
to the mind of the merely general reader, an adequate idea of that nervous
intensity of interest with which, in my case, the powers of meditation (not to
speak technically) busied and buried themselves, in the contemplation of
even the most ordinary objects of the universe.

To muse for long unwearied hours, with my attention riveted to some
frivolous device on the margin or in the typography of a book; to become
absorbed, for the better part of a summer’s day, in a quaint shadow falling
aslant upon the tapestry or upon the floor; to lose myself, for an entire night,
in watching the steady flame of a lamp, or the embers of a fire; to dream
away whole days over the perfume of a flower; to repeat, monotonously,
some common word, until the sound, by dint of frequent repetition, ceased to
convey any idea whatever to the mind; to lose all sense of motion or physical
existence, by means of absolute bodily quiescence long and obstinately
persevered in: such were a few of the most common and least pernicious
vagaries induced by a condition of the mental faculties, not, indeed,
altogether unparalleled, but certainly bidding defiance to any thing like
analysis or explanation.

Yet let me not be misapprehended. The undue, earnest, and morbid
attention thus excited by objects in their own nature frivolous, must not be
confounded in character with that ruminating propensity common to all
mankind, and more especially indulged in by persons of ardent imagination.
It was not even, as might be at first supposed, an extreme condition, or



exaggeration of such propensity, but primarily and essentially distinct and
different. In the one instance, the dreamer, or enthusiast, being interested by
an object usually not frivolous, imperceptibly loses sight of this object in a
wilderness of deductions and suggestions issuing therefrom, until, at the
conclusion of a day-dream often replete with Iluxury, he finds the
incitamentum, or first cause of his musings, entirely vanished and forgotten.
In my case, the primary object was invariably frivolous, although assuming,
through the medium of my distempered vision, a refracted and unreal
importance. Few deductions, if any, were made; and those few pertinaciously
returning in upon the original object as a centre. The meditations were never
pleasurable; and at the termination of the revery, the first cause, so far from
being out of sight, had attained that super-naturally exaggerated interest
which was the prevailing feature of the disease. In a word, the powers of
mind more particularly exercised were, with me, as I have said before, the
attentive, and are, with the day-dreamer, the speculative.

My books, at this epoch, if they did not actually serve to irritate the
disorder, partook, it will be perceived, largely, in their imaginative and
inconsequential nature, of the characteristic qualities of the disorder itself. I
well remember, among others, the treatise of the noble Italian, Ccelius
Secundus Curio, “De Amplitudine Beati Regni Dei”; St. Austin’s great work,
“The City of God”; and Tertullian’s “De Carne Christi,” in which the
paradoxical sentence, “Mortuus est Dei filius; credibile est quia ineptum est;
et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia impossible est,” occupied my

undivided time, for many weeks of laborious and fruitless investigation.5

Thus it will appear that, shaken from its balance only by trivial things, my
reason bore resemblance to that ocean-crag spoken of by Ptolemy

Hephestion,YY which steadily resisting the attacks of human violence, and the
fiercer fury of the waters and the winds, trembled only to the touch of the

flower called Asphodel.“Y And although, to a careless thinker, it might
appear a matter beyond doubt, that the alteration produced by her unhappy
malady, in the moral condition of Berenice, would afford me many objects
for the exercise of that intense and abnormal meditation whose nature I have
been at some trouble in explaining, yet such was not in any degree the case.
In the lucid intervals of my infirmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me pain,



and, taking deeply to heart that total wreck of her fair and gentle life, I did not
fail to ponder, frequently and bitterly, upon the wonder-working means by
which so strange a revolution had been so suddenly brought to pass. But
these reflections partook not of the idiosyncrasy of my disease, and were such
as would have occurred, under similar circumstances, to the ordinary mass of
mankind. True to its own character, my disorder revelled in the less important
but more startling changes wrought in the physical frame of Berenice—in the
singular and most appalling distortion of her personal identity.

During the brightest days of her unparalleled beauty, most surely I had
never loved her. In the strange anomaly of my existence, feelings with me,
had never been of the heart, and my passions always were of the mind.
Through the gray of the early morning—among the trellised shadows of the
forest at noonday—and in the silence of my library at night—she had flitted
by my eyes, and I had seen her—not as the living and breathing Berenice, but
as the Berenice of a dream; not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the
abstraction of such a being; not as a thing to admire, but to analyze; not as an
object of love, but as the theme of the most abstruse although desultory
speculation. And now—now I shuddered in her presence, and grew pale at
her approach; yet, bitterly lamenting her fallen and desolate condition, I
called to mind that she had loved me long, and, in an evil moment, I spoke to
her of marriage.

And at length the period of our nuptials was approaching, when, upon an
afternoon in the winter of the year—one of those unseasonably warm, calm,

and misty days which are the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon,“*—1I sat (and
sat, as I thought, alone) in the inner apartment of the library. But, uplifting
my eyes, | saw that Berenice stood before me.

Was it my own excited imagination—or the misty influence of the
atmosphere—or the uncertain twilight of the chamber—or the gray draperies
which fell around her figure—that caused in it so vacillating and indistinct an
outline? I could not tell. She spoke no word; and I—not for worlds could I
have uttered a syllable. An icy chill ran through my frame; a sense of
insufferable anxiety oppressed me; a consuming curiosity pervaded my soul;
and, sinking back upon the chair, I remained for some time breathless and
motionless, with my eyes riveted upon her person. Alas! its emaciation was



excessive, and not one vestige of the former being lurked in any single line of
the contour. My burning glances at length fell upon the face.

The forehead was high, and very pale, and singularly placid; and the once
jetty hair fell partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow temples with
innumerable ringlets, now of a vivid yellow, and jarring discordantly, in their
fantastic character, with the reigning melancholy of the countenance. The
eyes were lifeless, and lustreless, and seemingly pupilless, and I shrank
involuntarily from their glassy stare to the contemplation of the thin and
shrunken lips. They parted; and in a smile of peculiar meaning, the teeth of
the changed Berenice disclosed themselves slowly to my view. Would to God
that I had never beheld them, or that, having done so, I had died!

* »* * * * * *

The shutting of a door disturbed me, and looking up, I found that my cousin
had departed from the chamber. But from the disordered chamber of my
brain, had not, alas! departed, and would not be driven away, the white and
ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not a speck on their surface—not a shade on
their enamel—not an indenture in their edges—but what that brief period of
her smile had sufficed to brand in upon my memory. I saw them now even
more unequivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth!—the teeth!—they
were here, and there, and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me;
long, narrow, and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them,
as in the very moment of their first terrible development. Then came the full
fury of my monomania, and I struggled in vain against its strange and
irresistible influence. In the multiplied objects of the external world I had no
thoughts but for the teeth. For these I longed with a frenzied desire. All other
matters and all different interests became absorbed in their single
contemplation. They—they alone were present to the mental eye, and they, in
their sole individuality, became the essence of my mental life. I held them in
every light. I turned them in every attitude. I surveyed their characteristics. 1
dwelt upon their peculiarities. I pondered upon their conformation. I mused
upon the alteration in their nature. I shuddered as I assigned to them, in
imagination, a sensitive and sentient power, and, even when unassisted by the

lips, a capability of moral expression. Of Mademoiselle Salle<Y it has been



well said: “Que tous ses pas étaient des sentiments,” and of Berenice I more

seriously believed que tous ses dents étaient des idées.Z Des idées!—ah,
here was the idiotic thought that destroyed me! Des idées!—ah, therefore it
was that I coveted them so madly! I felt that their possession could alone ever
restore me to peace, in giving me back to reason.

