
Less than 4000 wordst 
 

The Tell-Tale Heart 

A Dark Brown Dog 

The Celebrated Jumping Frog 

The Monkey's Paw 

A Horseman in the Sky 

An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge 

The Cask of Amontillado 

The Tell-Tale Heart 

… 



The Tell-Tale Heart 

Edgar Allan Poe - 2125 

 

TRUE!-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 tell how first the idea entered my 

brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and 

night. Object there was none. Passion there was 

none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged 

me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had 

no desire. I think it was his eye! Yes, it was this! One 

of his eyes resembled that of a vulture--a pale blue 

eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, 

my blood ran cold; and so by degrees--very 



gradually--I made up my mind to take the life of the 

old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever. 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen 

know nothing. But you should have seen me. You 

should have seen how wisely I proceeded--with 

what caution--with what foresight--with what 

dissimulation I went to work! 

I was never kinder to the old man than during the 

whole week before I killed him. And every night, 

about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and 

opened it--oh, so gently! And then, when I had 

made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a 

dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light 

shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you 

would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust 

it in! I moved it slowly--very, very slowly, so that I 

might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me 

an hour to place my whole head within the opening 

so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. 

Ha!--would a madman have been so wise as this? 

And then, when my head was well in the room, I 



undid the lantern cautiously--oh, so cautiously--

cautiously (for the hinges creaked)--I undid it just 

so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture 

eye. And this I did for seven long nights--every 

night just at midnight--but I found the eye always 

closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for 

it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil 

Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went 

boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously 

to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and 

inquiring how he had passed the night. So you see 

he would have been a very profound old man, 

indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I 

looked in upon him while he slept. 

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually 

cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute 

hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never 

before that night had I felt the extent of my own 

powers--of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my 

feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, 

opening the door, little by little, and he not even to 



dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly 

chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for 

he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now 

you may think that I drew back--but no. His room 

was as black as pitch with the thick darkness (for the 

shutters were close fastened, through fear of 

robbers), and so I knew that he could not see the 

opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on 

steadily, steadily. 

I had my head in, and was about to open the 

lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin 

fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying 

out: "Who's there?" 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour 

I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did 

not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the 

bed listening;--just as I have done, night after night, 

hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was 

the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain 

or grief--oh no!--it was the low stifled sound that 



arises from the bottom of the soul when 

overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many 

a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it 

has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, 

with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted 

me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, 

and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew 

that he had been lying awake ever since the first 

slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His 

fears had been ever since growing upon him. He 

had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could 

not. He had been saying to himself: "It is nothing 

but the wind in the chimney--it is only a mouse 

crossing the floor," or "it is merely a cricket which 

has made a single chirp." Yes, he had been trying to 

comfort himself with these suppositions; but he had 

found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in 

approaching him. had stalked with his black 

shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And 

it was the mournful influence of the unperceived 

shadow that caused him to feel--although he 



neither saw nor heard--to feel the presence of my 

head within the room. 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, 

without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a 

little--a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I 

opened it--you cannot imagine how stealthily, 

stealthily--until, at length, a single dim ray, like the 

thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and 

full upon the vulture eye. 

It was open--wide, wide open--and I grew furious 

as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness-

-all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled 

the very marrow in my bones; but I could see 

nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I 

had directed the ray, as if by instinct, precisely upon 

the damned spot. 

And now--have I not told you that what you 

mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the 

senses?--now, I say, there came to my ears a low, 

dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when 

enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well too. It 



was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased 

my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the 

soldier into courage. 

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely 

breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how 

steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. 

Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. 

It grew quicker and quicker and louder and louder 

every instant. The old man's terror must have been 

extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every 

moment!--do you mark me well? I have told you 

that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead 

hour of night, amid the dreadful silence of that old 

house, so strange a noise as this excited me to 

uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer 

I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew 

louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And 

now a new anxiety seized me--the sound would be 

heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! 

With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and 

leaped into the room. He shrieked once--once only. 



In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled 

the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find 

the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the 

heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, 

did not vex me; it would not be heard through the 

wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I 

removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he 

was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the 

heart and held it there many minutes. There was no 

pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would 

trouble me no more. 

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer 

when I describe the wise precautions I took for the 

concealment of the body. The night waned, and I 

worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I 

dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the 

arms and the legs. 

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the 

chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. 

I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, 

that no human eye--not even his--could have 



detected anything wrong. There was nothing to 

wash out--no stain of any kind--no blood-spot 

whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had 

caught all--ha! ha! 

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four 

o'clock--still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded 

the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. 

I went down to open it with a light heart--for what 

had I now to fear? There entered three men, who 

introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as 

officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a 

neighbor during the night: suspicion of foul play 

had been aroused; information had been lodged at 

the police office, and they (the officers) had been 

deputed to search the premises. 

I smiled--for what had I to fear? I bade the 

gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own 

in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent 

in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. 

I bade them search--search well. I led them, at 

length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, 



secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my 

confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and 

desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while 

I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, 

placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath 

which reposed the corpse of the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had 

convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, 

and while I answered cheerily, they chatted familiar 

things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and 

wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a 

ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. 

The ringing became more distinct:--it continued 

and became more distinct: I talked more freely to 

get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained 

definiteness--until, at length, I found that the noise 

was not within my ears. 

No doubt I now grew very pale,--but I talked more 

fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound 

increased--and what could I do? It was a low, dull, 

quick sound--much such a sound as a watch makes 



when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath--and 

yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly--

more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. 

Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to 

and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by 

the observation of the men--but the noise steadily 

increased. Oh, God; what could I do? I foamed--I 

raved--I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had 

been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the 

noise arose over all and continually increased. It 

grew louder--louder --louder! And still the men 

chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they 

heard not? Almighty God!--no, no! They heard!--

they suspected--they knew!--they were making a 

mockery of my horror!--this I thought, and this I 

think. But anything was better than this agony! 

Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I 

could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt 

that I must scream or die!--and now--again!--hark! 

louder! louder! louder! 



"Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit 

the deed!--tear up the planks!--here, here!--it is the 

beating of his hideous heart!" 

<<<  



A Dark Brown Dog 

Stephen Crane -2445 

 

A Dark Brown Dog and the accompanying 

illustrations were published in Cosmopolitan, 

March 1901. The story was probably written in the 

summer of 1893, set in the Jim Crow South during 

Reconstruction. The dog represents emancipated 

slaves. 

An illustration for the story A Dark Brown Dog by 

the author Stephen Crane 

A Child was standing on a street-corner. He leaned 

with one shoulder against a high board-fence and 

swayed the other to and fro, the while kicking 

carelessly at the gravel. 

Sunshine beat upon the cobbles, and a lazy summer 

wind raised yellow dust which trailed in clouds 

down the avenue. Clattering trucks moved with 

indistinctness through it. The child stood dreamily 

gazing. 



After a time, a little dark-brown dog came trotting 

with an intent air down the sidewalk. A short rope 

was dragging from his neck. Occasionally he trod 

upon the end of it and stumbled. 

He stopped opposite the child, and the two 

regarded each other. The dog hesitated for a 

moment, but presently he made some little 

advances with his tail. The child put out his hand 

and called him. In an apologetic manner the dog 

came close, and the two had an interchange of 

friendly pattings and waggles. The dog became 

more enthusiastic with each moment of the 

interview, until with his gleeful caperings he 

threatened to overturn the child. Whereupon the 

child lifted his hand and struck the dog a blow upon 

the head. 

This thing seemed to overpower and astonish the 

little dark-brown dog, and wounded him to the 

heart. He sank down in despair at the child's feet. 

When the blow was repeated, together with an 

admonition in childish sentences, he turned over 



upon his back, and held his paws in a peculiar 

manner. At the same time with his ears and his eyes 

he offered a small prayer to the child. 

Presently he struggled to his feet and started after 

the child. 

He looked so comical on his back, and holding his 

paws peculiarly, that the child was greatly amused 

and gave him little taps repeatedly, to keep him so. 

But the little dark-brown dog took this 

chastisement in the most serious way, and no doubt 

considered that he had committed some grave 

crime, for he wriggled contritely and showed his 

repentance in every way that was in his power. He 

pleaded with the child and petitioned him, and 

offered more prayers. 

At last the child grew weary of this amusement and 

turned toward home. The dog was praying at the 

time. He lay on his back and turned his eyes upon 

the retreating form. 

Presently he struggled to his feet and started after 

the child. The latter wandered in a perfunctory way 



toward his home, stopping at times to investigate 

various matters. During one of these pauses he 

discovered the little dark-brown dog who was 

following him with the air of a footpad. 

The child beat his pursuer with a small stick he had 

found. The dog lay down and prayed until the child 

had finished, and resumed his journey. Then he 

scrambled erect and took up the pursuit again. 

On the way to his home the child turned many 

times and beat the dog, proclaiming with childish 

gestures that he held him in contempt as an 

unimportant dog, with no value save for a moment. 

For being this quality of animal the dog apologized 

and eloquently expressed regret, but he continued 

stealthily to follow the child. His manner grew so 

very guilty that he slunk like an assassin. 

 

When the child reached his door-step, the dog was 

industriously ambling a few yards in the rear. He 

became so agitated with shame when he again 



confronted the child that he forgot the dragging 

rope. He tripped upon it and fell forward. 

The child attempts to drag the dark brown dog 

The child sat down on the step and the two had 

another interview. During it the dog greatly exerted 

himself to please the child. He performed a few 

gambols with such abandon that the child suddenly 

saw him to be a valuable thing. He made a swift, 

avaricious charge and seized the rope. 

He dragged his captive into a hall and up many long 

stairways in a dark tenement. The dog made willing 

efforts, but he could not hobble very skillfully up the 

stairs because he was very small and soft, and at last 

the pace of the engrossed child grew so energetic 

that the dog became panic-stricken. In his mind he 

was being dragged toward a grim unknown. His 

eyes grew wild with the terror of it. He began to 

wiggle his head frantically and to brace his legs. 

The child redoubled his exertions. They had a battle 

on the stairs. The child was victorious because he 

was completely absorbed in his purpose, and 



because the dog was very small. He dragged his 

acquirement to the door of his home, and finally 

with triumph across the threshold. 

