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It was a grey autumn day and the sky was full oflarge black 
clouds. All day I had ridden through flat and uninteresting 
countryside, but at last, as it began to grow dark, I saw the 

end of my journey. 
There, in front of me, stood the House of Usher. And at 

once-I do not know why-a strange feeling of deep gloom 
came down on me and covered me like a blanket. I looked 

up at the old house with its high stone walls and narrow 
windows. I looked around at the thin dry grass and the old 
dying trees, and an icy hand seemed to take hold of my heart. 

Ifeltcold and sick, and could not think of one happy thought 

to chase away my gloom. 

Why, I wondered, did the I louse of Usher make me feel 

so sad? I could find no answer. 
There was a lake next to the house and I rode my horse 

up to the edge and <;topped. Perhaps from here the home 
would not seem so sad, so full of gloom. I looked down 

into the mirror of dark, still water, and saw again the empty, 
eye-like windows ot the house and the dying trees all around 

it. The feeling of gloom was stronger than ever~ 

It was in this house that I was going to spend the next 
few weeks. Its owner, Roderick Usher, had been a good friend 
of mine whenl was a boy. I had not seen him for many years, 

but recently he had sent me a letter-a sad and terrible letter. 
He wrote that he was ill, ill in body and ill in mind; that he 
wanted and needed to sec me. I was his only friend, the only 
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! looked down mto the mirror of dark, still water. 

person who could help him in his illness. 
Although we had been good friends when we were young, 

I knew very little about him. He had never spoken much 
about himself, but I knew that he came from a very old family 
of which he was the last living man. I also knew that in the 
Usher family there had never been many children and so 
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for hundreds of years the family name, together with the 

family home, had passed straight from father to son. 
As I stood by the lake, my feeling of gloom grew and grew. 

I knew also that underneath my gloom lay fear, and fear 

does strange things to the mind. I began to imagine rhat the 

gloom was not in my mind, but was something real. It was 
like a mysterious cloud, whKh seemed to come straight from 
the dark lake and the dying trees and the old walls of the 
house. A heavy grey cloud, which carried with 1t disease 

and fear. 
This was a dream, J told myself, anr..l I looked more carefully 

at the building in front of me. It was, indeed, very old and 
J noticed that every stone had cracks and hole~ in it. But 

there was nothing really wrong with the building. Ko stones 
were missing. The only thing that I noticed was a very small 
crack which started at the top of the bmlding and continued 

all the way down into the dark waters of the lake. 
I went up to the front of the hou~e. A servant took my 

horse and I stepped into the large hall. Another ~ervant led 

me silently upstair~. On the walls there were many strange, 
dark pictures which made me feel nervous. I remembered 
these pictures from my earlier visits to the house when f 
was a child. But the feelings that the pictures gave me on 

this visit were new to me. 
On the stairs we met the family doctor. He had a strange 

look on his face, a look that I did not like. I hurried on, and 
finally the servant opened a door and took me mtothe study. 

The room was large and long, with high narrow 

windows, which let in only a little light. Shadows lay in all 
the corners of the room and around the dark pieces of 
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turniture. There were many books and a few guitars, but 

there was no life, no happiness in the room. Deep gloom 
filled the air. 

When Usher saw me, he got up and welcomed me warmly. 
I thought he was just being polite, but as I looked into his 

face, I could sec that he was pleased to see me. We sat down, 
but he did not ~peak at first, and for a few moments l watched 
him in surprise and fear. He had changed so much since our 

last mcctmg! He had the same pale thin face, the same eye'.'., 
large and clear, and the ~amethin lip'.'. and soft hair. But now 
his skin was too white, his eyes too large and bright, and 
he seemed a different man. He frightened me. And his long 

wild hair looked like a ghostly cloud around !11S head. 
I noticed that my fnend was very nervous and that his 

feelings changed very quickly. Sometimes he talked a lot, 

then he suddenly became silent and did not say a word for 
many hours. At other time~ he found it difficult to thmk, 
and his voice was heavy and slow, like the voice of a man 

who had drunk too much. 
He told me why he had wanted to see me, and hov-; he 

hoped to feel better now that I was with him. He had, he 
explained, a strange illness which had been in his family 

for a long time. It was .1 nervous illness which made him 

feel everything m11ch more strongly than other people. He 

could oniy cat food that was almost tasteless. He had to 
choose his clothes very carefully because most of them hurt 
his skin. He could not have flowers in his room because 

their smell was too strong for him. Light hurt his eyes, and 
most sounds hurt his ears-except the soft sound of guitars. 