And the evening closed in upon me thus—and then the darkness came, and
tarried, and went—and the day again dawned—and the mists of a second
night were now gathering around—and still I sat motionless in that solitary
room—and still I sat buried in meditation—and still the phantasma of the
teeth maintained its terrible ascendancy, as, with the most vivid and hideous
distinctness, it floated about amid the changing lights and shadows of the
chamber. At length there broke in upon my dreams a cry as of horror and
dismay; and thereunto, after a pause, succeeded the sound of troubled voices,
intermingled with many low moanings of sorrow or of pain. I arose from my
seat, and throwing open one of the doors of the library, saw standing out in
the antechamber a servant maiden, all in tears, who told me that Berenice was
—no more! She had been seized with epilepsy in the early morning, and now,
at the closing in of the night, the grave was ready for its tenant, and all the
preparations for the burial were completed.

* * * * * * *

I found myself sitting in the library, and again sitting there alone. It seemed
to me that I had newly awakened from a confused and exciting dream. I knew
that it was now midnight, and I was well aware, that since the setting of the
sun, Berenice had been interred. But of that dreary period which intervened I
had no positive, at least no definite, comprehension. Yet its memory was
replete with horror—horror more horrible from being vague, and terror more
terrible from ambiguity. It was a fearful page in the record of my existence,
written all over with dim, and hideous, and unintelligible recollections. I
strived to decipher them, but in vain; while ever and anon, like the spirit of a
departed sound, the shrill and piercing shriek of a female voice seemed to be
ringing in my ears. I had done a deed—what was it? I asked myself the
question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber answered me
—“What was it?”



On the table beside me burned a lamp, and near it lay a little box. It was of
no remarkable character, and I had seen it frequently before, for it was the
property of the family physician; but how came it there, upon my table, and
why did I shudder in regarding it? These things were in no manner to be
accounted for, and my eyes at length dropped to the open pages of a book,
and to a sentence underscored therein. The words were the singular but
simple ones of the poet Ebn Zaiat:— “Dicebant mihi sodales si sepulchrum

amicee visitarem, curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas. »da Why, then, as |
perused them, did the hairs of my head erect themselves on end, and the
blood of my body become congealed within my veins?

There came a light tap at the library door—and, pale as the tenant of a
tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe. His looks were wild with terror, and he
spoke to me in a voice tremulous, husky, and very low. What said he?—some
broken sentences I heard. He told of a wild cry disturbing the silence of the
night—of the gathering together of the household—of a search in the
direction of the sound; and then his tones grew thrillingly distinct as he
whispered me of a violated grave—of a disfigured body enshrouded, yet still
breathing—still palpitating—still alive!

He pointed to my garments; they were muddy and clotted with gore. I
spoke not, and he took me gently by the hand: it was indented with the
impress of human nails. He directed my attention to some object against the
wall. I looked at it for some minutes: it was a spade. With a shriek I bounded
to the table, and grasped the box that lay upon it. But I could not force it
open; and, in my tremor, it slipped from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst
into pieces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled out some
instruments of dental surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white, and
ivory-looking substances that were scattered to and fro about the floor.



Morella

AvTO %0’ auTo ped’ avTou, PLoVo ELBES CLEL OV. fielf by  tself

solely, ONE everlastingly, and single.
—Plato—Sympos.

WITH A FEELING OF deep yet most singular affection I regarded my friend
Morella. Thrown by accident into her society many years ago, my soul, from

our first meeting, burned with fires it had never before known; but the fires

were not of Eros,® and bitter and tormenting to my spirit was the gradual

conviction that I could in no manner define their unusual meaning, or
regulate their vague intensity. Yet we met; and fate bound us together at the
altar; and I never spoke of passion, nor thought of love. She, however,
shunned society, and, attaching herself to me alone, rendered me happy. It is
a happiness to wonder;—it is a happiness to dream.

Morella’s erudition was profound. As I hope to live, her talents were of no
common order—her powers of mind were gigantic. I felt this, and, in many
matters, became her pupil. I soon, however, found that, perhaps on account of

her Pressburgx education, she placed before me a number of those mystical
writings which are usually considered the mere dross of the early German
literature. These, for what reason I could not imagine, were her favorite and
constant study—and that, in process of time they became my own, should be
attributed to the simple but effectual influence of habit and example.

In all this, if I err not, my reason had little to do. My convictions, or I forget
myself, were in no manner acted upon by the ideal, nor was any tincture of
the mysticism which I read, to be discovered, unless I am greatly mistaken,
either in my deeds or in my thoughts. Persuaded of this, I abandoned myself
implicitly to the guidance of my wife, and entered with an unflinching heart
into the intricacies of her studies. And then—then, when, poring over
forbidden pages, I felt a forbidden spirit enkindling within me—would
Morella place her cold hand upon my own, and rake up from the ashes of a
dead philosophy some low, singular words, whose strange meaning burned



themselves in upon my memory. And then, hour after hour would I linger by
her side, and dwell upon the music of her voice—until, at length, its melody
was tainted with terror,—and there fell a shadow upon my soul—and I grew
pale, and shuddered inwardly at those too unearthly tones. And thus, joy
suddenly faded into horror, and the most beautiful became the most hideous,

as Hinnom became Gehenna.g1

It is unnecessary to state the exact character of those disquisitions which,
growing out of the volumes I have mentioned, formed, for so long a time,
almost the sole conversation of Morella and myself. By the learned in what
might be termed theological morality they will be readily conceived, and by
the unlearned they would, at all events, be little understood. The wild

Pantheism of Fichte; the modified leAvYYeEveTwr o Pythagoreans; and,
above all, the doctrines of Identity as urged by Schelling, were generally the
points of discussion presenting the most of beauty to the imaginative Morella.
That identity which is termed personal, Mr. Locke, I think, truly defines to
consist in the saneness of a rational being. And since by person we
understand an intelligent essence having reason, and since there is a
consciousness which always accompanies thinking, it is this which makes us
all to be that which we call ourselves—thereby distinguishing us from other
beings that think, and giving us our personal identity. But the principium
individuationis—the notion of that identity which at death is or is not lost for
ever—was to me, at all times, a consideration of intense interest; not more
from the perplexing and exciting nature of its consequences, than from the

marked and agitated manner in which Morella mentioned them.”

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



her meaning eyes, and then my soul sickened and became giddy with the
giddiness of one who gazes downward into some dreary and unfathomable
abyss.

Shall I then say that I longed with an earnest and consuming desire for the
moment of Morella’s decease? I did; but the fragile spirit clung to its
tenement of clay for many days—for many weeks and irksome months—
until my tortured nerves obtained the mastery over my mind, and I grew
furious through delay, and, with the heart of a fiend, cursed the days, and the
hours, and the bitter moments, which seemed to lengthen and lengthen as her
gentle life declined—Ilike shadows in the dying of the day.

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

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

I kissed her forehead, and she continued:
“I am dying, yet shall I live.”

“Morella!”

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

“Morella!”