Presently he struggled to his feet and started after 

the child. 

No one was in. The child sat down on the floor and 

made overtures to the dog. These the dog instantly 

accepted. He beamed with affection upon his new 

friend. In a short time they were firm and abiding 

comrades. 

When the child's family appeared, they made a 

great row. The dog was examined and commented 

upon and called names. Scorn was leveled at him 

from all eyes, so that he became much embarrassed 

and drooped like a scorched plant. But the child 

went sturdily to the center of the floor, and, at the 

top of his voice, championed the dog. It happened 

that he was roaring protestations, with his arms 

clasped about the dog's neck, when the father of 

the family came in from work. 



The parent demanded to know what the blazes they 

were making the kid howl for. It was explained in 

many words that the infernal kid wanted to 

introduce a disreputable dog into the family. 

 

A family council was held. On this depended the 

dog's fate, but he in no way heeded, being busily 

engaged in chewing the end of the child's dress. 

The affair was quickly ended. The father of the 

family, it appears, was in a particularly savage 

temper that evening, and when he perceived that it 

would amaze and anger everybody if such a dog 

were allowed to remain, he decided that it should 

be so. The child, crying softly, took his friend off to 

a retired part of the room to hobnob with him, while 

the father quelled a fierce rebellion of his wife. So it 

came to pass that the dog was a member of the 

household. 

He and the child were associated together at all 

times save when the child slept. The child became a 

guardian and a friend. If the large folk kicked the 



dog and threw things at him, the child made loud 

and violent objections. Once when the child had 

run, protesting loudly, with tears raining down his 

face and his arms outstretched, to protect his 

friend, he had been struck in the head with a very 

large saucepan from the hand of his father, enraged 

at some seeming lack of courtesy in the dog. Ever 

after, the family were careful how they threw things 

at the dog. Moreover, the latter grew very skilful in 

avoiding missiles and feet. In a small room 

containing a stove, a table, a bureau and some 

chairs, he would display strategic ability of a high 

order, dodging, feinting and scuttling about among 

the furniture. He could force three or four people 

armed with brooms, sticks and handfuls of coal, to 

use all their ingenuity to get in a blow. And even 

when they did, it was seldom that they could do him 

a serious injury or leave any imprint. 

But when the child was present, these scenes did 

not occur. It came to be recognized that if the dog 

was molested, the child would burst into sobs, and 



as the child, when started, was very riotous and 

practically unquenchable, the dog had therein a 

safeguard. 

However, the child could not always be near. At 

night, when he was asleep, his dark-brown friend 

would raise from some black corner a wild, wailful 

cry, a song of infinite lowliness and despair, that 

would go shuddering and sobbing among the 

buildings of the block and cause people to swear. 

At these times the singer would often be chased all 

over the kitchen and hit with a great variety of 

articles. 

Sometimes, too, the child himself used to beat the 

dog, although it is not known that he ever had what 

could be truly called a just cause. The dog always 

accepted these thrashings with an air of admitted 

guilt. He was too much of a dog to try to look to be 

a martyr or to plot revenge. He received the blows 

with deep humility, and furthermore he forgave his 

friend the moment the child had finished, and was 



ready to caress the child's hand with his little red 

tongue. 

When misfortune came upon the child, and his 

troubles overwhelmed him, he would often crawl 

under the table and lay his small distressed head on 

the dog's back. The dog was ever sympathetic. It is 

not to be supposed that at such times he took 

occasion to refer to the unjust beatings his friend, 

when provoked, had administered to him. 

He did not achieve any notable degree of intimacy 

with the other members of the family. He had no 

confidence in them, and the fear that he would 

express at their casual approach often exasperated 

them exceedingly. They used to gain a certain 

satisfaction in underfeeding him, but finally his 

friend the child grew to watch the matter with some 

care, and when he forgot it, the dog was often 

successful in secret for himself. 

So the dog prospered. He developed a large bark, 

which came wondrously from such a small rug of a 

dog. He ceased to howl persistently at night. 



Sometimes, indeed, in his sleep, he would utter little 

yells, as from pain, but that occurred, no doubt, 

when in his dreams he encountered huge flaming 

dogs who threatened him direfully. 

His devotion to the child grew until it was a sublime 

thing. He wagged at his approach; he sank down in 

despair at his departure. He could detect the sound 

of the child's step among all the noises of the 

neighborhood. It was like a calling voice to him. 

The scene of their companionship was a kingdom 

governed by this terrible potentate, the child; but 

neither criticism nor rebellion ever lived for an 

instant in the heart of the one subject. Down in the 

mystic, hidden fields of his little dog-soul bloomed 

flowers of love and fidelity and perfect faith. 

The child was in the habit of going on many 

expeditions to observe strange things in the 

vicinity. On these occasions his friend usually 

jogged aimfully along behind. Perhaps, though, he 

went ahead. This necessitated his turning around 

every quarter-minute to make sure the child was 



coming. He was filled with a large idea of the 

importance of these journeys. He would carry 

himself with such an air! He was proud to be the 

retainer of so great a monarch. 

One day, however, the father of the family got quite 

exceptionally drunk. He came home and held 

carnival with the cooking utensils, the furniture and 

his wife. He was in the midst of this recreation when 

the child, followed by the dark-brown dog, entered 

the room. They were returning from their voyages. 

He was the picture of a little dark-brown dog en 

route to a friend. 

The child's practised eye instantly noted his father's 

state. He dived under the table, where experience 

had taught him was a rather safe place. The dog, 

lacking skill in such matters, was, of course, unaware 

of the true condition of affairs. He looked with 

interested eyes at his friend's sudden dive. He 

interpreted it to mean: Joyous gambol. He started 

to patter across the floor to join him. He was the 



picture of a little dark-brown dog en route to a 

friend. 

The head of the family saw him at this moment. He 

gave a huge howl of joy, and knocked the dog 

down with a heavy coffee-pot. The dog, yelling in 

supreme astonishment and fear, writhed to his feet 

and ran for cover. The man kicked out with a 

ponderous foot. It caused the dog to swerve as if 

caught in a tide. A second blow of the coffee-pot 

laid him upon the floor. 

Here the child, uttering loud cries, came valiantly 

forth like a knight. The father of the family paid no 

attention to these calls of the child, but advanced 

with glee upon the dog. Upon being knocked down 

twice in swift succession, the latter apparently gave 

up all hope of escape. He rolled over on his back 

and held his paws in a peculiar manner. At the same 

time with his eyes and his ears he offered up a small 

prayer. 

But the father was in a mood for having fun, and it 

occurred to him that it would be a fine thing to 



throw the dog out of the window. So he reached 

down and grabbing the animal by a leg, lifted him, 

squirming, up. He swung him two or three times 

hilariously about his head, and then flung him with 

great accuracy through the window. 

 

The soaring dog created a surprise in the block. A 

woman watering plants in an opposite window 

gave an involuntary shout and dropped a flower-

pot. A man in another window leaned perilously out 

to watch the flight of the dog. A woman, who had 

been hanging out clothes in a yard, began to caper 

wildly. Her mouth was filled with clothes-pins, but 

her arms gave vent to a sort of exclamation. In 

appearance she was like a gagged prisoner. 

Children ran whooping. 

The dark-brown body crashed in a heap on the roof 

of a shed five stories below. From thence it rolled to 

the pavement of an alleyway. 

The child in the room far above burst into a long, 

dirgelike cry, and toddled hastily out of the room. It 



took him a long time to reach the alley, because his 

size compelled him to go downstairs backward, one 

step at a time, and holding with both hands to the 

step above....they found him seated by the body of 

his dark-brown friend. 

When they came for him later, they found him 

seated by the body of his dark-brown friend. 

<<<  



The Cask of Amontillado 

Edgar Allan Poe - 2456 

 

This story was included in Poe's collection, Tales of 

Mystery and Imagination, illustrated by Harry 

Clarke (1919). The story was first published in 

Godey's Lady Book in the November 1846 edition -

- the most popular periodical in America. It is often 

read by students in middle and high school. 

Readers: note that a "pipe" in the text below is a 

unit of measurement, equivalent to about 130 

gallons. This story is featured in our collection of 

Halloween Stories 

THE 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 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 in to smile in his 

face, and he did not perceive that my to 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 

millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, 

like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter 

of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not 

differ from him materially; --I was skilful in the 



Italian vintages myself, and bought largely 

whenever I could. 

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme 

madness of the carnival season, that I encountered 

my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, 

for he had been drinking much. The man wore 

motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, 

and his head was surmounted by the conical cap 

and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought 

I should never have done wringing his hand. 

I said to him --"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily 

met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day. 

But I have received a pipe of what passes for 

Amontillado, and I have my doubts." 

"How?" said he. "Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! 

And in the middle of the carnival!" 

"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough 

to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting 

you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I 

was fearful of losing a bargain." 

"Amontillado!" 



"I have my doubts." 

"Amontillado!" 

"And I must satisfy them." 

"Amontillado!" 

"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. 

If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me 

--" 

"Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry." 

"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a 

match for your own. 

"Come, let us go." 

"Whither?" 

"To your vaults." 

"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good 

nature. I perceive you have an engagement. 

Luchresi--" 

"I have no engagement; --come." 

"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the 

severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. 

The vaults are insufferably damp. They are 

encrusted with nitre." 



"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. 

Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as 

for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from 

Amontillado." 

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my 

arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and 

drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I 

suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they had 

absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I 

had told them that I should not return until the 

morning, and had given them explicit orders not to 

stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I 

well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, 

one and all, as soon as my back was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving 

one to Fortunato, bowed him through several suites 

of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I 

passed down a long and winding staircase, 

requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We 

came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood 



together upon the damp ground of the catacombs 

of the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells 

upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

"The pipe," he said. 

"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-

work which gleams from these cavern walls." 

He turned towards me, and looked into my eves 

with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 

intoxication. 

"Nitre?" he asked, at length. 

"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that 

cough?" 

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

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

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for 

many minutes. 

"It is nothing," he said, at last. 

"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your 

health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, 

beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a 



man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will 

go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. 

Besides, there is Luchresi --" 

"Enough," he said; "the cough's a mere nothing; it 

will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough." 