Worst of all, he was a prisoner of his own fear. 'I shall 
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die,' he used to say, 'because of this fear. I'm not afraid of 
danger. What frightens me is fear itself. At the moment I 
am fighting against fear, but sooner or later I won't be able 
to fight any more.' 

During long conversations with Usher I learnt more about 
his strange il!ness. He was sure that it came from the Hom.e 
of Usher itself. He had not left the house for many years 
and he had become, he thought, as sad as the house itself. 
The gloom of its grey walls and its dark silent lake had become 
his own. 

He also believed that much of his sadness was because 
his dear sister was serious! y ill. He had one sister, Madc1~ine, 
the only other person in his family who wa~ ~till living, but 
each day she seemed a little nearer to death. 

'Her death,' Usher said blackly, 'w11l leave me alone m 
the world, the last of all the Ushers.' 

\Vhi!e he was speaking, Madeleine passed slowly through 
the back of the long room and, without noticing me, 
disappeared. As I looked at her, my eyes felt heavy with sleep, 
and I had a strange feeling of fear. I looked across at Usher. 
He had covered his face with his hands, but I could see that 
he had become even paler, and that he was crying silently. 

Lady Madeleine's illness was a mysterious one which no 

doctor could understand. Every day she became weaker and 
thinner, and sometimes went into a sleep which was more 
like death than sleep. For years she had fought bravely against 
her illness, but on the night of my arrival she went to bed 
and did not get up from it again. 'You will probably not 
see her again alive,' Usher said tome, shaking his head sadly. 

During the next few days Usher and I never spoke about 
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his sister. We spent a lot of time painting and reading together, 
and sometimes he played on his guitar. I tried very hard to 
help my friend, but I realized that his sadness was too deep. 

It was a black gloom that covered everything that belonged 
to his world; sometimes, indeed, he seemed close to the edge 

of madness. 

He painted strange pictures, and sang mysterious songs 
with wild words. His ideas, too, were ~trange, and he had 
one idea that seemed more important to him than all the 
others. He was quite sure that all thmgs, plants, trees, even 

stones, were able to feel. 
'The House of Usher itself,' he told me, 'is like a living 

thing. When the walls were first built, life went into the stones 
themselves and year after year it has grown stronger. Even 

the air around the walls and above the lake has its own life, 
and belongs to the house. Don't you see,' he cried, 'how 
the stones .:md the air have shaped the lives of the Usher 
family?' 

These ideas were roo fantastic for me, and I could not 

answer him. 
One evening I was reading quiet!y when my friend told 

me, in very few words, that the Lady Madeleine had died. 
He had decided, he said, to keep her body for a fortnight 

in one of the vaults under the house, before it went to its 
last resting-place. This was because his sister's illness had 
been a mysterious one, and her doctors wanted to learn more 

about it. He asked me to help him and I agreed. 
Together we carried the body in its coffin down to the 

vaults under the house. The vault that he had chosen was 
a long way down, but was under the part of the house where 
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Together we earned the hody in its coffin down to the vaults 
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I slept. It had once been a pnson, and was small, dark, and 
airless, with a heavy metal door. 

We put the coffin down and then gently lifted up the cover 
to look at the dead woman for the last time. As I looked 

down at her face, I realized how much Usher's sister looked 

like him. My friend then said a few quiet words and I learnt 
that he and his sister had been born on the same day. Each 
had known the other's mind without the need for words. 

We could nor look at her for long. Her strange illness had 
left her with a soft pink colour on her face, a_nd that 

unchanging half-smile on her lips which isso terrible in death. 
We put back the cover of the coffin, fixed it down well, and 

after locking the heavy door of the vault, went back upstairs 
into the gloomy house. 