“I repeat that I am dying. But within me is a pledge of that affection—ah,
how littlel—which thou didst feel for me, Morella. And when my spirit
departs shall the child live—thy child and mine, Morella’s. But thy days shall
be days of sorrow—that sorrow which is the most lasting of impressions, as

the cypressd—e is the most enduring of trees. For the hours of thy happiness are

over; and joy is not gathered twice in a life, as the roses of Paestum dftwice in

a year. Thou shalt no longer, then, play the Teiand€ with time, but, being

ignorant of the myrtle and the vine, thou shalt bear about with thee thy shroud

on the earth, as do the Moslemin at Mecca,«dD



“Morella!” I cried, “Morella! how knowest thou this?”—but she turned
away her face upon the pillow, and, a slight tremor coming over her limbs,
she thus died, and I heard her voice no more.

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

But, erelong, the heaven of this pure affection became darkened, and
gloom, and horror, and grief, swept over it in clouds. I said the child grew
strangely in stature and intelligence. Strange, indeed, was her rapid increase
in bodily size—but terrible, oh! terrible were the tumultuous thoughts which
crowded upon me while watching the development of her mental being!
Could it be otherwise, when I daily discovered in the conceptions of the child
the adult powers and faculties of the woman?—when the lessons of
experience fell from the lips of infancy? and when the wisdom or the
passions of maturity I found hourly gleaming from its full and speculative
eye? When, I say, all this became evident to my appalled senses—when I
could no longer hide it from my soul, nor throw it off from those perceptions
which trembled to receive it—is it to be wondered at that suspicions, of a
nature fearful and exciting, crept in upon my spirit, or that my thoughts fell
back aghast upon the wild tales and thrilling theories of the entombed
Morella? I snatched from the scrutiny of the world a being whom destiny
compelled me to adore, and in the rigorous seclusion of my home, watched
with an agonizing anxiety over all which concerned the beloved.

And, as years rolled away, and I gazed, day after day, upon her holy, and
mild, and eloquent face, and poured over her maturing form, day after day
did I discover new points of resemblance in the child to her mother, the
melancholy and the dead. And, hourly, grew darker these shadows of
similitude, and more full, and more definite, and more perplexing, and more
hideously terrible in their aspect. For that her smile was like her mother’s 1
could bear; but then I shuddered at its too perfect identity—that her eyes were
like Morella’s I could endure; but then they too often looked down into the
depths of my soul with Morella’s own intense and bewildering meaning. And
in the contour of the high forehead, and in the ringlets of the silken hair, and



in the wan fingers which buried themselves therein, and in the sad musical
tones of her speech, and above all—oh! above all—in the phrases and
expressions of the dead on the lips of the loved and the living, I found food
for consuming thought and horror—for a worm that would not die.

Thus passed away two lustradl of her life, and, as yet, my daughter

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

Distinct, coldly, calmly distinct, fell those few simple sounds within my
ear, and thence like molten lead, rolled hissingly into my brain. Years—years
may pass away, but the memory of that epoch—never! Nor was I indeed
ignorant of the flowers and the vine—but the hemlock and the cypress
overshadowed me night and day. And I kept no reckoning of time or place,
and the stars of my fate faded from heaven, and therefore the earth grew dark,
and its figures passed by me, like flitting shadows, and among them all I
beheld only—Morella. The winds of the firmament breathed but one sound



within my ears, and the ripples upon the sea murmured evermore—Morella.
But she died; and with my own hands I bore her to the tomb; and I laughed
with a long and bitter laugh as I found no traces of the first, in the charnel
where I laid the second, Morella.



King Pest

A TALE CONTAINING AN ALLEGORY

The gods do bear and will allow in kings
The things which they abhor in rascal routes.

—Buckhursfs Tragedy of Ferrex and Porrexd

ABOUT TWELVE O‘CLOCK, ONE night in the month of October, and

during the chivalrous reign of the third Edward,i( two seamen belonging to
the crew of the “Free and Easy,” a trading schooner plying between Sluys
and the Thames, and then at anchor in that river, were much astonished to
find themselves seated in the tap-room of an ale-house in the parish of St.
Andrews, London—which ale-house bore for sign the portraiture of a “Jolly
Tar.”

The room, although ill-contrived, smoke-blackened, low-pitched, and in
every other respect agreeing with the general character of such places at the
period—was nevertheless, in the opinion of the grotesque groups scattered
here and there within it, sufficiently well adapted to its purpose.

Of these groups our two seamen formed, I think, the most interesting, if not
the most conspicuous.

The one who appeared to be the elder, and whom his companion addressed
by the characteristic appellation of “Legs,” was at the same time much the
taller of the two. He might have measured six feet and a half, and an habitual
stoop in the shoulders seemed to have been the necessary consequence of an
altitude so enormous. Superfluities in height were, however, more than
accounted for by deficiencies in other respects. He was exceedingly thin; and
might, as his associates asserted, have answered, when drunk, for a pennant
at the mast-head, or, when sober, have served for a jib-boom. But these jests,
and others of a similar nature, had evidently produced, at no time, any effect

upon the cachinnatory musclesd! of the tar. With high cheek-bones, a large



hawk-nose, retreating chin, fallen under-jaw, and huge protruding white eyes,
the expression of his countenance, although tinged with a species of dogged
indifference to matters and things in general, was not the less utterly solemn
and serious beyond all attempts at imitation or description.

The younger seaman was, in all outward appearance, the converse of his
companion. His stature could not have exceeded four feet. A pair of stumpy
bow-legs supported his squat, unwieldy figure, while his unusually short and
thick arms, with no ordinary fists at their extremities, swung off dangling
from his sides like the fins of a sea-turtle. Small eyes, of no particular color,
twinkled far back in his head. His nose remained buried in the mass of flesh
which enveloped his round, full, and purple face; and his thick upper-lip
rested upon the still thicker one beneath with an air of complacent self-
satisfaction, much heightened by the owner’s habit of licking them at
intervals. He evidently regarded his tall shipmate with a feeling half-
wondrous, half-quizzical; and stared up occasionally in his face as the red
setting sun stares up at the crags of Ben Nevis.

Various and eventful, however, had been the peregrinations of the worthy
couple in and about the different tap-houses of the neighborhood during the
earlier hours of the night. Funds even the most ample, are not always
everlasting: and it was with empty pockets our friends had ventured upon the
present hostelrie.

At the precise period, then, when this history properly commences, Legs,
and his fellow, Hugh Tarpaulin, sat, each with both elbows resting upon the
large oaken table in the middle of the floor, and with a hand upon either
cheek. They were eyeing, from behind a huge flagon of unpaid-for

“humrning,-stuff,”d—rn the portentous words, “No Chalk,”d—n which to their
indignation and astonishment were scored over the door-way by means of
that very mineral whose presence they purported to deny. Not that the gift of
decyphering written characters—a gift among the commonality of that day
considered little less cabalistical than the art of inditing—could, in strict
justice, have been laid to the charge of either disciple of the sea; but there
was, to say the truth, a certain twist in the formation of the letters—an
indescribable lee-lurch about the whole—which foreboded, in the opinion of
both seamen, a long run of dirty weather; and determined them at once, in the



allegorical words of Legs himself, to “pump ship, clew up all sail, and scud

before the wind.”d—O

Having accordingly disposed of what remained of the ale, and looped up
the points of their short doublets, they finally made a bolt for the street.
Although Tarpaulin rolled twice into the fireplace, mistaking it for the door,
yet their escape was at length happily effected—and half after twelve o‘clock
found our heroes ripe for mischief, and running for life down a dark alley in
the direction of St. Andrew’s Stair, hotly pursued by the landlady of the
“Jolly Tar.”