"True --true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no 

intention of alarming you unnecessarily --but you 

should use all proper caution. A draught of this 

Medoc will defend us from the damps. 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew 

from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the 

mould. 

"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine. He raised it 

to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me 

familiarly, while his bells jingled. 

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around 

us." 

"And I to your long life." 

He again took my arm, and we proceeded. 

"These vaults," he said, "are extensive." 



"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and 

numerous family." 

"I forget your arms." 

"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot 

crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are 

imbedded in the heel." 

"And the motto?" 

"Nemo me impune lacessit." 

"Good!" he said. 

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. 

My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had 

passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with 

casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost 

recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this 

time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm 

above the elbow. 

"The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It hangs like 

moss upon the vaults. We are below the river's bed. 

The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. 

Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough 

--" 



"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, 

another draught of the Medoc." 

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He 

emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce 

light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards 

with a gesticulation I did not understand. 

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the 

movement --a grotesque one. 

"You do not comprehend?" he said. 

"Not I," I replied. 

"Then you are not of the brotherhood." 

"How?" 

"You are not of the masons." 

"Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes." 

"You? Impossible! A mason?" 

"A mason," I replied. 

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

"It is this," I answered, producing from beneath the 

folds of my roquelaire a trowel. 

"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But 

let us proceed to the Amontillado." 



"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the 

cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned 

upon it heavily. 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. 

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared 

another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with 

human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the 

fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides 

of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this 

manner. From the fourth side the bones had been 

thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the 

earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. 

Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of 

the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or 

recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in 

height six or seven. It seemed to have been 

constructed for no especial use within itself, but 



formed merely the interval between two of the 

colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and 

was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of 

solid granite. 

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, 

endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. Its 

termination the feeble light did not enable us to 

see. 

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

Luchresi --" 

"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he 

stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed 

immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an 

instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, 

and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood 

stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had 

fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two 

iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, 

horizontally. From one of these depended a short 

chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links 

about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds 



to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. 

Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the 

recess. 

"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot 

help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once 

more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must 

positively leave you. But I must first render you all 

the little attentions in my power." 

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet 

recovered from his astonishment. 

"True," I replied; "the Amontillado." 

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile 

of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing 

them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building 

stone and mortar. With these materials and with the 

aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the 

entrance of the niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when 

I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had 

in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication 

I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth 



of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. 

There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid 

the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and 

then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The 

noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that 

I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I 

ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. 

When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the 

trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, 

the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now 

nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, 

and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, 

threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting 

suddenly from the throat of the chained form, 

seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief 

moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my 

rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but 

the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my 

hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and 

felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to 



the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I 

aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. 

I did this, and the clamourer grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a 

close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth and the 

tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and 

the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to 

be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its 

weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. 

But now there came from out the niche a low laugh 

that erected the hairs upon my head. It was 

succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in 

recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The 

voice said-- 

"Ha! ha! ha! --he! he! he! --a very good joke, indeed 

--an excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh 

about it at the palazzo --he! he! he! --over our wine 

--he! he! he!" 

"The Amontillado!" I said. 

"He! he! he! --he! he! he! --yes, the Amontillado. But 

is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at 



the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us 

be gone." 

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

"For the love of God, Montresor!" 

"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!" 

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I 

grew impatient. I called aloud -- 

"Fortunato!" 

No answer. I called again -- 

"Fortunato!" 

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the 

remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came 

forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart 

grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs 

that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my 

labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I 

plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-

erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a 

century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace 

requiescat!  THE END 
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In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, 

who wrote me from the East, I called on good-

natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and 

inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. 

Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append 

the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas 

W. Smiley is a myth; and that my friend never knew 

such a personage; and that he only conjectured that 

if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind 

him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to 

work and bore me to death with some exasperating 

reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it 

should be useless to me. If that was the design, it 

succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the 

barroom stove of the dilapidated tavern in the 

decayed mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that 



he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression 

of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his 

tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me 

good-day. I told him a friend had commissioned me 

to make some inquiries about a cherished 

companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. 

Smiley--Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister 

of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time a 

resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. 

Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev. 

Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many 

obligations to him. 

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and 

blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat 

down and reeled off the monotonous narrative 

which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he 

never frowned, he never changed his voice from the 

gentle-flowing key to which he tuned his initial 

sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion 

of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable 

narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness 



and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far 

from his imagining that there was anything 

ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it 

as a really important matter, and admired its two 

heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. I 

let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted 

him once. 

"Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le--well, there 

was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in 

the winter of '49--or may be it was the spring of '50-

-I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what 

makes me think it was one or the other is because I 

remember the big flume warn't finished when he 

first came to the camp; but any way, he was the 

curiousest man about always betting on anything 

that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody 

to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't he'd 

change sides. Any way that suited the other man 

would suit him--any way just so's he got a bet, he 

was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon 

lucky; he most always come out winner. He was 



always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't 

be no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer 

to bet on it, and take any side you please, as I was 

just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find 

him flush or you'd find him busted at the end of it; 

if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was 

a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-

fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds 

setting on a fence, he would bet you which one 

would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he 

would be there reg'lar to bet on Parson Walker, 

which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, 

and he was, too, and a good man. If he even see a 

straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet 

you how long it would take him to get to--to 

wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, 

he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but 

what he would find out where he was bound for and 

how long he was on the road.Thish-yer Smiley had 

a mare. An illustration for the great short story The 



Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County by 

the author Mark TwainLots of the boys here has 

seen that Smiley and can tell you about him. Why, 

it never made no difference to him--he'd bet on any 

thing--the dangest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid 

very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if 

they warn't going to save her; but one morning he 

come in, and Smiley up and asked him how she was, 

and he said she was considerable better--thank the 

Lord for his inf'nit' mercy--and coming on so smart 

that with the blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well 

yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, Well, I'll 

risk two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'" 

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare--the boys called her 

the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you 

know, because, of course, she was faster than that-

-and he used to win money on that horse, for all she 

was so slow and always had the asthma, or the 

distemper, or the consumption, or something of 

that kind. They used to give her two or three 

hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; 



but always at the fag-end of the race she'd get 

excited and desperate-like, and come cavorting and 

straddling up, and scattering her legs around 

limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to 

one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-

r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her 

coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose--and 

always fetch up at the stand just about a neck 

ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. 

And he had a little small bull-pup.  An illustration 

for the great short story The Celebrated Jumping 

Frog of Calaveras County by the author Mark 

TwainAnd he had a little small bull-pup, that to look 

at him you'd think he warn't worth a cent but to set 

around and look ornery and lay for a chance to steal 

something. But as soon as money was up on him he 

was a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick 

out like the fo'-castle of a steamboat, and his teeth 

would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a 

dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite 

him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three 



times, and Andrew Jackson--which was the name of 

the pup--Andrew Jackson would never let on but 

what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing 

else--and the bets being doubled and doubled on 

the other side all the time, till the money was all up; 

and then all of a sudden he would grab that other 

dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it-

-not chaw, you understand, but only just grip and 

hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a 

year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, 

till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no 

hind legs, because they'd been sawed off in a 

circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far 

enough, and the money was all up, and he come to 

make a snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute 

how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog 

had him in the door, so to speak, and he 'peared 

surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-

like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, and so 

he got shucked out bad. He gave Smiley a look, as 

much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his 



fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs 

for him to take holt of, which was his main 

dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a 

piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, 

was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a 

name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him 

and he had genius--I know it, because he hadn't no 

opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to 

reason that a dog could make such a fight as he 

could under them circumstances if he hadn't no 

talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of 

that last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out. 

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken 

cocks, and tom-cats and all of them kind of things, 

till you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing 

for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched a 

frog one day, and took him home, and said he 

cal'lated to educate him; and so he never done 

nothing for three months but set in his back yard 

and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did 

learn him, too. He'd give him a little punch behind, 



and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in 

the air like a doughnut--see him turn one 

summerset, or may be a couple, if he got a good 

start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like 

a cat. 

An illustration of a frog summersetting for the great 

short story The 

Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County by 

the author Mark Twain 

He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and 

kep' him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly 

every time as fur as he could see him. Smiley said 

all a frog wanted was education, and he could do 

'most anything--and I believe him. Why, I've seen 

him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor--

Dan'l Webster was the name of the frog--and sing 

out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and quicker'n you could 

wink he'd spring straight up and snake a fly off'n 

the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag'in 

as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the 

side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as 



if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n any 

frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and 

straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. 

And when it come to fair and square jumping on a 

dead level, he could get over more ground at one 

straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. 

Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you 

understand; and when it come to that, Smiley would 

ante up money on him as long as he had a red. 

Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well 

he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been 

everywheres, all said he laid over any frog that ever 

they see. 

Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box.  An 

illustration for the great short story The Celebrated 

Jumping Frog of Calaveras County by the author 

Mark TwainWell, Smiley kep' the beast in a little 

lattice box, and he used to fetch him downtown 

sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller--a 

stranger in the camp, he was--come acrost him with 

his box, and says: 



"What might be that you've got in the box?" 

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, "It might be 

a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't-

-it's only just a frog." 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and 

turned it round this way and that, and says, "H'm--

so 'tis. Well, what's he good for?" 

"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "he's good 

enough for one thing, I should judge--he can 

outjump any frog in Calaveras county." 

The feller took the box again, and took another 

long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and 

says, very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I don't see no 

p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other 

frog." 

"Maybe you don't," Smiley says. "Maybe you 

understand frogs and maybe you don't understand 

'em; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you 

ain't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got 

my opinion and I'll risk forty dollars that he can 

outjump any frog in Calaveras County." 



And the feller studied a minute, and then says, 

kinder sad like, "Well, I'm only a stranger here, and 

I ain't got no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you." 

And then Smiley says, "That's all right--that's all 

right--if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get 

you a frog." And so the feller took the box, and put 

up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set 

down to wait. 