After some daysotdeep unhappiness, I saw that my friend's 
illness of the mind was growing worse. He did not paint or 

read any more. He moved slowly from room to room, never 
knowing what to do. His face became paler, the light 
disappeared from his eyes, and his voice often shook with 
fear when he c;poke. Sometimes J thought he was trying to 
tell me some terrible secret. At other times I thought he was 

going mad. He used to sit fur hours, looking at nothing, 
listening to nothing - except the sounds in hi~ own mind. 
I myself began to know real fear. I felt my friend's terror, 

his deep gloom, slowly takmg hold of my own mind. 
About seven or eight days after we had put Lady 

Madeleine's coffin in the vault, I went to bed but could not 
sleep. Hour after hour I lay there, fighting the fear and gloom 
that filled my mind. Outside, there was a storm which was 

growing wilder, and my room was full of shadows and the 
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dark shapes of the gloomy furniture. I tried to calm myself, 
but I only became more frightened. 

Suddenly, my body shook with a new terror. I sat up in 
bed and listened hard. Yes, I could hear some low sounds, 

coming not from the storm outside, but from somewhere 
inside th.e house. Quickly, I put on my clothes and started 
walking up and d<iwn tbe room, rryingto shake off my terrible 

fear. 
Then I heard a knock on my door and Usher came in. 

His face was as white as it had always been, and there was 
a kind of madness in his eyes. The look on hi~ face frightened 

me terribly, but at the same time I was pleased not to be 
alone any more. 

for some moments he looked around without saying a 
word. Then, suddenly, 'Have you not seen it? No? Then wait. 
You mus.t see it.' He hurried to the window and opened it. 

The wind f-rom the violent storm outside crashed into 

the room, nearly knockmg us to the floor. It was, indeed, 
a wild, but strangely beautiful mght. The wind seemed to 
be going in circle~ around the house, and huge, heavy black 

clouds chased each other, first this way, then that way. We 
could see no moon and no star-.;, but a pale ghostly light lay 
around the house. 

'You mustn't, no, you musr not watch this,' I cried to Usher. 

I pushed him gently away from the window and to a seat. 
'It's only a storm, and the cold night air will be dangerous 
to your health. Let's close the window and read together. 
Look, here\ one of your favourite books. I will read to you, 

and you can listen, and so we will pass this terrible night 
together.' 
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It was a wild, but strangely beautiful night. 
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The book which I had picked up was The Sad, Mad Lif"e 
of Sir Launcelot Canning, It was not really one of Usher's 
favourite books, but it was the only one that I had near me, 
so I started to read it. It was a wild, fantastic story, but I 
hoped that my reading would make Usher calmer and less 
afraid. He listened to me, indeed, but with a kind of mad 
seriousness that I found frightening. 

I read for a while and reached the place in the book where 
Ethelred broke down the door of the old man's house. 

Now Ethelred decided he could wait outside in the storm 
no longer. He lifted his heavy stick and beat against 
the wooden door until he had made a hole. Then with his 
hands he pulled the door to pieces. The noise of the dry 
wood cracking and break mg could be heard all through 
the forest. 

As I finished reading this sentence, I jumped in my ~eat 
and then sat very still. I thought that I had heard, from 
somewhere far away in the house, the same noise of 
cracking and breaking wood. But I could not hear it 
clearly, and the noise of the storm was much louder. I 
continued reading: 

Ethelred entered the house but could not see the old man. 
Then the house disappeared and he saw a dragon, with 
fire coming out of its mouth. Ethelred lifted his heavy 
stick and brought it crashing down on the dragon Shead. 
As the dragon fell dying to the ground, it gave a terrible 
cry- a long, hard, unnatural scream. 

Here again I stopped suddenly. I was sure that J could 
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hear a cry. It was low and far away, but it was a long screaming 
sound - just like the one described in the book. 

Although I was feeling so nervous, I tried hard to hide 
my terror. I was not sure if Usher had heard the sounds that 

I had heard. In the last few minutes he had moved and was 

now sitting with his face towards the door. But I could see 
that his lips were shaking and his body was moving gently 

from side to side. I continued reading the story: 

And now Ethelred, after he had killed the dragon, turned 
and saw in front of him a palace of gold with tall gates 
of shining siluer m the walls. Brauely, Ethelred ran towards 

the /Jalace, but the shinmg siluer gates dtd not wait for 
his coming and fell to the ground at his feet with a great 
and terrible nnging sound. 