At the epoch of this eventful tale, and periodically, for many years before
and after, all England, but more especially the metropolis, resounded with the
fearful cry of “Plague!” The city was in a great measure depopulated—and in
those horrible regions, in the vicinity of the Thames, where, amid the dark,
narrow, and filthy lanes and alleys, the Demon of Disease was supposed to
have had his nativity, Awe, Terror, and Superstition were alone to be found
stalking abroad.

By authority of the king such districts were placed under ban, and all
persons forbidden, under pain of death, to intrude upon their dismal solitude.
Yet neither the mandate of the monarch, nor the huge barriers erected at the
entrances of the streets, nor the prospect of that loathsome death which, with
almost absolute certainty, overwhelmed the wretch whom no peril could deter
from the adventure, prevented the unfurnished and untenanted dwellings
from being stripped, by the hand of nightly rapine, of every article, such as
iron, brass, or lead-work, which could in any manner be turned to a profitable
account.

Above all, it was usually found, upon the annual winter opening of the
barriers, that locks, bolts, and secret cellars had proved but slender protection
to those rich stores of wines and liquors which, in consideration of the risk
and trouble of removal, many of the numerous dealers having shops in the
neighborhood had consented to trust, during the period of exile, to so
insufficient a security.

But there were very few of the terror-stricken people who attributed these
doings to the agency of human hands. Pest-spirits, plague-goblins, and fever-
demons were the popular imps of mischief; and tales so blood-chilling were



hourly told, that the whole mass of forbidden buildings was, at length,
enveloped in terror as in a shroud, and the plunderer himself was often scared
away by the horrors his own depredations had created; leaving the entire vast
circuit of prohibited district to gloom, silence, pestilence, and death.

It was by one of the terrific barriers already mentioned, and which indicated
the region beyond to be under the Pest-ban, that, in scrambling down an
alley, Legs and the worthy Hugh Tarpaulin found their progress suddenly
impeded. To return was out of the question, and no time was to be lost, as
their pursuers were close upon their heels. With thorough-bred seamen to
clamber up the roughly fashioned plank-work was a trifle; and, maddened
with the twofold excitement of exercise and liquor, they leaped unhesitatingly
down within the enclosure, and holding on their drunken course with shouts
and yellings, were soon bewildered in its noisome and intricate recesses.

Had they not, indeed, been intoxicated beyond moral sense, their reeling
footsteps must have been palsied by the horrors of their situation. The air was
cold and misty. The paving-stones, loosened from their beds, lay in wild
disorder amid the tall, rank grass, which sprang up around the feet and
ankles. Fallen houses choked up the streets. The most fetid and poisonous
smells everywhere prevailed;—and by the aid of that ghastly light which,
even at midnight, never fails to emanate from a vapory and pestilential
atmosphere, might be discerned lying in the by-paths and alleys, or rotting in
the windowless habitations, the carcass of many a nocturnal plunderer
arrested by the hand of the plague in the very perpetration of his robbery.

But it lay not in the power of images, or sensations, or impediments such as
these, to stay the course of men who, naturally brave, and at that time
especially, brimful of courage and of “humming-stuff,” would have reeled, as
straight as their condition might have permitted, undauntedly into the very
jaws of Death. Onward—still onward stalked the grim Legs, making the
desolate solemnity echo and re-echo with yells like the terrific war-whoop of
the Indian; and onward, still onward rolled the dumpy Tarpaulin, hanging on
to the doublet of his more active companion, and far surpassing the latter’s
most strenuous exertions in the way of vocal music, by bull-roarings in
basso, from the profundity of his stentorian lungs.

They had now evidently reached the stronghold of the pestilence. Their way



at every step or plunge grew more noisome and more horrible—the paths
more narrow and more intricate. Huge stones and beams falling momently
from the decaying roofs above them, gave evidence, by their sullen and
heavy descent, of the vast height of the surrounding houses; and while actual
exertion became necessary to force a passage through frequent heaps of
rubbish, it was by no means seldom that the hand fell upon a skeleton or
rested upon a more fleshy corpse.

Suddenly, as the seamen stumbled against the entrance of a tall and ghastly-
looking building, a yell more than usually shrill from the throat of the excited
Legs, was replied to from within, in a rapid succession of wild, laughter-like,
and fiendish shrieks. Nothing daunted at sounds which, of such a nature, at
such a time, and in such a place, might have curdled the very blood in hearts
less irrevocably on fire, the drunken couple rushed headlong against the door,
burst it open, and staggered into the midst of things with a volley of curses.

The room within which they found themselves proved to be the shop of an
undertaker; but an open trap-door, in a corner of the floor near the entrance,
looked down upon a long range of wine-cellars, whose depths the occasional
sound of bursting bottles proclaimed to be well stored with their appropriate
contents. In the middle of the room stood a table—in the centre of which
again arose a huge tub of what appeared to be punch. Bottles of various wines
and cordials, together with jugs, pitchers, and flagons of every shape and
quality, were scattered profusely upon the board. Around it, upon coffin-
tressels, was seated a company of six. This company I will endeavor to
delineate one by one.

Fronting the entrance, and elevated a little above his companions, sat a
personage who appeared to be the president of the table. His stature was
gaunt and tall, and Legs was confounded to behold in him a figure more
emaciated than himself. His face was as yellow as saffron—but no feature
excepting one alone, was sufficiently marked to merit a particular description.
This one consisted in a forehead so unusually and hideously lofty, as to have
the appearance of a bonnet or crown of flesh superadded upon the natural
head. His mouth was puckered and dimpled into an expression of ghastly
affability, and his eyes, as indeed the eyes of all at table, were glazed over
with the fumes of intoxication. This gentleman, was clothed from head to
foot in a richly-embroidered black silk-velvet pall, wrapped negligently



around his form after the fashion of a Spanish cloak. His head was stuck full
of sable hearse-plumes, which he nodded to and fro with a jaunty and
knowing air; and, in his right hand, he held a huge human thigh-bone, with
which he appeared to have been just knocking down some member of the
company for a song.

Opposite him, and with her back to the door, was a lady of no whit the less
extraordinary character. Although quite as tall as the person just described,

she had no right to complain of his unnatural emaciation. She was evidently

in the last stage of a dlropsy;dp and her figure resembled nearly that of the

huge puncheon of October beer which stood, with the head driven in, close
by her side, in a corner of the chamber. Her face was exceedingly round, red,
and full; and the same peculiarity, or rather want of peculiarity, attached itself
to her countenance, which I before mentioned in the case of the president—
that is to say, only one feature of her face was sufficiently distinguished to
need a separate characterization: indeed the acute Tarpaulin immediately
observed that the same remark might have applied to each individual person
of the party; every one of whom seemed to possess a monopoly of some
particular portion of physiognomy With the lady in question this portion
proved to be the mouth. Commencing at the right ear, it swept with a terrific
chasm to the left—the short pendants which she wore in either auricle
continually bobbing into the aperture. She made, however, every exertion to
keep her mouth closed and look dignified, in a dress consisting of a newly-
starched and ironed shroud coming up close under her chin, with a crimpled
ruffle of cambric muslin. At her right hand sat a diminutive young lady
whom she appeared to patronize. This delicate little creature, in the trembling
of her wasted fingers, in the livid hue of her lips, and in the slight hectic spot

which tinged her otherwise leaden complexion, gave evident indications of a

galloping consumption. An air of extreme haut ton,¢1 however, pervaded her

whole appearance; she wore in a graceful and degagéd—r manner, a large and

beautiful winding-sheet of the finest India lawn;$ her hair hung in ringlets
over her neck; a soft smile played about her mouth; but her nose, extremely
long, thin, sinuous, flexible, and pimpled, hung down far below her under-lip,
and, in spite of the delicate manner in which she now and then moved it to
one side or the other with her tongue, gave to her countenance a somewhat



equivocal expression.