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking 

to his-self, and then he got the frog out and prized 

his mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him 

full of quail shot--filled! him pretty near up to his 

chin--and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to 

the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a 

long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched 

him in, and give him to this feller, and says: 

"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, 

with his forepaws just even with Dan'l's, and I'll give 

the word." Then he says, "One--two--three--git!" 

and him and the feller touched up the frogs from 

behind, and the new frog hopped off lively, but 



Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders--

so--like a Frenchman, but it warn't no use--he 

couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as a church, 

and he couldn't no more stir than if he was 

anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, 

and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no 

idea what the matter was, of course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and 

when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked 

his thumb over his shoulder--so--at Dan'l, and says 

again, very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I don't see 

no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any 

other frog." 

An illustration for the great short story The 

Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County by 

the author Mark TwainSmiley he stood scratching 

his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and 

at last says, "I do wonder what in the nation that 

frog throwed off for--I wonder if there ain't 

something the matter with him--he 'pears to look 

mighty baggy, somehow." And he ketched Dan'l up 



by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, 

"Why blame my cats if he don't weigh five pounds!" 

and turned him upside down and he belched out a 

double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, 

and he was the maddest man--he set the frog down 

and took out after that feller, but he never ketched 

him. And---- 

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from 

the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.) 

And turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just 

set where you are, stranger, and rest easy--I ain't 

going to be gone a second." 

But, by your leave, I did not think that a 

continuation of the history of the enterprising 

vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me 

much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. 

Smiley, and so I started away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, 

and he buttonholed me and recommenced: 



"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller, one-eyed cow 

that didn't have no tail, only jest a short stump like 

a bannanner, and----" 

However, lacking both time and inclination, I did 

not wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took 

my leave. 

<<<  
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Part I 

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small 

parlour of Laburnum villa the blinds were drawn and the 

fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess; the 

former, who possessed ideas about the game involving 

radical chances, putting his king into such sharp and 

unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from 

the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire. 

"Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a 

fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous 

of preventing his son from seeing it. 

"I'm listening," said the latter grimly surveying the 

board as he stretched out his hand. "Check." 

"I should hardly think that he's come tonight, " said his 

father, with his hand poised over the board. 

"Mate," replied the son. 

"That's the worst of living so far out," balled Mr. White 

with sudden and unlooked-for violence; "Of all the 

beastly, slushy, out of the way places to live in, this is 

the worst. Path's a bog, and the road's a torrent. I don't 



know what people are thinking about. I suppose 

because only two houses in the road are let, they think 

it doesn't matter." 

"Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps 

you'll win the next one." 

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a 

knowing glance between mother and son. the words 

died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin 

grey beard. 

"There he is," said Herbert White as the gate banged to 

loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door. 

The old man rose with hospitable haste and opening the 

door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The 

new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. 

White said, "Tut, tut!" and coughed gently as her 

husband entered the room followed by a tall, burly 

man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage. 

"Sargeant-Major Morris, " he said, introducing him. 

The Sargeant-Major took hands and taking the 

proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly as his 

host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small 

copper kettle on the fire. 



At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to 

talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest 

this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad 

shoulders in the chair and spoke of wild scenes and 

doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange 

peoples. 

"Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his 

wife and son. "When he went away he was a slip of a 

youth in the warehouse. Now look at him." 

"He don't look to have taken much harm." said Mrs. 

White politely. 

"I'd like to go to India myself," said the old man, just to 

look around a bit, you know." 

"Better where you are," said the Sargeant-Major, 

shaking his head. He put down the empty glass and 

sighning softly, shook it again. 

"I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and 

jugglers," said the old man. "what was that that you 

started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw 

or something, Morris?" 

"Nothing." said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing 

worth hearing." 

"Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. White curiously. 



"Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, 

perhaps." said the Sargeant-Major off-handedly. 

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor 

absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then 

set it down again. His host filled it for him again. 

"To look at," said the Sargeant-Major, fumbling in his 

pocket, "it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a 

mummy." 

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. 

Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, 

taking it, examined it curiously. 

"And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White 

as he took it from his son, and having examined it, 

placed it upon the table. 

"It had a spell put on it by an old Fakir," said the 

Sargeant-Major, "a very holy man. He wanted to show 

that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who 

interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell 

on it so that three separate men could each have three 

wishes from it." 

His manners were so impressive that his hearers were 

conscious that their light laughter had jarred 

somewhat. 



 

"Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert 

White cleverly. 

The soldier regarded him the way that middle age is 

wont to regard presumptuous youth."I have," he said 

quietly, and his blotchy face whitened. 

"And did you really have the three wishes granted?" 

asked Mrs. White. 

"I did," said the seargent-major, and his glass tapped 

against his strong teeth. 

"And has anybody else wished?" persisted the old lady. 

"The first man had his three wishes. Yes," was the reply, 

"I don't know what the first two were, but the third was 

for death. That's how I got the paw." 

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group. 

"If you've had your three wishes it's no good to you now 

then Morris," said the old man at last. "What do you 

keep it for?" 

The soldier shook his head. "Fancy I suppose," he said 

slowly." I did have some idea of selling it, but I don't 

think I will. It has caused me enough mischief already. 

Besides, people won't buy. They think it's a fairy tale, 



some of them; and those who do think anything of it 

want to try it first and pay me afterward." 

"If you could have another three wishes," said the old 

man, eyeing him keenly," would you have them?" 

"I don't know," said the other. "I don't know." 

He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger 

and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with 

a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off. 

"Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly. 

"If you don't want it Morris," said the other, "give it to 

me." 

"I won't." said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. 

If you keep it, don't blame me for what happens. Pitch 

it on the fire like a sensible man." 

The other shook his head and examined his possession 

closely. "How do you do it?" he inquired. 

"Hold it up in your right hand, and wish aloud," said the 

Sargeant-Major, "But I warn you of the consequences." 

"Sounds like the 'Arabian Nights'", said Mrs. White, as 

she rose and began to set the supper. "Don't you think 

you might wish for four pairs of hands for me." 



Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and all 

three burst into laughter as the Seargent-Major, with a 

look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm. 

"If you must wish," he said gruffly, "Wish for something 

sensible." 

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing 

chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business 

of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and 

afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled 

fashion to a second installment of the soldier's 

adventures in India. 

"If the tale about the monkey's paw is not more truthful 

than those he has been telling us," said Herbert, as the 

door closed behind their guest, just in time to catch the 

last train, "we shan't make much out of it." 

"Did you give anything for it, father?" inquired Mrs. 

White, regarding her husband closely. 

"A trifle," said he, colouring slightly, "He didn't want it, 

but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to 

throw it away." 

"Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, 

we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to 



be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be 

henpecked." 

He darted around the table, pursued by the maligned 

Mrs White armed with an antimacassar. 

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it 

dubiously. "I don't know what to wish for, and that's a 

fact," he said slowly. It seems to me I've got all I want." 

"If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, 

wouldn't you!" said Herbert, with his hand on his 

shoulder. "Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; 

that'll just do it." 

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, 

held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face, 

somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down 

and struck a few impressive chords. 

"I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man 

distinctly. 

A fine crash from the piano greeted his words, 

interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His 

wife and son ran toward him. 

"It moved," he cried, with a glance of disgust at the 

object as it lay on the floor. "As I wished, it twisted in 

my hand like a snake." 



 

"Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked 

it up and placed it on the table, "and I bet I never shall." 

"It must have been your fancy, father," said his wife, 

regarding him anxiously. 

He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no 

harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same." 

They sat down by the fire again while the two men 

finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than 

ever, an the old man started nervously at the sound of 

a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and 

depressing settled on all three, which lasted until the 

old couple rose to retire for the rest of the night. 

"I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the 

middle of your bed," said Herbert, as he bade them 

good night, " and something horrible squatting on top 

of your wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-

gotten gains." 

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, 

and seeing faces in it. The last was so horrible and so 

simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid 

that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a 

glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand 



grasped the monkey's paw, and with a little shiver he 

wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed. 

Part II 

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it 

streamed over the breakfast table he laughed at his 

fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about 

the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and 

the dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the side-

board with a carelessness which betokened no great 

belief in its virtues. 

"I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs 

White. "The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How 

could wishes be granted in these days? And if they 

could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, 

father?" 

"Might drop on his head from the sky," said the 

frivolous Herbert. 

"Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his 

father, "that you might if you so wished attribute it to 

coincidence." 

"Well don't break into the money before I come back," 

said Herbert as he rose from the table. "I'm afraid it'll 



turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have 

to disown you." 

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, 

watched him down the road; and returning to the 

breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her 

husband's credulity. All of which did not prevent her 

from scurrying to the door at the postman's knock, nor 

prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired 

Sargeant-Majors of bibulous habits when she found 

that the post brought a tailor's bill. 

"Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I 

expect, when he comes home," she said as they sat at 

dinner. 

"I dare say," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some 

beer; "but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that 

I'll swear to." 

"You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly. 

"I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought 

about it; I had just - What's the matter?" 

His wife made no reply. She was watching the 

mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering 

in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be 

trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental 



connexion with the two hundred pounds, she noticed 

that the stranger was well dressed, and wore a silk hat 

of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, 

and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood 

with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution 

flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs White at the 

same moment placed her hands behind her, and 

hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that 

useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her 

chair. 

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into 

the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a 

preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the 

appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, a 

garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She 

then waited as patiently as her sex would permit for him 

to broach his business, but he was at first strangely 

silent. 

"I - was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and 

picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. "I come from 

'Maw and Meggins.' " 



The old lady started. "Is anything the matter?" she 

asked breathlessly. "Has anything happened to 

Herbert? What is it? What is it? 

Her husband interposed. "There there mother," he said 

hastily. "Sit down, and don't jump to conclusions. 

You've not brought bad news, I'm sure sir," and eyed 

the other wistfully. 

"I'm sorry - " began the visitor. 

"Is he hurt?" demanded the mother wildly. 

The visitor bowed in assent."Badly hurt," he said 

quietly, "but he is not in any pain." 

"Oh thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her 

hands. "Thank God for that! Thank - " 

She broke off as the sinister meaning of the assurance 

dawned on her and she saw the awful confirmation of 

her fears in the others averted face. She caught her 

breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid 

her trembling hand on his. There was a long silence. 

"He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at 

length in a low voice. 

"Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a 

dazed fashion,"yes." 