As I read these words, I heard clearly the loud, heavy sound 
of metal falling. I jumped to my feet, but Usher sat in his 

~eat and did not move. I ran towards him. He was looking 
straight in front of h1m and his face was like stone. As I placed 
my hand on his arm, his body began to shake. A sickly smile 

came over his lips, and he spoke in a low hurried voice. He 
did not seem to realize that I was there. I put my head close 
to his to catch his words 

'Don't I hear it? -yes, I hear it, and I have heard it. For 
many minutes, many hours, many days I have heard it -

but I was too frightened, too frightened to speak. We have 
put her alive into her coffin! Did I not tell you that I could 
hear even the softest sound? I tell you now chat Theard her 

move in the coffin. I heard the sounds many days ago, but 
my terror was too great- I could not speak! And now tonight 
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'wr; HAV/c l'!!T f-/FR ALIVC /!\'TO F/ER COHJN! 
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-when you read about Ethelred breaking the old man's door, 
about the cry of the dragon, and the falling of the gates -
it was, in fact, the breaking of her coffin, the scream of metal 
as she broke open the vault, and the ringing crash as the 

metal door fell to the floor! Oh, where can I escape to? Is 

she hurrying towards me at this very minute? Is that her 
angry footstep that I can hear on the stairs? Can I hear the 
heavy and terrible beating of her heart? MADMAN!' 

He jumped up and shouted, screaming out his words like 
a man dying in terror. 'MADMAN! I TELL YOU THAT 
AT THTS MTNUTE SHE IS STANDTNG OUTSIDE THIS 

DOOR!' 

As he ~creamed these words, the heavy door was thrown 
open by the strong wind. There, outside the door, dressed 

in the white clothes of the dead, srood the tall figure of the 
Lady Madeleine of Usher. There was blood on her hands, 
her arms, her torn white clothes. Every part of her body 
showed the marks of her long fight to escape from the coffin. 

For a moment she stood there shaking, moving slowly from 
side to side. Then with a low cry she fell heavily onto her 
brother. And in the moment of her now final death, he fell 
with her to the floor - a dead man, killed by his own terror. 

From that room, and from that house, I ran in horror. 

Outside, the storm was still violent and as I ran past the 
lake, a sudden wild light shone around me. I turned to see 
where this strange light was coming from. It was the moon, 
a ful!, blood-red moon, shining through a narrow crack in 

the walls of the house. It was the crack which started at the 
roof of the building and went right down to the ground. 
As I watched, the crack grew larger, the wind grew wilder 
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-now I could see the full circle of the blood-red moon, and 
the great walls of the house breaking and falling. There was 
a long shouting sound, like the voice of a thousand waters, 
and the deep dark lake closed over the broken pieces of the 
House of Usher. 



I know you will not believe this story. Only a madman could 

hope that you would believe it- and I am not mad. But as 
I am going to die tomorrow, I would like to tell my story 

to the world today. Perhaps some day, somebody more calm 
and less excitable than me, will be able to explain it. 

I have always loved animals. I loved them deeply, from 
the very first days of my life. When I was young, we always 

had many animab in our house, and ~o I used to spend most 
of my days playing with them and taking care of them. As 

the years passed, I grew into a quiet, gentle man, and my 
love for ;:mimals grew too. I found that they were more 
triendly, more honest than most men. Animals were 
always my best friends. 

I got married when I was quite young. Luckily, my wife 
loved animals too, and she used to buy me many animals 
as presents. in fact, our house was always full of animals­

we had birds, fish, a dog, chickens, and a cat. 
This cat, whom we called Pluto, was a large black cat. 

He was a beautiful animal, and he was also very clever. I 

loved Pluto more than I loved all my other animals.. I wanted 
to do everything for him myself, so I never let my wife take 
care of him. I used to play with him and give him his food, 
and he followed me everywhere I went. 