Over against her, and upon the left of the dropsical lady, was seated a little
puffy, wheezing, and gouty old man, whose cheeks reposed upon the

shoulders of their owner, like two huge bladders of Oporto dt \vine. With his
arms folded, and with one bandaged leg deposited upon the table, he seemed
to think himself entitled to some consideration. He evidently prided himself
much upon every inch of his personal appearance, but took more especial

delight in calling attention to his gaudy-colored surtout.du This, to say the
truth, must have cost him no little money, and was made to fit him
exceedingly well—being fashioned from one of the curiously embroidered
silken covers appertaining to those glorious escutcheons which, in England
and elsewhere, are customarily hung up, in some conspicuous place, upon the
dwellings of departed aristocracy.

Next to him, and at the right hand of the president, was a gentleman in long
white hose and cotton drawers. His frame shook, in a ridiculous manner, with
a fit of what Tarpaulin called “the horrors.” His jaws, which had been newly
shaved, were tightly tied up by a bandage of muslin; and his arms being
fastened in a similar way at the wrists, prevented him from helping himself
too freely to the liquors upon the table; a precaution rendered necessary, in
the opinion of Legs, by the peculiarly sottish and wine-bibbing cast of his
visage. A pair of prodigious ears, nevertheless, which it was no doubt found
impossible to confine, towered away into the atmosphere of the apartment,
and were occasionally pricked up in a spasm, at the sound of the drawing of a
cork.

Fronting him, sixthly and lastly, was situated a singularly stiff-looking
personage, who, being afflicted with paralysis, must, to speak seriously, have

felt very ill at ease in his unaccommodating habiliments. dv He was habited,
somewhat uniquely, in a new and handsome mahogany coffin. Its top or
head-piece pressed upon the skull of the wearer, and extended over it in the
fashion of a hood, giving to the entire face an air of indescribable interest.
Arm-holes had been cut in the sides for the sake not more of elegance than of
convenience; but the dress, nevertheless, prevented its proprietor from sitting
as erect as his associates; and as he lay reclining against his tressel, at an
angle of forty-five degrees, a pair of huge goggle eyes rolled up their awful



whites toward the ceiling in absolute amazement at their own enormity.

Before each of the party lay a portion of a skull, which was used as a
drinking-cup. Overhead was suspended a human skeleton, by means of a rope
tied round one of the legs and fastened to a ring in the ceiling. The other
limb, confined by no such fetter, stuck off from the body at right angles,
causing the whole loose and rattling frame to dangle and twirl about at the
caprice of every occasional puff of wind which found its way into the
apartment. In the cranium of this hideous thing lay a quantity of ignited
charcoal, which threw a fitful but vivid light over the entire scene; while
coffins, and other wares appertaining to the shop of an undertaker, were piled
high up around the room, and against the windows, preventing any ray from
escaping into the street.

At sight of this extraordinary assembly, and of their still more extraordinary
paraphernalia, our two seamen did not conduct themselves with that degree
of decorum which might have been expected. Legs, leaning against the wall
near which he happened to be standing, dropped his lower jaw still lower
than usual, and spread open his eyes to their fullest extent; while Hugh
Tarpaulin, stooping down so as to bring his nose upon a level with the table,
and spreading out a palm upon either knee, burst into a long, loud, and
obstreperous roar of very ill-timed and immoderate laughter.

Without, however, taking offence at behavior so excessively rude, the tall
president smiled very graciously upon the intruders—nodded to them in a
dignified manner with his head of sable plumes—and, arising, took each by
an arm, and led him to a seat which some others of the company had placed
in the meantime for his accommodation. Legs to all this offered not the
slightest resistance, but sat down as he was directed; while the gallant Hugh,
removing his coffin-tressel from its station near the head of the table, to the
vicinity of the little consumptive lady in the winding-sheet, plumped down by
her side in high glee, and pouring out a skull of red wine, quaffed it to their
better acquaintance. But at this presumption the stiff gentleman in the coffin
seemed exceedingly nettled; and serious consequences might have ensued,
had not the president, rapping upon the table with his truncheon, diverted the
attention of all present to the following speech:

“It becomes our duty upon the present happy occasion—"



“Avast there!” interrupted Legs, looking very serious, “avast there a bit, I
say, and tell us who the devil ye all are, and what business ye have here,

rigged off like the foul fiends, and swilling the snug blue ruind¥ stowed
away for the winter by my honest ship-mate, Will Wimble, the undertaker!”

At this unpardonable piece of ill-breeding, all the original company half-
started to their feet, and uttered the same rapid succession of wild fiendish
shrieks which had before caught the attention of the seamen. The president,
however, was the first to recover his composure, and at length, turning to
Legs with great dignity, recommenced:

“Most willingly will we gratify any reasonable curiosity on the part of
guests so illustrious, unbidden though they be. Know then that in these
dominions I am monarch, and here rule with undivided empire under the title
of ‘King Pest the First.’

“This apartment, which you no doubt profanely suppose to be the shop of
Will Wimble the undertaker—a man whom we know not, and whose
plebeian appellation has never before this night thwarted our royal ears—this
apartment, I say, is the Dais-Chamber of our Palace, devoted to the councils
of our kingdom, and to other sacred and lofty purposes.

“The noble lady who sits opposite is Queen Pest, our Serene Consort. The
other exalted personages whom you behold are all of our family, and wear
the insignia of the blood royal under the respective titles of ‘His Grace the
Arch Duke Pest-Iferous’—‘His Grace the Duke Pest- Ilential’-‘His Grace the

Duke Tem-Pest’—and ‘Her Serene Highness the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.’ 8

“As regards,” continued he, “your demand of the business upon which we
sit here in council, we might be pardoned for replying that it concerns, and
concerns alone, our own private and regal interest, and is in no manner
important to any other than ourself. But in consideration of those rights to
which as guests and strangers you may feel yourselves entitled, we will
furthermore explain that we are here this night, prepared by deep research
and accurate investigation, to examine, analyze, and thoroughly determine the
indefinable spirit—the incomprehensible qualities and nature—of those
inestimable treasures of the palate, the wines, ales, and liqueurs of this goodly
metropolis : by so doing to advance not more our own designs than the true



welfare of that unearthly sovereign whose reign is over us all, whose
dominions are unlimited, and whose name is ‘Death.” ”

“Whose name is Davy Jones!”dX ejaculated Tarpaulin, helping the lady by
his side to a skull of liqueur, and pouring out a second for himself.

“Profane varlet!” said the president, now turning his attention to the worthy
Hugh, “profane and execrable wretch!—we have said, that in consideration
of those rights which, even in thy filthy person, we feel no inclination to
violate, we have condescended to make reply to thy rude and unreasonable
inquiries. We nevertheless, for your unhallowed intrusion upon our councils,
believe it our duty to mulct thee and thy companion in each a gallon of Black
Strap—having imbibed which to the prosperity of our kingdom—at a single
draught—and upon your bended knees—ye shall be forthwith free either to
proceed upon your way, or remain and be admitted to the privileges of our
table, according to your respective and individual pleasures.”