He sat staring out the window, and taking his wife's 

hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont 

to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before. 

"He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently 

to the visitor. "It is hard." 

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the 

window. " The firm wishes me to convey their sincere 

sympathy with you in your great loss," he said, without 

looking round. "I beg that you will understand I am only 

their servant and merely obeying orders." 

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, 

her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the 

husband's face was a look such as his friend the 

sargeant might have carried into his first action. 

"I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all 

responsibility," continued the other. "They admit no 

liability at all, but in consideration of your son's services, 

they wish to present you with a certain sum as 

compensation." 

Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his 

feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry 

lips shaped the words, "How much?" 

 



"Two hundred pounds," was the answer. 

Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled 

faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and 

dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor. 

Part III 

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the 

old people buried their dead, and came back to the 

house steeped in shadows and silence. It was all over so 

quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and 

remained in a state of expectation as though of 

something else to happen - something else which was 

to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear. 

But the days passed, and expectations gave way to 

resignation - the hopeless resignation of the old, 

sometimes mis-called apathy. Sometimes they hardly 

exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk 

about, and their days were long to weariness. 

It was a about a week after that the old man, waking 

suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found 

himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound 

of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised 

himself in bed and listened. 

"Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold." 



"It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept 

afresh. 

The sounds of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed 

was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed 

fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his 

wife awoke him with a start. 

"THE PAW!" she cried wildly. "THE MONKEY'S PAW!" 

He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What’s the 

matter?" 

She came stumbling across the room toward him. "I 

want it," she said quietly. "You've not destroyed it?" 

"It's in the parlour, on the bracket," he replied, 

marveling. "Why?" 

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, 

kissed his cheek. 

"I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why 

didn't I think of it before? Why didn't you think of it?" 

"Think of what?" he questioned. 

"The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've 

only had one." 

"Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely. 

"No," she cried triumphantly; "We'll have one more. Go 

down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again." 



 

The man sat in bed and flung the bedclothes from his 

quaking limbs."Good God, you are mad!" he cried 

aghast. "Get it," she panted; "get it quickly, and wish - 

Oh my boy, my boy!" 

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get 

back to bed he said unsteadily. "You don't know what 

you are saying." 

"We had the first wish granted," said the old woman, 

feverishly; "why not the second?" 

"A coincidence," stammered the old man. 

"Go get it and wish," cried his wife, quivering with 

excitement. 

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice 

shook. "He has been dead ten days, and besides he - I 

would not tell you else, but - I could only recognize him 

by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, 

how now?" 

"Bring him back," cried the old woman, and dragged 

him towards the door. "Do you think I fear the child I 

have nursed?" 

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the 

parlour, and then to the mantlepiece. The talisman was 



in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish 

might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could 

escape from the room seized up on him, and he caught 

his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of 

the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way 

round the table, and groped along the wall until he 

found himself in the small passage with the 

unwholesome thing in his hand. 

Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the 

room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears 

seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid 

of her. 

"WISH!" she cried in a strong voice. 

"It is foolish and wicked," he faltered. 

"WISH!" repeated his wife. 

 

He raised his hand. "I wish my son alive again." 

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it 

fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old 

woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and 

raised the blind. 

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing 

occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering 



through the window. The candle-end, which had 

burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was 

throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, 

until with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The 

old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the 

failure of the talisman, crept back back to his bed, and 

a minute afterward the old woman came silently and 

apathetically beside him. 

Neither spoke, but sat silently listening to the ticking of 

the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried 

noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, 

and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, 

he took the box of matches, and striking one, went 

downstairs for a candle. 

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he 

paused to strike another; and at the same moment a 

knock came so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely 

audible, sounded on the front door. 

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the 

passage. He stood motionless, his breath suspended 

until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled 

swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind 

him. A third knock sounded through the house. 



"WHAT’S THAT?" cried the old woman, starting up. 

"A rat," said the old man in shaking tones - "a rat. It 

passed me on the stairs." 

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded 

through the house. 

"It's Herbert!" 

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, 

and catching her by the arm, held her tightly. 

"What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely. 

"It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling 

mechanically. "I forgot it was two miles away. What are 

you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door." 

"For God's sake don't let it in," cried the old man, 

trembling. 

"You're afraid of your own son," she cried struggling. 

"Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; I'm coming." 

There was another knock, and another. The old woman 

with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the 

room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called 

after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He 

heard the chain rattle back and the bolt drawn slowly 

and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, 

strained and panting. 



 

"The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. I can't reach 

it." 

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping 

wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If only he could 

find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade 

of knocks reverberated through the house, and he 

heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in 

the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of 

the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same 

moment he found the monkey's paw, and frantically 

breathed his third and last wish. 

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of 

it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back, 

and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the 

staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and 

misery from his wife gave him the courage to run down 

to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street 

lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted 

road. 
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A Horseman in the Sky 

Ambrose Bierce- 2985 

 

In this Civil War story, Carter Druse, a young soldier 

from a wealthy Virginia family elects to fight for the 

Union. We find him posted on sentry duty, guarding 

the valley where five regiments of Union soldiers 

are hunkered down and hiding. Carter's orders are 

to prevent a rebel scout from discovering their 

whereabouts. How far would you go to fulfill your 

mission? This story was first published in the San 

Francisco Examiner on April 14, 1889. We offer a 

useful Study Guide for students and teachers. 

I 

One sunny afternoon in the autumn of the year 

1861 a soldier lay in a clump of laurel by the side of 

a road in western Virginia. He lay at full length upon 

his stomach, his feet resting upon the toes, his head 

upon the left forearm. His extended right hand 

loosely grasped his rifle. But for the somewhat 

methodical disposition of his limbs and a slight 



rhythmic movement of the cartridge-box at the 

back of his belt he might have been thought to be 

dead. He was asleep at his post of duty. But if 

detected he would be dead shortly afterward, death 

being the just and legal penalty of his crime. 

The clump of laurel in which the criminal lay was in 

the angle of a road which after ascending 

southward a steep acclivity to that point turned 

sharply to the west, running along the summit for 

perhaps one hundred yards. There it turned 

southward again and went zigzagging downward 

through the forest. At the salient of that second 

angle was a large flat rock, jutting out northward, 

overlooking the deep valley from which the road 

ascended. The rock capped a high cliff; a stone 

dropped from its outer edge would have fallen 

sheer downward one thousand feet to the tops of 

the pines. The angle where the soldier lay was on 

another spur of the same cliff. Had he been awake 

he would have commanded a view, not only of the 

short arm of the road and the jutting rock, but of 



the entire profile of the cliff below it. It might well 

have made him giddy to look. 

A Horseman in the Sky: Seneca Rocks North Fork 

Mountain, West VirginiaThe country was wooded 

everywhere except at the bottom of the valley to 

the northward, where there was a small natural 

meadow, through which flowed a stream scarcely 

visible from the valley's rim. This open ground 

looked hardly larger than an ordinary door-yard, 

but was really several acres in extent. Its green was 

more vivid than that of the inclosing forest. Away 

beyond it rose a line of giant cliffs similar to those 

upon which we are supposed to stand in our survey 

of the savage scene, and through which the road 

had somehow made its climb to the summit. The 

configuration of the valley, indeed, was such that 

from this point of observation it seemed entirely 

shut in, and one could but have wondered how the 

road which found a way out of it had found a way 

into it, and whence came and whither went the 



waters of the stream that parted the meadow more 

than a thousand feet below. 

No country is so wild and difficult but men will 

make it a theatre of war; concealed in the forest at 

the bottom of that military rat-trap, in which half a 

hundred men in possession of the exits might have 

starved an army to submission, lay five regiments of 

Federal infantry. They had marched all the previous 

day and night and were resting. At nightfall they 

would take to the road again, climb to the place 

where their unfaithful sentinel now slept, and 

descending the other slope of the ridge fall upon a 

camp of the enemy at about midnight. Their hope 

was to surprise it, for the road led to the rear of it. 

In case of failure, their position would be perilous in 

the extreme; and fail they surely would should 

accident or vigilance apprise the enemy of the 

movement. 

II 

The sleeping sentinel in the clump of laurel was a 

young Virginian named Carter Druse. He was the 



son of wealthy parents, an only child, and had 

known such ease and cultivation and high living as 

wealth and taste were able to command in the 

mountain country of western Virginia. His home 

was but a few miles from where he now lay. One 

morning he had risen from the breakfast-table and 

said, quietly but gravely: "Father, a Union regiment 

has arrived at Grafton. I am going to join it." 

The father lifted his leonine head, looked at the son 

a moment in silence, and replied: "Well, go, sir, and 

whatever may occur do what you conceive to be 

your duty. Virginia, to which you are a traitor, must 

get on without you. Should we both live to the end 

of the war, we will speak further of the matter. Your 

mother, as the physician has informed you, is in a 

most critical condition; at the best she cannot be 

with us longer than a few weeks, but that time is 

precious. It would be better not to disturb her." 

So Carter Druse, bowing reverently to his father, 

who returned the salute with a stately courtesy that 

masked a breaking heart, left the home of his 



childhood to go soldiering. By conscience and 

courage, by deeds of devotion and daring, he soon 

commended himself to his fellows and his officers; 

and it was to these qualities and to some 

knowledge of the country that he owed his 

selection for his present perilous duty at the 

extreme outpost. Nevertheless, fatigue had been 

stronger than resolution and he had fallen asleep. 

What good or bad angel came in a dream to rouse 

him from his state of crime, who shall say? Without 

a movement, without a sound, in the profound 

silence and the languor of the late afternoon, some 

invisible messenger of fate touched with unsealing 

finger the eyes of his consciousness--whispered 

into the ear of his spirit the mysterious awakening 

word which no human lips ever have spoken, no 

human memory ever has recalled. He quietly raised 

his forehead from his arm and looked between the 

masking stems of the laurels, instinctively closing 

his right hand about the stock of his rifle. 



