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F or the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about 
to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be 

to expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. 
Yet, mad am I not—and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I 
die, and to-day I would unburthen my soul. My immediate purpose 
is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, 
a series of mere household events. In their consequences, these events 
have terrified—have tortured—have destroyed me. Yet I will not 
attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented little but hor-
ror—to many they will seem less terrible than barroques. Hereafter, 
perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm 
to the common-place—some intellect more calm, more logical, and far 
less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances 
I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very 
natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my 
disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make 
me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and 
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T rue!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had 
been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease 

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

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

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know noth-
ing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely 
I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—with what 
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T he thousand injuries of fortunato I had borne as I best 
could, but when he ventured upon insult, I vowed revenge. You, 

who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, 
that I gave utterance to a threat.  At length I would be avenged; this 
was a point definitely settled—but the very definitiveness with which 
it was resolved, precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish, 
but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution 
overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger 
fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

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

He had a weak point—this Fortunato—although in other regards 
he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided himself on 
his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. 
For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and 
opportunity—to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian 
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T he “red death” had long devastated the country. No 
pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its 

Avatar and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood. There were 
sharp pains, and sudden dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at 
the pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the body and 
especially upon the face of the victim, were the pest ban which shut 
him out from the aid and from the sympathy of his fellow-men. And 
the whole seizure, progress and termination of the disease, were the 
incidents of half an hour.

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious. 
When his dominions were half depopulated, he summoned to his 
presence a thousand hale and light-hearted friends from among the 
knights and dames of his court, and with these retired to the deep 
seclusion of one of his castellated abbeys. This was an extensive and 
magnificent structure, the creation of the prince’s own eccentric yet 
august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall had gates 
of iron. The courtiers, having entered, brought furnaces and massy 
hammers and welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means neither 
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D uring the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in 
the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively 

low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through 
a singularly dreary tract of country; and at length found myself, as 
the shades of the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy 
House of Usher. I know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of 
the building, a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say 
insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-plea-
surable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually 
receives even the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. 
I looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere house, and the 
simple landscape features of the domain—upon the bleak walls—upon 
the vacant eye-like windows—upon a few rank sedges—and upon a 
few white trunks of decayed trees—with an utter depression of soul 
which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to 
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Son cœur est un luth suspendu; 
Sitôt qu’on le touche il résonne..
—De Béranger.
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I was sick—sick unto death with that long agony; and when 
they at length unbound me, and I was permitted to sit, I felt that 

my senses were leaving me. The sentence—the dread sentence of 
death—was the last of distinct accentuation which reached my ears. 
After that, the sound of the inquisitorial voices seemed merged in 
one dreamy indeterminate hum. It conveyed to my soul the idea of 
revolution—perhaps from its association in fancy with the burr of a 
mill wheel. This only for a brief period, for presently I heard no more. 
Yet, for a while, I saw—but with how terrible an exaggeration! I saw 
the lips of the black-robed judges. They appeared to me white—whiter 
than the sheet upon which I trace these words—and thin even to gro-
tesqueness; thin with the intensity of their expression of firmness—of 
immoveable resolution—of stern contempt of human torture. I saw 

Impia tortorum longos hic turba furores 
Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit. 
Sospite nunc patria, fracto nunc funeris antro, 
Mors ubi dira fuit vita salusque patent.

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