“It would be a matter of utter unpossibility,” replied Legs, whom the
assumptions and dignity of King Pest the First had evidently inspired with
some feelings of respect, and who arose and steadied himself by the table as
he spoke—*“it would, please your majesty, be a matter of utter unpossibility
to stow away in my hold even one fourth part of that same liquor which your
Majesty has just mentioned. To say nothing of the stuffs placed on board in
the forenoon by way of ballast, and not to mention the various ales and
liqueurs shipped this evening at various seaports, I have, at present, a full
cargo of ‘humming-stuff’ taken in and duly paid for at the sign of the ‘Jolly
Tar.” You will, therefore, please your majesty, be so good as to take the will
for the deed—for by no manner of means either can I or will I swallow
another drop—Ileast of all a drop of that villainous bilge-water that answers to

the name of ’Black Strap.’ »dy

“Belay that!” interrupted Tarpaulin, astonished not more at the length of his
companion’s speech than at the nature of his refusal—“Belay that, you
lubber!—and I say, Legs, none of your palaver. My hull is still light, although
I confess you yourself seem to be a little topheavy; and as far as the matter of
your share of the cargo, why rather than raise a squall I would find stowage-
room for it myself, but—"



“This proceeding,” interposed the president, “is by no means in accordance
with the terms of the mulct or sentence, which is in its nature Median, and not
to be altered or recalled. The conditions we have imposed must be fulfilled to
the letter, and that without a moment’s hesitation—in failure of which
fulfilment we decree that you do here be tied neck and heels together, and
duly drowned as rebels in yon hogshead of October beer!”

“A sentence!l—a sentence!—a righteous and just sentence!—a glorious
decree!—a most worthy and upright, and holy condemnation!” shouted the
Pest family altogether. The king elevated his forehead into innumerable
wrinkles; the gouty little old man puffed like a pair of bellows; the lady of the
winding-sheet waved her nose to and fro; the gentleman in the cotton drawers
pricked up his ears; she of the shroud gasped like a dying fish; and he of the
coffin looked stiff and rolled up his eyes.

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!” chuckled Tarpaulin, without heeding the general
excitation, “ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—I was
saying,” said he,—“I was saying when Mr. King Pest poked in his
marlinspike, that as for the matter of two or three gallons more or less of
Black Strap, it was a trifle to a tight seaboat like myself not over-stowed—
but when it comes to drinking the health of the Devil (whom God assoilzie)
and going down upon my marrow-bones to his ill-favored majesty there,
whom I know, as well as I know myself to be a sinner, to be nobody in the

whole world but Tim Hu1rlygu1rlyd—Z the stage-player!—why! it’s quite another
guess sort of a thing, and utterly and altogether past my comprehension.”

He was not allowed to finish this speech in tranquility. At the name of Tim
Hurlygurly the whole assembly leaped from their seats.

“Treason!” shouted his Majesty King Pest the First.
“Treason!” said the little man with the gout.

“Treason!” screamed the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.
“Treason!” muttered the gentleman with his jaws tied up.
“Treason!” growled he of the coffin.

“Treason! treason!” shrieked her Majesty of the mouth; and, seizing by the
hinder part of his breeches the unfortunate Tarpaulin, who had just



commenced pouring out for himself a skull of liqueur, she lifted him high
into the air, and let him fall without ceremony into the huge open puncheon
of his beloved ale. Bobbing up and down, for a few seconds, like an apple in
a bowl of toddy, he, at length. finally disappeared amid the whirlpool of foam
which, in the already effervescent liquor, his struggles easily succeeded in
creating.

Not tamely, however, did the tall seaman behold the discomfiture of his
companion. Jostling King Pest through the open trap, the valiant Legs
slammed the door down upon him with an oath, and strode toward the centre
of the room. Here tearing down the skeleton which swung over the table, he
laid it about him with so much energy and good-will that, as the last glimpses
of light died away within the apartment, he succeeded in knocking out the
brains of the little gentleman with the gout. Rushing then with all his force
against the fatal hogshead full of October ale and Hugh Tarpaulin, he rolled it
over and over in an instant. Out poured a deluge of liquor so fierce—so
impetuous—so overwhelming—that the room was flooded from wall to wall
—the loaded table was overturned—the tressels were thrown upon their
backs—the tub of punch into the fireplace—and the ladies into hysterics.
Piles of death-furniture floundered about. Jugs, pitchers, and carboys mingled
promiscuously in the melée, and wicker flagons encountered desperately with
bottles of junk. The man with the horrors was drowned upon the spot—the
little stiff gentleman floated off in his coffin—and the victorious Legs,
seizing by the waist the fat lady in the shroud, rushed out with her into the
street, and made a bee-line for the “Free and Easy,” followed under easy sail
by the redoubtable Hugh Tarpaulin, who, having sneezed three or four times,
panted and puffed after him with the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.



Ligeiba

And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the
will, with its vigor? For God is but a great will pervading all things by nature
of its intentness. Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly,
save only through the weakness of his feeble will.

—Joseph Glanvill €4

I CANNOT, FOR MY soul, remember how, when, or even precisely where, I
first became acquainted with the lady Ligeia. Long years have since elapsed,
and my memory is feeble through much suffering. Or, perhaps, I cannot now
bring these points to mind, because, in truth, the character of my beloved, her
rare learning, her singular yet placid cast of beauty, and the thrilling and
enthralling eloquence of her low musical language, made their way into my
heart by paces so steadily and stealthily progressive, that they have been
unnoticed and unknown. Yet I believe that I met her first and most frequently
in some large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. Of her family—I have
surely heard her speak. That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot be
doubted. Ligeia! Ligeia! Buried in studies of a nature more than all else
adapted to deaden impressions of the outward world, it is by that sweet word
alone—by Ligeia—that I bring before mine eyes in fancy the image of her
who is no more. And now, while I write, a recollection flashes upon me that I
have never known the paternal name of her who was my friend and my
betrothed, and who became the partner of my studies, and finally the wife of
my bosom. Was it a playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or was it a test
of my strength of affection, that I should institute no inquiries upon this
point? or was it rather a caprice of my own—a wildly romantic offering on
the shrine of the most passionate devotion? I but indistinctly recall the fact
itself—what wonder that I have utterly forgotten the circumstances which
originated or attended it? And, indeed, if ever that spirit which is entitled

Romance— if ever she, the wan and the misty-winged Ashtophetﬂ) of
idolatrous Egypt, presided, as they tell, over marriages ill-omened, then most
surely she presided over mine.