His first feeling was a keen artistic delight. On a 

colossal pedestal, the cliff,--motionless at the 

extreme edge of the capping rock and sharply 

outlined against the sky,--was an equestrian statue 

of impressive dignity. The figure of the man sat the 

figure of the horse, straight and soldierly, but with 

the repose of a Grecian god carved in the marble 

which limits the suggestion of activity. The gray 

costume harmonized with its arial background; the 

metal of accoutrement and caparison was softened 

and subdued by the shadow; the animal's skin had 

no points of high light. A carbine strikingly 

foreshortened lay across the pommel of the saddle, 

kept in place by the right hand grasping it at the 

"grip"; the left hand, holding the bridle rein, was 

invisible. In silhouette against the sky the profile of 

the horse was cut with the sharpness of a cameo; it 

looked across the heights of air to the confronting 

cliffs beyond. The face of the rider, turned slightly 

away, showed only an outline of temple and beard; 

he was looking downward to the bottom of the 



valley. Magnified by its lift against the sky and by 

the soldier's testifying sense of the formidableness 

of a near enemy the group appeared of heroic, 

almost colossal, size. 

For an instant Druse had a strange, half-defined 

feeling that he had slept to the end of the war and 

was looking upon a noble work of art reared upon 

that eminence to commemorate the deeds of an 

heroic past of which he had been an inglorious part. 

The feeling was dispelled by a slight movement of 

the group: the horse, without moving its feet, had 

drawn its body slightly backward from the verge; 

the man remained immobile as before. Broad 

awake and keenly alive to the significance of the 

situation, Druse now brought the butt of his rifle 

against his cheek by cautiously pushing the barrel 

forward through the bushes, cocked the piece, and 

glancing through the sights covered a vital spot of 

the horseman's breast. A touch upon the trigger 

and all would have been well with Carter Druse. At 

that instant the horseman turned his head and 



looked in the direction of his concealed foeman--

seemed to look into his very face, into his eyes, into 

his brave, compassionate heart. 

Is it then so terrible to kill an enemy in war--an 

enemy who has surprised a secret vital to the safety 

of one's self and comrades--an enemy more 

formidable for his knowledge than all his army for 

its numbers? Carter Druse grew pale; he shook in 

every limb, turned faint, and saw the statuesque 

group before him as black figures, rising, falling, 

moving unsteadily in arcs of circles in a fiery sky. His 

hand fell away from his weapon, his head slowly 

dropped until his face rested on the leaves in which 

he lay. This courageous gentleman and hardy 

soldier was near swooning from intensity of 

emotion. 

It was not for long; in another moment his face was 

raised from earth, his hands resumed their places 

on the rifle, his forefinger sought the trigger; mind, 

heart, and eyes were clear, conscience and reason 

sound. He could not hope to capture that enemy; 



to alarm him would but send him dashing to his 

camp with his fatal news. The duty of the soldier 

was plain: the man must be shot dead from 

ambush--without warning, without a moment's 

spiritual preparation, with never so much as an 

unspoken prayer, he must be sent to his account. 

But no--there is a hope; he may have discovered 

nothing--perhaps he is but admiring the sublimity 

of the landscape. If permitted, he may turn and ride 

carelessly away in the direction whence he came. 

Surely it will be possible to judge at the instant of 

his withdrawing whether he knows. It may well be 

that his fixity of attention--Druse turned his head 

and looked through the deeps of air downward, as 

from the surface to the bottom of a translucent sea. 

He saw creeping across the green meadow a 

sinuous line of figures of men and horses--some 

foolish commander was permitting the soldiers of 

his escort to water their beasts in the open, in plain 

view from a dozen summits! 



Druse withdrew his eyes from the valley and fixed 

them again upon the group of man and horse in the 

sky, and again it was through the sights of his rifle. 

But this time his aim was at the horse. In his 

memory, as if they were a divine mandate, rang the 

words of his father at their parting: "Whatever may 

occur, do what you conceive to be your duty." He 

was calm now. His teeth were firmly but not rigidly 

closed; his nerves were as tranquil as a sleeping 

babe's--not a tremor affected any muscle of his 

body; his breathing, until suspended in the act of 

taking aim, was regular and slow. Duty had 

conquered; the spirit had said to the body: "Peace, 

be still." He fired. 

III 

An officer of the Federal force, who in a spirit of 

adventure or in quest of knowledge had left the 

hidden bivouac in the valley, and with aimless feet 

had made his way to the lower edge of a small open 

space near the foot of the cliff, was considering 

what he had to gain by pushing his exploration 



further. At a distance of a quarter-mile before him, 

but apparently at a stone's throw, rose from its 

fringe of pines the gigantic face of rock, towering 

to so great a height above him that it made him 

giddy to look up to where its edge cut a sharp, 

rugged line against the sky. It presented a clean, 

vertical profile against a background of blue sky to 

a point half the way down, and of distant hills, 

hardly less blue, thence to the tops of the trees at 

its base. Lifting his eyes to the dizzy altitude of its 

summit the officer saw an astonishing sight--a man 

on horseback riding down into the valley through 

the air! 

Straight upright sat the rider, in military fashion, 

with a firm seat in the saddle, a strong clutch upon 

the rein to hold his charger from too impetuous a 

plunge. From his bare head his long hair streamed 

upward, waving like a plume. His hands were 

concealed in the cloud of the horse's lifted mane. 

The animal's body was as level as if every hoof-

stroke encountered the resistant earth. Its motions 



were those of a wild gallop, but even as the officer 

looked they ceased, with all the legs thrown sharply 

forward as in the act of alighting from a leap. But 

this was a flight! 

Filled with amazement and terror by this apparition 

of a horseman in the sky--half believing himself the 

chosen scribe of some new Apocalypse, the officer 

was overcome by the intensity of his emotions; his 

legs failed him and he fell. Almost at the same 

instant he heard a crashing sound in the trees--a 

sound that died without an echo--and all was still. 

The officer rose to his feet, trembling. The familiar 

sensation of an abraded shin recalled his dazed 

faculties. Pulling himself together he ran rapidly 

obliquely away from the cliff to a point distant from 

its foot; thereabout he expected to find his man; 

and thereabout he naturally failed. In the fleeting 

instant of his vision his imagination had been so 

wrought upon by the apparent grace and ease and 

intention of the marvelous performance that it did 

not occur to him that the line of march of arial 



cavalry is directly downward, and that he could find 

the objects of his search at the very foot of the cliff. 

A half-hour later he returned to camp. 

This officer was a wise man; he knew better than to 

tell an incredible truth. He said nothing of what he 

had seen. But when the commander asked him if in 

his scout he had learned anything of advantage to 

the expedition he answered: 

"Yes, sir; there is no road leading down into this 

valley from the southward." 

The commander, knowing better, smiled. 

IV 

After firing his shot, Private Carter Druse reloaded 

his rifle and resumed his watch. Ten minutes had 

hardly passed when a Federal sergeant crept 

cautiously to him on hands and knees. Druse 

neither turned his head nor looked at him, but lay 

without motion or sign of recognition. 

"Did you fire?" the sergeant whispered. 

"Yes." 

"At what?" 



"A horse. It was standing on yonder rock--pretty far 

out. You see it is no longer there. It went over the 

cliff." 

The man's face was white, but he showed no other 

sign of emotion. Having answered, he turned away 

his eyes and said no more. The sergeant did not 

understand. 

"See here, Druse," he said, after a moment's silence, 

"it's no use making a mystery. I order you to report. 

Was there anybody on the horse?" 

"Yes." 

"Well?" 

"My father." 

The sergeant rose to his feet and walked away. 

"Good God!" he said. 

<<< 
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I 

A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern 

Alabama, looking down into the swift water twenty 

feet below. The man's hands were behind his back, 

the wrists bound with a cord. A rope closely 

encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout cross-

timber above his head and the slack fell to the level 

of his knees. Some loose boards laid upon the 

sleepers supporting the metals of the railway 

supplied a footing for him and his executioners--



two private soldiers of the Federal army, directed by 

a sergeant who in civil life may have been a deputy 

sheriff. At a short remove upon the same temporary 

platform was an officer in the uniform of his rank, 

armed. He was a captain. A sentinel at each end of 

the bridge stood with his rifle in the position known 

as "support," that is to say, vertical in front of the 

left shoulder, the hammer resting on the forearm 

thrown straight across the chest--a formal and 

unnatural position, enforcing an erect carriage of 

the body. It did not appear to be the duty of these 

two men to know what was occurring at the center 

of the bridge; they merely blockaded the two ends 

of the foot planking that traversed it. Beyond one 

of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the railroad 

ran straight away into a forest for a hundred yards, 

then, curving, was lost to view. Doubtless there was 

an outpost farther along. The other bank of the 

stream was open ground--a gentle acclivity topped 

with a stockade of vertical tree trunks, loopholed for 

rifles, with a single embrasure through which 



protruded the muzzle of a brass cannon 

commanding the bridge. Midway of the slope 

between the bridge and fort were the spectators--

a single company of infantry in line, at "parade rest," 

the butts of the rifles on the ground, the barrels 

inclining slightly backward against the right 

shoulder, the hands crossed upon the stock. A 

lieutenant stood at the right of the line, the point of 

his sword upon the ground, his left hand resting 

upon his right. Excepting the group of four at the 

center of the bridge, not a man moved. The 

company faced the bridge, staring stonily, 

motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks of the 

stream, might have been statues to adorn the 

bridge. The captain stood with folded arms, silent, 

observing the work of his subordinates, but making 

no sign. Death is a dignitary who when he comes 

announced is to be received with formal 

manifestations of respect, even by those most 

familiar with him. In the code of military etiquette 

silence and fixity are forms of deference. 



An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge pendulum with 

escapementThe man who was engaged in being 

hanged was apparently about thirty-five years of 

age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from his 

habit, which was that of a planter. His features were 

good--a straight nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, 

from which his long, dark hair was combed straight 

back, falling behind his ears to the collar of his well-

fitting frock coat. He wore a mustache and pointed 

beard, but no whiskers; his eyes were large and dark 

gray, and had a kindly expression which one would 

hardly have expected in one whose neck was in the 

hemp. Evidently this was no vulgar assassin. The 

liberal military code makes provision for hanging 

many kinds of persons, and gentlemen are not 

excluded. 