For several years Pluto and I were the best of friends, but 
during this time my life slowly changed. I became a heavy 

drinker, and my need for alcohol soon grew into a terrible 
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Our house was always full of ammals 

disease. I was often angry and violent. I began ro shout at 

my wife, and I even started to hit her. My animals, too, felt 
the change in me. I stopped taking care of them and sometimes 
I was even cruel to them. But I was never cruel to Pluto. As 
time passed, my disease grew worse, and soon even Pluto 
was not safe from my violence. 
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One night I arrived home late. I was very, very drunk. 
When Pluto saw me, he tried to run away from me, and this 

made me angry. I caught him by his neck and shook him. 
He, in his fright, bit me on the hand. At once, a wild, terrible 
anger filled me, and I could feel nothing except burning hate. 

Slowly I took a knife from my pocket, opened it, and then 
carefully cut out one of Pluto's eyes from its socket. I shake 
today as I write these words down. Every time I remember 
that day, I still feel sadness and pain. 

When I woke up the next morning, I felt ashamed of what 
I had done. But this feeling was not strong enough to make 
me change my life. I continued to drink because it was too 

difficult for me to ~top. Soon, I had forgotten what I had 
done. 

As the months passed, Pluto got better. His empty eye 

socket sttll looked terrible, but at least he wasn't in pain 
any more. Not surprisingly, he used to run away from me 
when he <,aw me, frightened that I would hurt him again. 

At first I was sad to see him run away - an animal which 
had oncE" so loved me. Then I began to feel a little angry. 
There is something strange about the human heart. We 

humans seem to like hurting ourselves. Haven't we all, a 
hundred times, done something stupid or evil just becarn,e 

we know that we should not do it? It was because of this, 
this need to hurt myself, that I did this next evil thmg. 

One morning! woke, found a rope and calmly tied it round 
Pluto's neck. Then I hung the poor animal from a tree and 

left it there to die. I cried as I did this terrible thing. My face 
was wet with tears and my heart was black and heavy. But 
I killed it. I killed 1t because lknew it had loved me, because 
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it hadn't hurt me, even because I knew that I was doing 
something terrible and wrong. 

That same night we had a fire in our house. I was woken 

from my sleep by loud shouts of 'Fire!' When I opened my 

eyes, I found that the fire had already reached the bedroom. 
My wife and I ran out of the house as fast as we could. Luckily 

I hung the poor animal from a tree and fe/t tt there to die. 
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we escaped death, but the house and almost everything m 

it was destroyed. 
The next day I went back into the house and saw several 

people standmg in a group, looking at a wall. It was the 
only wall otthe house that was still standing after the fire. 

It \vas one of my bedroom walls, the one where the head 

of my bed had rested. As I came nearer to the wall I heard 
someone say, 'How strange!' and another person, 'That's 
impossible!' And then I saw it- a huge cat. Not a real cat, 
but the shape of a cat outlined in the white bedroom wall. 

It was as clear as a picture. I could even see a rope around 
the animal's neck. 

I stood there in horror, too frightened to move. Then, 

slowly, I thought back to the night before. I had left the cat 
hanging from a tree, in the garden at the back of my house. 
When a neighbour had first noticed the fire, many people 
had run into the garden. One of them had probably cut the 
cat from the tree and thrown it through my open window, 

in order to wake me up. The cat's body had hit my bedroom 
wal! and left its shape there, because the plaster on that wall 
was new and still soft. 

Although I thought that this was a very reasonable 

explanation, the strange shape on thewa!l still worried me. 

I thought about the cat day and night. I began to feel sorry 
that I had killed it. I started walking around the streets at 
night looking at all the cats, to see if I could find another 

one like Pluto. 
One night, I was drinking in my favourite bar when I 

suddenly noticed a large, black cat. I went up to it and touched 
it. It was very large- as large as Pluto had been. It also looked 
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very like Pluto. Except for one thmg. Pluto had been black 

all over, but this cat had a white mark on its front. 

I touched the cat and he immediately lay down against 

my leg and seemed very friendly towards me. This, I decided, 

was the cat thatl wanted. I offered the barman some money 

to buy the cat from him, but he said that the cat didn't belong 

to him. In fact, he had no idea where it had come from. 