There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory fails me not. It is



the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat slender, and, in her
latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain attempt to portray the majesty,
the quiet ease of her demeanor, or the incomprehensible lightness and
elasticity of her footfall. She came and departed as a shadow. I was never
made aware of her entrance into my closed study, save by the dear music of
her low sweet voice, as she placed her marble hand upon my shoulder. In
beauty of face no maiden ever equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium-
dream-an airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly divine than the phantasies

which hovered about the slumbering souls of the daughters of Delos.£€ Yet
her features were not of that regular mould which we have been falsely taught
to worship in the classical labors of the heathen. “There is no exquisite
beauty,” says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the forms and

genera of beauty, “without some strangeness in the proportion.” ed Yet,
although I saw that the features of Ligeia were not of a classic regularity—
although I perceived that her loveliness was indeed “exquisite,” and felt that
there was much of “strangeness” pervading it, yet I have tried in vain to
detect the irregularity and to trace home my own perception of “the strange.”
I examined the contour of the lofty and pale forehead—it was faultless—how
cold indeed that word when applied to a majesty so divine!—the skin
rivalling the purest ivory, the commanding extent and repose, the gentle
prominence of the regions above the temples; and then the raven-black, the
glossy, the luxuriant, and naturally- curling tresses, setting forth the full force
of the Homeric epithet, “hyacinthine!” I looked at the delicate outlines of the
nose—and nowhere but in the graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I
beheld a similar perfection. There were the same luxurious smoothness of
surface, the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the same
harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the sweet
mouth. Here was indeed the triumph of all things heavenly—the magnificent
turn of the short upper lip—the soft, voluptuous slumber of the under—the
dimples which sported, and the color which spoke—the teeth glancing back,
with a brilliancy almost startling, every ray of the holy light which fell upon
them in her serene and placid yet most exultingly radiant of all smiles. I
scrutinized the formation of the chin—and, here too, I found the gentleness of
breadth, the softness and the majesty, the fulness and the spirituality, of the
Greek—the contour which the god Apollo revealed but in a dream, to



Cleomenes, the son of the Athenian.£€ And then I peered into the large eyes
of Ligeia.

For eyes we have no models in the remotely antique. It might have been,
too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay the secret to which Lord Verulam
alludes. They were, I must believe, far larger than the ordinary eyes of our
own race. They were even fuller than the fullest of the gazelle eyes of the

tribe of the valley of Nourjahad.e—f Yet it was only at intervals—in moments
of intense excitement—that this peculiarity became more than slightly
noticeable in Ligeia. And at such moments was her beauty—in my heated
fancy thus it appeared perhaps—the beauty of beings either above or apart

from the earth—the beauty of the fabulous Houri€® of the Turk. The hue of
the orbs was the most brilliant of black, and, far over them, hung jetty lashes
of great length. The brows, slightly irregular in outline, had the same tint. The
“strangeness,” however, which I found in the eyes was of a nature distinct
from the formation, or the color, or the brilliancy of the features, and must,
after all, be referred to the expression. Ah, word of no meaning ! behind
whose vast latitude of mere sound we intrench our ignorance of so much of
the spiritual. The expression of the eyes of Ligeia! How for long hours have I
pondered upon it! How have I, through the whole of a midsummer night,
struggled to fathom it! What was it—that something more profound than the

well of Democritus?—which lay far within the pupils of my beloved? What

was it? I was possessed with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those large,
those shining, those divine orbs! they became to me twin stars of Leda, and I
to them devoutest of astrologers.

There is no point, among the many incomprehensible anomalies of the
science of mind, more thrillingly exciting than the fact—never, I believe,
noticed in the schools—that in our endeavors to recall to memory something
long forgotten, we often find ourselves upon the very verge of remembrance,
without being able, in the end, to remember. And thus how frequently, in my
intense scrutiny of Ligeia’s eyes, have I felt approaching the full knowledge
of their expression—felt it approaching—yet not quite be mine—and so at
length entirely depart ! And (strange, oh, strangest mystery of all!) I found, in
the commonest objects of the universe, a circle of analogies to that
expression. I mean to say that, subsequently to the period when Ligeia’s



beauty passed into my spirit, there dwelling as in a shrine, I derived, from
many existences in the material world, a sentiment such as I felt always
around, within me, by her large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more could I
define that sentiment, or analyze, or even steadily view it. I recognized it, let
me repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly growing vine—in the
contemplation of a moth, a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of running water. I
have felt it in the ocean—in the falling of a meteor. I have felt it in the
glances of unusually aged people. And there are one or two stars in heaven
(one especially, a star of the sixth magnitude, double and changeable, to be
found near the large star in Lyra) in a telescopic scrutiny of which I have
been made aware of the feeling. I have been filled with it by certain sounds
from stringed instruments, and not unfrequently by passages from books.
Among in numerable other instances, I well remember something in a
volume of Joseph Glanvill, which (perhaps merely from its quaintness—who
shall say?) never failed to inspire me with the sentiment: “And the will
therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its
vigor? For God is but a great will pervading all things by nature of its
intentness. Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save

only through the weakness of his feeble will.”eh

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

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense—such as I have
never known in woman. In the classical tongues was she deeply proficient,
and as far as my own acquaintance extended in regard to the modern dialects



of Europe, I have never known her at fault. Indeed upon any theme of the
most admired because simply the most abstruse of the boasted erudition of

the Academy,&! have I ever found Ligeia at fault? How singularly—how
thrillingly, this one point in the nature of my wife has forced itself, at this late
period only, upon my attention! I said her knowledge was such as I have
never known in woman—but where breathes the man who has traversed, and
successfully, all the wide areas of moral, physical, and mathematical science
? I saw not then what I now clearly perceive, that the acquisitions of Ligeia
were gigantic, were astounding; yet I was sufficiently aware of her infinite
supremacy to resign myself, with a child-like confidence, to her guidance
through the chaotic world of metaphysical investigation at which I was most
busily occupied during the earlier years of our marriage. With how vast a
triumph—with how vivid a delight—with how much of all that is ethereal in
hope did I feel, as she bent over me in studies but little sought—but less
known,—that delicious vista by slow degrees expanding before me, down
whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, I might at length pass onward
to the goal of a wisdom too divinely precious not to be forbidden!

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which, after some years,
I beheld my well-grounded expectations take wings to themselves and fly
away! Without Ligeia I was but as a child groping benighted. Her presence,
her readings alone, rendered vividly luminous the many mysteries of the
transcendentalism in which we were immersed. Wanting the radiant lustre of

her eyes, letters, lambent and golden, grew duller than Saturnian lead.$ And
now those eyes shone less and less frequently upon the pages over which I
pored. Ligeia grew ill. The wild eyes blazed with a too—too glorious
effulgence; the pale fingers became of the transparent waxen hue of the
grave; and the blue veins upon the lofty forehead swelled and sank
impetuously with the tides of the most gentle emotion. I saw that she must die

—and I struggled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael.€8 And the
struggles of the passionate wife were, to my astonishment, even more
energetic than my own. There had been much in her stern nature to impress
me with the belief that, to her, death would have come without its terrors; but
not so. Words are impotent to convey any just idea of the fierceness of
resistance with which she wrestled with the Shadow. I groaned in anguish at



the pitiable spectacle. I would have soothed—I would have reasoned; but in
the intensity of her wild desire for life—for life—but for life—solace and
reason were alike the uttermost of folly. Yet not until the last instance, amid
the most convulsive writhings of her fierce spirit, was shaken the external
placidity of her demeanor. Her voice grew more gentle—grew more low—
yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the quietly uttered
words. My brain reeled as I hearkened, entranced to a melody more than
mortal—to assumptions and aspirations which mortality had never before
known.

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

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

Lo! ‘tis a gala night

Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
In veils, and drowned in tears,

Sit in a theatre, to see

A play of hopes and fears,

While the orchestra breathes fitfully
The music of the spheres.