The preparations being complete, the two private 

soldiers stepped aside and each drew away the 

plank upon which he had been standing. The 

sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed 

himself immediately behind that officer, who in turn 



moved apart one pace. These movements left the 

condemned man and the sergeant standing on the 

two ends of the same plank, which spanned three 

of the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon which 

the civilian stood almost, but not quite, reached a 

fourth. This plank had been held in place by the 

weight of the captain; it was now held by that of the 

sergeant. At a signal from the former the latter 

would step aside, the plank would tilt and the 

condemned man go down between two ties. The 

arrangement commended itself to his judgment as 

simple and effective. His face had not been covered 

nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his 

"unsteadfast footing," then let his gaze wander to 

the swirling water of the stream racing madly 

beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftwood 

caught his attention and his eyes followed it down 

the current. How slowly it appeared to move, What 

a sluggish stream! 

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts 

upon his wife and children. The water, touched to 



gold by the early sun, the brooding mists under the 

banks at some distance down the stream, the fort, 

the soldiers, the piece of drift--all had distracted 

him. And now he became conscious of a new 

disturbance. Striking through the thought of his 

dear ones was a sound which he could neither 

ignore nor understand, a sharp, distinct, metallic 

percussion like the stroke of a blacksmith's hammer 

upon the anvil; it had the same ringing quality. He 

wondered what it was, and whether immeasurably 

distant or near by--it seemed both. Its recurrence 

was regular, but as slow as the tolling of a death 

knell. He awaited each stroke with impatience and-

-he knew not why--apprehension. The intervals of 

silence grew progressively longer, the delays 

became maddening. With their greater infrequency 

the sounds increased in strength and sharpness. 

They hurt his ear like the thrust of a knife; he feared 

he would shriek. What he heard was the ticking of 

his watch. 



He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water 

below him. "If I could free my hands," he thought, 

"I might throw off the noose and spring into the 

stream. By diving I could evade the bullets and, 

swimming vigorously, reach the bank, take to the 

woods and get away home. My home, thank God, 

is as yet outside their lines; my wife and little ones 

are still beyond the invader's farthest advance." 

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down 

in words, were flashed into the doomed man's brain 

rather than evolved from it the captain nodded to 

the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside. 

II 

An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge: Farm 

HospitalityPeyton Farquhar was a well-to-do 

planter, of an old and highly respected Alabama 

family. Being a slave owner and like other slave 

owners a politician he was naturally an original 

secessionist and ardently devoted to the Southern 

cause. Circumstances of an imperious nature, which 



it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him 

from taking service with the gallant army that had 

fought the disastrous campaigns ending with the 

fall of Corinth, and he chafed under the inglorious 

restraint, longing for the release of his energies, the 

larger life of the soldier, the opportunity for 

distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would come, 

as it comes to all in war time. Meanwhile he did 

what he could. No service was too humble for him 

to perform in aid of the South, no adventure too 

perilous for him to undertake if consistent with the 

character of a civilian who was at heart a soldier, 

and who in good faith and without too much 

qualification assented to at least a part of the 

frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in love and 

war. 

One evening while Farquhar and his wife were 

sitting on a rustic bench near the entrance to his 

grounds, a gray-clad soldier rode up to the gate 

and asked for a drink of water. Mrs. Farquhar was 

only too happy to serve him with her own white 



hands. While she was fetching the water her 

husband approached the dusty horseman and 

inquired eagerly for news from the front. 

"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said the 

man, "and are getting ready for another advance. 

They have reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in 

order and built a stockade on the north bank. The 

commandant has issued an order, which is posted 

everywhere, declaring that any civilian caught 

interfering with the railroad, its bridges, tunnels or 

trains will be summarily hanged. I saw the order." 

"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Farquhar 

asked. 

"About thirty miles." 

"Is there no force on this side the creek?" 

"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad, 

and a single sentinel at this end of the bridge." 

"Suppose a man--a civilian and student of hanging-

-should elude the picket post and perhaps get the 



better of the sentinel," said Farquhar, smiling, "what 

could he accomplish?" 

The soldier reflected. "I was there a month ago," he 

replied. "I observed that the flood of last winter had 

lodged a great quantity of driftwood against the 

wooden pier at this end of the bridge. It is now dry 

and would burn like tow." 

The lady had now brought the water, which the 

soldier drank. He thanked her ceremoniously, 

bowed to her husband and rode away. An hour 

later, after nightfall, he repassed the plantation, 

going northward in the direction from which he had 

come. He was a Federal scout. 

III 

As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through 

the bridge he lost consciousness and was as one 

already dead. From this state he was awakened--

ages later, it seemed to him--by the pain of a sharp 

pressure upon his throat, followed by a sense of 



suffocation. Keen, poignant agonies seemed to 

shoot from his neck downward through every fiber 

of his body and limbs. These pains appeared to 

flash along well-defined lines of ramification and to 

beat with an inconceivably rapid periodicity. They 

seemed like streams of pulsating fire heating him 

to an intolerable temperature. As to his head, he 

was conscious of nothing but a feeling of fulness--

of congestion. These sensations were 

unaccompanied by thought. The intellectual part of 

his nature was already effaced; he had power only 

to feel, and feeling was torment. He was conscious 

of motion. Encompassed in a luminous cloud, of 

which he was now merely the fiery heart, without 

material substance, he swung through unthinkable 

arcs of oscillation, like a vast pendulum. Then all at 

once, with terrible suddenness, the light about him 

shot upward with the noise of a loud splash; a 

frightful roaring was in his ears, and all was cold and 

dark. The power of thought was restored; he knew 

that the rope had broken and he had fallen into the 



stream. There was no additional strangulation; the 

noose about his neck was already suffocating him 

and kept the water from his lungs. To die of 

hanging at the bottom of a river!--the idea seemed 

to him ludicrous. He opened his eyes in the 

darkness and saw above him a gleam of light, but 

how distant, how inaccessible! He was still sinking, 

for the light became fainter and fainter until it was 

a mere glimmer. Then it began to grow and 

brighten, and he knew that he was rising toward the 

surface--knew it with reluctance, for he was now 

very comfortable. "To be hanged and drowned," he 

thought? "that is not so bad; but I do not wish to be 

shot. No; I will not be shot; that is not fair." 

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain 

in his wrist apprised him that he was trying to free 

his hands. He gave the struggle his attention, as an 

idler might observe the feat of a juggler, without 

interest in the outcome. What splendid effort!--

what magnificent, what superhuman strength! Ah, 

that was a fine endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell away; 



his arms parted and floated upward, the hands 

dimly seen on each side in the growing light. He 

watched them with a new interest as first one and 

then the other pounced upon the noose at his neck. 

They tore it away and thrust it fiercely aside, its 

undulations resembling those of a water snake. "Put 

it back, put it back!" He thought he shouted these 

words to his hands, for the undoing of the noose 

had been succeeded by the direst pang that he had 

yet experienced. His neck ached horribly; his brain 

was on fire; his heart, which had been fluttering 

faintly, gave a great leap, trying to force itself out at 

his mouth. His whole body was racked and 

wrenched with an insupportable anguish! But his 

disobedient hands gave no heed to the command. 

They beat the water vigorously with quick, 

downward strokes, forcing him to the surface. He 

felt his head emerge; his eyes were blinded by the 

sunlight; his chest expanded convulsively, and with 

a supreme and crowning agony his lungs engulfed 



a great draught of air, which instantly he expelled 

in a shriek! 

He was now in full possession of his physical senses. 

They were, indeed, preternaturally keen and alert. 

Something in the awful disturbance of his organic 

system had so exalted and refined them that they 

made record of things never before perceived. He 

felt the ripples upon his face and heard their 

separate sounds as they struck. He looked at the 

forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual 

trees, the leaves and the veining of each leaf--saw 

the very insects upon them: the locusts, the 

brilliant-bodied flies, the grey spiders stretching 

their webs from twig to twig. He noted the prismatic 

colors in all the dewdrops upon a million blades of 

grass. The humming of the gnats that danced 

above the eddies of the stream, the beating of the 

dragon flies' wings, the strokes of the water-

spiders' legs, like oars which had lifted their boat--

all these made audible music. A fish slid along 



beneath his eyes and he heard the rush of its body 

parting the water. 

He had come to the surface facing down the 

stream; in a moment the visible world seemed to 

wheel slowly round, himself the pivotal point, and 

he saw the bridge, the fort, the soldiers upon the 

bridge, the captain, the sergeant, the two privates, 

his executioners. They were in silhouette against the 

blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated, pointing 

at him. The captain had drawn his pistol, but did not 

fire; the others were unarmed. Their movements 

were grotesque and horrible, their forms gigantic. 

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and something 

struck the water smartly within a few inches of his 

head, spattering his face with spray. He heard a 

second report, and saw one of the sentinels with his 

rifle at his shoulder, a light cloud of blue smoke 

rising from the muzzle. The man in the water saw 

the eye of the man on the bridge gazing into his 

own through the sights of the rifle. He observed 



that it was a grey eye and remembered having read 

that grey eyes were keenest, and that all famous 

marksmen had them. Nevertheless, this one had 

missed. 

A counter-swirl had caught Farquhar and turned 

him half round; he was again looking into the forest 

on the bank opposite the fort. The sound of a clear, 

high voice in a monotonous singsong now rang out 

behind him and came across the water with a 

distinctness that pierced and subdued all other 

sounds, even the beating of the ripples in his ears. 

Although no soldier, he had frequented camps 

enough to know the dread significance of that 

deliberate, drawling, aspirated chant; the lieutenant 

on shore was taking a part in the morning's work. 

How coldly and pitilessly--with what an even, calm 

intonation, presaging, and enforcing tranquillity in 

the men--with what accurately measured intervals 

fell those cruel words: 



"Attention, company! . . Shoulder arms! . . . Ready! . 

. . Aim! . . . Fire!" 

Farquhar dived--dived as deeply as he could. The 

water roared in his ears like the voice of Niagara, 

yet he heard the dulled thunder of the volley and, 

rising again toward the surface, met shining bits of 

metal, singularly flattened, oscillating slowly 

downward. Some of them touched him on the face 

and hands, then fell away, continuing their descent. 

One lodged between his collar and neck; it was 

uncomfortably warm and he snatched it out. 

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breath, he saw 

that he had been a long time under water; he was 

perceptibly farther down stream nearer to safety. 