So I rook the cat home. My wife liked it immediately, and 

it stayed with us from that day. But soon - I do not know 

why- the cat started to make me angry, and, as time passed, 

I began to hate it. I did not hurt it in any way, but I always 

tried to keep as far away from it a~ possible. 

I knew one reason why I hated this cat so much. On the 

morning after I had brought it home, I saw that, like Pluto, 

1t had lost one of its eyes. My wife, who was the kind, gentle 

person that I had once been, only loved the cat more because 

of this. But the cat didn't like my wife. Ir loved me alone. 

Every time I sat dmvn, it used to jump onto my knees. 

When 1 went out of a room, it used to run out in front of 

me and get between my feet, or climb up my legs. At these 

times, I wanted to kill it. But I didn't, because I \Vas too <1fraid 

- afraid of the cat, and even more afraid of the white mark 

on its chest. 

J have already mentioned this mark. At first, there was 

nothing strange about it. It was JUSt a white mark. But slowly 

tlus mark grew and changed unttl it had the clear shape of 

a terrible, a horrible thing - I find it difficult, here in my 

prison, to write the word. It was the shape of the 

GALLOWS! Yes, those horrible wooden post~ from which 

they hang men by a rope around the neck! 
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'ft was the shape of the GAU mr,<,!' 

As each day passed, my fear grew and grew. I, a man, a 
strong man, had become afraid of a cat! Why was l so 
frightened, so worried by a ~tupid animal? Day and night, 

I cou!d get no rest. I had the most terrible dreams, and my 
mind turned to dark, evil thoughts. I hated everything, 
everybody- and hfe itself. 
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One day my wife and I needed to get something from the 
cellar underneath the house. The cat followed us down the 
steps and threw itself in front of me. I almost fell on my 
face and, mad with anger, I took hold of an axe and tried 

to kill the animal. But my wife caught my arm to stop me, 
and then anger exploded in my mind. I turned and drove 
the axe deep into her head. She fell dead on the floor, without 
a sound. 

After this horrible murder, 1 calmly made plans to hide 
the body. I knew I couldn't take it out of the house, either 
by day or night, because the neighbours would see me. So 
l had to think ofotherways ... I could cut the body up into 
very small pieces and then burn them in a fire. I could hide 

the body under the floor. Or I could put the body in a box 
and then ask someone to carry the box away ... Finally, I 
thought of a better idea. I decided to hide the body behind 
the walls of the cellar. 

I knew immediately which wall to choose. There was a 
wall in the cellar round the bottom of an old chimney, which 
was no longer used. This wall had bncks in the front and 
back but was empty in the middle. I started work at once. 
I took out some of the bricks from the front wall and carefully 

put the body against the back wall. Then J put back the bricks 

and covered them with plaster. I made sure that the plaster 
did not look new, and soon the wall looked just the same 

as all the other walls. When I had finished my work, I looked 
at the plaster. 'I've never done a better piece of work!' I said 
to myself happily. 

I then looked around for the cat, to kill it. It had brought 

too much unhappiness into my life, and so it, too, must now 
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Anger exploded m my mmd 

die. I looked for it everywhere, but it had disappeared. I 
was free at last! That night I had a deep, peaceful sleep- I, 
who had just killed my wife, slept well! 

Three days passed and still the cat did not appear. I was 
now a happy man, happier than I had been for a long time. 
I wasn't worried by what I had done. People had asked a 
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few questions and the police had visited my house, but they 
had found nothing. 

On the fourth day the police visited again and began to 

search the house. They looked into all the rooms and then 

went down into the cellar. I went with them, feelmg calm 
and safe. I watched them as they looked everywhere. They 
seemed quite happy that there was nothing there and they 

got ready to leave. I was very happy. I was sure that I was 
safe, but I wanted to say something, just a word ortwo, to 
show how unworried I was. 

'Gentlemen,' I said, 'I'm pleased that you've found nothing 

here, and that you are now leaving this house ... But let 
me show you something, gentlemen. Do you see how well 
built this house is? These walls, you will notice, are very 
strong.' As I said these words, I knocked on the wall with 
a stick - the wall where I had hidden my wife! 