Mimes, in the form of God on high,
Mutter and mumble low.

And hither and thither fly;

Mere puppets they, who come and go
At bidding of vast formless things
That shift the scenery to and fro,
Flapping from out their condor wings
Invisible Woe!

That motley drama!—oh, be sure

It shall not be forgot!

With its Phantom chased for evermore,
By a crowd that seize it not,

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

And much of Madness, and more of Sin
And Horror, the soul of the plot!

But see, amid the mimic rout

A crawling shape intrude!

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

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

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs

In human gore imbued.

Out—out are the lights—out all!

And over each quivering form,

The curtain, a funeral pall,

Comes down with the rush of a storm—
And the angels, all pallid and wan,



Uprising, unveiling, affirm That the play is the tragedy, “Man,”
And its hero, the conqueror Worm.&!

“O God!” half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to her feet and extending her arms
aloft with a spasmodic movement, as I made an end of these lines—“O God!
0 Divine Father!—shall these things be undeviatingly so?—shall this
conqueror be not once conquered? Are we not part and parcel in Thee? Who
—who knoweth the mysteries of the will with its vigor? Man doth not yield

him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the weakness of
his feeble will.”

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

She died: and I, crushed into the very dust with sorrow, could no longer
endure the lonely desolation of my dwelling in the dim and decaying city by
the Rhine. I had no lack of what the world calls wealth. Ligeia had brought
me far more, very far more, than ordinarily falls to the lot of mortals. After a
few months, therefore, of weary and aimless wandering, I purchased and put
in some repair, an abbey, which I shall not name, in one of the wildest and
least frequented portions of fair England. The gloomy and dreary grandeur of
the building, the almost savage aspect of the domain, the many melancholy
and time-honored memories connected with both, had much in unison with
the feelings of utter abandonment which had driven me into that remote and
unsocial region of the country. Yet although the external abbey, with its
verdant decay hanging about it, suffered but little alteration, I gave way, with
a child-like perversity, and perchance with a faint hope of alleviating my
sorrows, to a display of more than regal magnificence within. For such
follies, even in childhood, I had imbibed a taste, and now they came back to
me as if in the dotage of grief. Alas, I feel how much even of incipient
madness might have been discovered in the gorgeous and fantastic draperies,
in the solemn carvings of Egypt, in the wild cornices and furniture, in the
Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! I had become a bounden slave



in the trammels of opium, and my labors and my orders had taken a coloring
from my dreams. But these absurdities I must not pause to detail. Let me
speak only of that one chamber, ever accursed, whither, in a moment of
mental alienation, I led from the altar as my bride—as the successor of the
unforgotten Ligeia—the fair-haired and blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion,
of Tremaine.

There is no individual portion of the architecture and decoration of that
bridal chamber which is not now visibly before me. Where were the souls of
the haughty family of the bride, when, through thirst of gold, they permitted
to pass the threshold of an apartment so bedecked, a maiden and a daughter
so beloved? I have said, that I minutely remember the details of the chamber
—vyet I am sadly forgetful on topics of deep moment; and here there was no
system, no keeping, in the fantastic display, to take hold upon the memory.
The room lay in a high turret of the castellated abbey, was pentagonal in

shape,® and of capacious size. Occupying the whole southern face of the
pentagon was the sole window—an immense sheet of unbroken glass from
Venice—a single pane, and tinted of a leaden hue, so that the rays of either
the sun or moon passing through it, fell with a ghastly lustre on the objects
within. Over the upper portion of this huge window, extended the trellis-work
of an aged vine, which clambered up the massy walls of the turret. The
ceiling, of gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted, and
elaborately fretted with the wildest and most grotesque specimens of a semi-
Gothic, semi-Druidical device. From out the most central recess of this
melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single chain of gold with long links, a
huge censer of the same metal, Saracenic in pattern, and with many
perforations so contrived that there writhed in and out of them, as if endued
with a serpent vitality, a continual succession of parti-colored fires.

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of Eastern figure, were in
various stations about; and there was the couch, too—the bridal couch—of an
Indian model, and low, and sculptured of solid ebony, with a pall-like canopy
above. In each of the angles of the chamber stood on end a gigantic
sarcophagus of black granite, from the tombs of the kings over against

Luxor, £ with their aged lids full of immemorial sculpture. But in the draping
of the apartment lay, alas! the chief phantasy of all. The lofty walls, gigantic



in height—even unpropor tionably so—were hung from summit to foot, in
vast folds, with a heavy and massive-looking tapestry—tapestry of a material
which was found alike as a carpet on the floor, as a covering for the ottomans
and the ebony bed, as a canopy for the bed and as the gorgeous volutes of the
curtains which partially shaded the window. The material was the richest
cloth of gold. It was spotted all over, at irregular intervals, with arabesque
figures, about a foot in diameter, and wrought upon the cloth in patterns of
the most jetty black. But these figures partook of the true character of the
arabesque only when regarded from a single point of view. By a contrivance
now common, and indeed traceable to a very remote period of antiquity, they
were made changeable in aspect. To one entering the room, they bore the
appearance of simple monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this
appearance gradually departed; and, step by step, as the visitor moved his
station in the chamber, he saw himself surrounded by an endless succession

of the ghastly forms which belong to the superstition of the Norman,9 or

arise in the guilty slumbers of the monk. The phantasmagoric effect was
vastly heightened by the artificial introduction of a strong continual current of
wind behind the draperies—giving a hideous and uneasy animation to the
whole.

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



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

One night, near the closing in of September, she pressed this distressing
subject with more than usual emphasis upon my attention. She had just
awakened from an unquiet slumber, and I had been watching, with feelings
half of anxiety, half of vague terror, the workings of her emaciated
countenance. I sat by the side of her ebony bed, upon one of the ottomans of
India. She partly arose, and spoke, in an earnest low whisper, of sounds
which she then heard, but which I could not hear—of motions which she then
saw, but which I could not perceive. The wind was rushing hurriedly behind
the tapestries, and I wished to show her (what, let me confess it, I could not
all believe) that those almost inarticulate breathings, and those very gentle
variations of the figures upon the wall, were but the natural effects of that
customary rushing of the wind. But a deadly pallor, overspread ing her face,
had proved to me that my exertions to reassure her would be fruitless. She
appeared to be fainting, and no attendants were within call. I remembered
where was deposited a decanter of light wine which had been ordered by her
physicians, and hastened across the chamber to procure it. But, as I stepped
beneath the light of the censer, two circumstances of a startling nature



attracted my attention. I had felt that some palpable although invisible object
had passed lightly by my person; and I saw that there lay upon the golden
carpet, in the very middle of the rich lustre thrown from the censer, a shadow
—a faint, indefinite shadow of angelic aspect—such as might be fancied for
the shadow of a shade. But I was wild with the excitement of an immoderate
dose of opium, and heeded these things but little, nor spoke of them to
Rowena. Having found the wine, I re-crossed the chamber, and poured out a
gobletful, which I held to the lips of the fainting lady. She had now partially
recovered, however, and took the vessel herself, while I sank upon an
ottoman near me, with my eyes fastened upon her person. It was then that I
became distinctly aware of a gentle foot-fall upon the carpet, and near the
couch; and in a second thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising the
wine to her lips, I saw, or may have dreamed that I saw, fall within the
goblet, as if from some invisible spring in the atmosphere of the room, three
or four large drops of a brilliant and ruby color