The soldiers had almost finished reloading; the 

metal ramrods flashed all at once in the sunshine as 

they were drawn from the barrels, turned in the air, 

and thrust into their sockets. The two sentinels fired 

again, independently and ineffectually. 



The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; he 

was now swimming vigorously with the current. His 

brain was as energetic as his arms and legs; he 

thought with the rapidity of lightning. 

The officer," he reasoned, "will not make that 

martinet's error a second time. It is as easy to dodge 

a volley as a single shot. He has probably already 

given the command to fire at will. God help me, I 

cannot dodge them all!" 

An appalling splash within two yards of him was 

followed by a loud, rushing sound, diminuendo, 

which seemed to travel back through the air to the 

fort and died in an explosion which stirred the very 

river to its deeps! 

A rising sheet of water curved over him, fell down 

upon him, blinded him, strangled him! The cannon 

had taken a hand in the game. As he shook his head 

free from the commotion of the smitten water he 

heard the deflected shot humming through the air 



ahead, and in an instant it was cracking and 

smashing the branches in the forest beyond. 

"They will not do that again," he thought; "the next 

time they will use a charge of grape. I must keep my 

eye upon the gun; the smoke will apprise me--the 

report arrives too late; it lags behind the missile. 

That is a good gun." 

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and round-

-spinning like a top. The water, the banks, the 

forests, the now distant bridge, fort and men--all 

were commingled and blurred. Objects were 

represented by their colors only; circular horizontal 

streaks of color--that was all he saw. He had been 

caught in a vortex and was being whirled on with a 

velocity of advance and gyration that made him 

giddy and sick. In a few moments he was flung upon 

the gravel at the foot of the left bank of the stream-

-the southern bank--and behind a projecting point 

which concealed him from his enemies. The sudden 

arrest of his motion, the abrasion of one of his 



hands on the gravel, restored him, and he wept with 

delight. He dug his fingers into the sand, threw it 

over himself in handfuls and audibly blessed it. It 

looked like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; he could 

think of nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. 

The trees upon the bank were giant garden plants; 

he noted a definite order in their arrangement, 

inhaled the fragrance of their blooms. A strange, 

roseate light shone through the spaces among their 

trunks and the wind made in their branches the 

music of olian harps. He had no wish to perfect his 

escape--was content to remain in that enchanting 

spot until retaken. 

A whiz and rattle of grapeshot among the branches 

high above his head roused him from his dream. 

The baffled cannoneer had fired him a random 

farewell. He sprang to his feet, rushed up the 

sloping bank, and plunged into the forest. 

All that day he traveled, laying his course by the 

rounding sun. The forest seemed interminable; 



nowhere did he discover a break in it, not even a 

woodman's road. He had not known that he lived 

in so wild a region. There was something uncanny 

in the revelation. 

By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishing. 

The thought of his wife and children urged him on. 

At last he found a road which led him in what he 

knew to be the right direction. It was as wide and 

straight as a city street, yet it seemed untraveled. 

No fields bordered it, no dwelling anywhere. Not so 

much as the barking of a dog suggested human 

habitation. The black bodies of the trees formed a 

straight wall on both sides, terminating on the 

horizon in a point, like a diagram in a lesson in 

perspective. Overhead, as he looked up through 

this rift in the wood, shone great garden stars 

looking unfamiliar and grouped in strange 

constellations. He was sure they were arranged in 

some order which had a secret and malign 

significance. The wood on either side was full of 

singular noises, among which--once, twice, and 



again--he distinctly heard whispers in an unknown 

tongue. 

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it found 

it horribly swollen. He knew that it had a circle of 

black where the rope had bruised it. His eyes felt 

congested; he could no longer close them. His 

tongue was swollen with thirst; he relieved its fever 

by thrusting it forward from between his teeth into 

the cold air. How softly the turf had carpeted the 

untraveled avenue--he could no longer feel the 

roadway beneath his feet! 

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen 

asleep while walking, for now he sees another 

scene--perhaps he has merely recovered from a 

delirium. He stands at the gate of his own home. All 

is as he left it, and all bright and beautiful in the 

morning sunshine. He must have traveled the entire 

night. As he pushes open the gate and passes up 

the wide white walk, he sees a flutter of female 

garments; his wife, looking fresh and cool and 



sweet, steps down from the veranda to meet him. 

At the bottom of the steps she stands waiting, with 

a smile of ineffable joy, an attitude of matchless 

grace and dignity. Ah, how beautiful she is! He 

springs forward with extended arms. As he is about 

to clasp her he feels a stunning blow upon the back 

of the neck; a blinding white light blazes all about 

him with a sound like the shock of a cannon--then 

all is darkness and silence! 

Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken 

neck, swung gently from side to side beneath the 

timbers of the Owl Creek bridge. 

<<<  
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THE 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 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 in to smile in his 

face, and he did not perceive that my to 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 

millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, 

like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter 

of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not 

differ from him materially; --I was skilful in the 



Italian vintages myself, and bought largely 

whenever I could. 

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme 

madness of the carnival season, that I encountered 

my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, 

for he had been drinking much. The man wore 

motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, 

and his head was surmounted by the conical cap 

and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought 

I should never have done wringing his hand. 

I said to him --"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily 

met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day. 

But I have received a pipe of what passes for 

Amontillado, and I have my doubts." 

"How?" said he. "Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! 

And in the middle of the carnival!" 

"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough 

to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting 

you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I 

was fearful of losing a bargain." 

"Amontillado!" 



"I have my doubts." 

"Amontillado!" 

"And I must satisfy them." 

"Amontillado!" 

"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. 

If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me 

--" 

"Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry." 

"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a 

match for your own. 

"Come, let us go." 

"Whither?" 

"To your vaults." 

"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good 

nature. I perceive you have an engagement. 

Luchresi--" 

"I have no engagement; --come." 

"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the 

severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. 

The vaults are insufferably damp. They are 

encrusted with nitre." 



"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. 

Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as 

for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from 

Amontillado." 

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my 

arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and 

drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I 

suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they had 

absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I 

had told them that I should not return until the 

morning, and had given them explicit orders not to 

stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I 

well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, 

one and all, as soon as my back was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving 

one to Fortunato, bowed him through several suites 

of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I 

passed down a long and winding staircase, 

requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We 

came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood 



together upon the damp ground of the catacombs 

of the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells 

upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

"The pipe," he said. 

"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-

work which gleams from these cavern walls." 

He turned towards me, and looked into my eves 

with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 

intoxication. 

"Nitre?" he asked, at length. 

"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that 

cough?" 

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

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

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for 

many minutes. 

"It is nothing," he said, at last. 

"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your 

health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, 

beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a 



man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will 

go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. 

Besides, there is Luchresi --" 

"Enough," he said; "the cough's a mere nothing; it 

will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough." 

"True --true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no 

intention of alarming you unnecessarily --but you 

should use all proper caution. A draught of this 

Medoc will defend us from the damps. 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew 

from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the 

mould. 

"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine. He raised it 

to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me 

familiarly, while his bells jingled. 

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around 

us." 

"And I to your long life." 

He again took my arm, and we proceeded. 

"These vaults," he said, "are extensive." 



"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and 

numerous family." 

"I forget your arms." 

"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot 

crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are 

imbedded in the heel." 

"And the motto?" 

"Nemo me impune lacessit." 

"Good!" he said. 

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. 

My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had 

passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with 

casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost 

recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this 

time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm 

above the elbow. 

"The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It hangs like 

moss upon the vaults. We are below the river's bed. 

The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. 

Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough 

--" 



"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, 

another draught of the Medoc." 

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He 

emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce 

light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards 

with a gesticulation I did not understand. 

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the 

movement --a grotesque one. 

"You do not comprehend?" he said. 

"Not I," I replied. 

"Then you are not of the brotherhood." 

"How?" 

"You are not of the masons." 

"Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes." 

"You? Impossible! A mason?" 

"A mason," I replied. 

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

"It is this," I answered, producing from beneath the 

folds of my roquelaire a trowel. 

"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But 

let us proceed to the Amontillado." 



"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the 

cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned 

upon it heavily. 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. 

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared 

another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with 

human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the 

fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides 

of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this 

manner. From the fourth side the bones had been 

thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the 

earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. 

Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of 

the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or 

recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in 

height six or seven. It seemed to have been 

constructed for no especial use within itself, but 



formed merely the interval between two of the 

colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and 

was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of 

solid granite. 

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, 

endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. Its 

termination the feeble light did not enable us to 

see. 

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

Luchresi --" 

"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he 

stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed 

immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an 

instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, 

and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood 

stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had 

fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two 

iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, 

horizontally. From one of these depended a short 

chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links 

about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds 



to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. 

Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the 

recess. 

"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot 

help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once 

more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must 

positively leave you. But I must first render you all 

the little attentions in my power." 

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet 

recovered from his astonishment. 

"True," I replied; "the Amontillado." 

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile 

of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing 

them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building 

stone and mortar. With these materials and with the 

aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the 

entrance of the niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when 

I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had 

in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication 

I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth 



of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. 

There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid 

the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and 

then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The 

noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that 

I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I 

ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. 

When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the 

trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, 

the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now 

nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, 

and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, 

threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting 

suddenly from the throat of the chained form, 

seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief 

moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my 

rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but 

the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my 

hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and 

felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to 



the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I 

aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. 

I did this, and the clamourer grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a 

close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth and the 

tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and 

the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to 

be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its 

weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. 

But now there came from out the niche a low laugh 

that erected the hairs upon my head. It was 

succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in 

recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The 

voice said-- 

"Ha! ha! ha! --he! he! he! --a very good joke, indeed 

--an excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh 

about it at the palazzo --he! he! he! --over our wine 

--he! he! he!" 

"The Amontillado!" I said. 

"He! he! he! --he! he! he! --yes, the Amontillado. But 

is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at 



the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us 

be gone." 

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

"For the love of God, Montresor!" 

"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!" 

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I 

grew impatient. I called aloud -- 

"Fortunato!" 

No answer. I called again -- 

"Fortunato!" 

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the 

remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came 

forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart 

grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs 

that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my 

labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I 

plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-

erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a 

century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace 

requiescat! 
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