Atthatmomentwe heard a sound. It was a strange sound, 
unlike anything I had ever heard before. The sound was 

soft at first, almost like a baby crying. Then it grew louder 
and louder and turned into one long, endless scream. It was 
like a cry rising from Hell. 

The policemen looked at me, then at one another. They 

ran to the wall and started pulling out the bricks as fast as 

they could. In minutes the wall was down and there, for all 
to see, was the body of my dead wife. On top of her head, 
with a red, open mouth and one burning eye, sat the black 

cat-the animal which had made me a murderer, and which 
would now send me to my death. 

I had put the horrible thing into the wall, alive, with my 

wife! 
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The Red Death had been in the country for many, many 

years. No disease had ever been so deadly. People called it 
the Red Death because it left blood, red horrible blood, on 
the body and face of each person it visited. And no one, if 
visited, was ever left alive. Once a person was touched by 
the Red Death, he immediately felt pains, and soon 
afterwards started to bleed from every part of his body. In 
thirty mmutes he was dead. After that no one, not even his 

family, went near the blood-covered body. 
Every body was afraid of the Red Death - everybody except 

the fearle:<.s Prince Prospero. He refused to be troubled by 

it. Although half the people of his country had already died 

from this terrible disease, he continued to enjoy life to the 
full. One day he decided to invite a thousand of his strong 

and brave friends to stay with him in one of his castles, far 
out in the countryside. There the Red Death would not be 
able to touch them. 

It was a huge and extraordinary castle, built to Prince 

Prospero's own plan. It had strong high walls and great gates 

of heavy metal. Now when the Prince and his friends arrived 
at the cast legates they went inside, locked the gates carefully 
and threw away the keys. In thatwaynoonewould be able 
to enter or escape. They were all there together, far away 
from the Red Death. Now they could forget the world outside 

and think only of themselves. They had everything they 
needed to amuse themselves, because the Prince had forgotten 
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Outside the castle lay the Red Oeath. 

nothing. He had brought in food and wine, actors, 
musicians, and dancers. All of this, and life itself, was inside 
the castle. Outside lay the Red Death. 

Towards the end of the fifth or sixth month, while the 
Red Death was at its most deadly outside, the Prince gave 

a wonderful masked ball for his friends. It was a wild and 
wonderful ball, but first let me tell you about the rooms in 

which he gave the ball. There were seven rooms in all. In 
most castles, of course, the rooms for great parties or dances 
join each other end to end. In this way, when the doors at 
the end of each room are opened, the seven rooms become 

one huge room, and you can see from the hrst room rif';ht 
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through to the last one. In Prospero's castle, it was 

different. Each room turned suddenly round a corner into 
the next, so if you were standing in one room it was impossible 
to see into the other rooms. 

In the middle of each wall, on the right and left, there 

was a tall, narrow window opening onto the closed passage 
which ran along beside al I seven rooms. Each window was 
made of different coloured glass, and the colour of the glass 

was the same as the colour of the room that it opened onto. 
The first room, for example, was b!ue, and so its windows 
were also a deep blue. The second room was purple, and 
so the windows, too, were purple. The third was green, with 

green windows, the fourth orange, the fifth white, and the 
sixth violet. The seventh room was black. Its walls were 
black, its thick, heavy carpet was also black.But its windows 
were red - a deep blood-red. 

There were no candles in any of the rooms. The only light 
came from fires, m hanging metal baskets, which were in 
the passages outside the rooms. Each fire was opposite a 

window, and so the light from the fire shone through the 
coloured glass and filled each niom with strange and fanta~tic 
shadows. But in the black room the firelight that shone 
through the blood-red window changed the room into 

something too horrible to describe. In that strange- light, 
faces became wild and frightenmg, and few people were 

brave enough to enter the room at all. 
In this room, ag,iinstthe farthest wall, stood a huge black 

dock. Every hour it chimed loud and deep and clear, filling 

the castle with its long, gloomy sound. And while the clock 
chimed, the musicians stopped playing and even the 
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wildest dancers stood still, in silence and fear, listening to 
the passing of another hour ... But when the chiming stopped, 
people looked at each other and laughed, trying hard to 

pretend that they had not been frightened. Happiness came 

into the castle again, until the clock chimed the passing of 
the next hour, and the same fear returned. 

Prince Prospero's ball, although given in these strange 
rooms, was wild and happy. The Prince had planned 

everything - the colours, the paintings on the walls, even 
the cloaks and masks worn by each one of his friends. He 
had chosen all the clothes with the greatest of care, putting 

together the beautiful and the ugly, the strange and the 
fantastic, the surprising and the frightening. 

Each man and woman was dressed like a terrible dream. 
And in and out of the rooms these dreams walked and danced, 

their clothes changing colour each time they entered a 
different room. But no one was brave enough now to enter 
the black room. As the night passed and the fires burned 

brighter, the colours and shapes in this room became more 
horrible than ever. The black carpet and walls seemed full 
of gloom, and the deep chimes of the black clock sounded 
even more frightening. 

But the other six rooms were full of life and pleasure. 

People were dancing and singing, cal king and laughing, and 
the wild noise of a thousand happy men and women rang 
through the castle. Then came the hour of midnight, and 
once again dancers and musicians became still and silent, 

as the clock slowly rang the twelve long chimes of 
midnight. And because the twelve chimes took a long time 
to ring, each person had more cime to think, and feel 
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Each man and woman was dressed like a terrible dream. 

uncomfortable. They also had time, before the la~t chime 
had sounded, to notice a masked figure who had not been 

there before. The first person who saw the stranger told the 
next person, who told another, and in a few minutes a cry 
of fear and horror rose up from the crowd. 

Now you will remember that everyone at the ball was 
wearing strange cloaks and masks, which belonged more 

to the world of dreams and wild imagination than to everyday 

life. So why, you may ask, this horror, and this fear? But 
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even in the cruellest heart there arc some fears too terrible 
to laugh at. The tall thin figure of the stranger was dressed 
from head to foot in the white clothes of the dead. And the 
mask over the face was frighteningly real - it was the face 

of a dead man. Worse still, the face and the body were covered 
with red, horrible blood! Here, in the middle of all that 
dancing and happiness was a living picture of the Red Death! 

When Prince Prospero saw the masked stranger, his face 
became white with fear. Then his fear turned to anger and 
he shouted out, 'Who is that? Who is mad enough to play 

games with us, and with death, m this way? Take hold of 
him, and pull off his mask. I want to see the face of the man 
who, tomorrow, wi!I hang from the castle roof.' 

The Prince was m the blue room as he said these words. 
They rang loud! y and clear! y through the seven rooms. Many 
of the Prmce's friends started to run towards the masked 
figure, but they were all too frightened to touch him. With 

slow and silent steps, the stranger walked slowly towards 
the Prince, passing very near to him. Then he contmued 
walking, and went from the blue room into the purple one, 

from the purple into the green, and then into the orange 
room, the white room and then the violet room. No one 
tried to stop him. 

Then Prince Prospero, mad with anger, hurried through 

the six rooms, with a sword in his hand. As the masked figure 
entered the black room, the Prince was close behind him, 
holding his sword up high. At that moment the stranger 

turned suddenly to look at the Prince. There was a loud cry 
- and the sword fell upon the black carpet, followed by the 
dead body of the fearless Prince Prospero. 
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He was standing very still, in the shadow of the black clock. 

At once a crowd of people ran into the black room and 
took hold of the masked stranger. He was standing very 
still, in the shadow of the black clock. Angrily, they pulled 
away the clothes and the mask, hut then they backed away 
m horror, because inside the clothes and mask they found 
- nothing. 

And now each person in the castle understood that the 
Red Death was there, among them. It had come like a thief 
in the night. And one by one they fell down dead. And the 
black clock stopped ringing with the death of the last person. 
And the fires also died away. And the only things left in the 
castle were Darkness and the Red Death. 
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William Wilson is not my name. But I shall use it in this 
story because my real name is too well known, too hated 

in every corner of the world. My evil crimes have made sure 

of that. And as the day of my death comes nearer, I feel the 

need to write, to explain to you how my life of crime began. 

Most men become evil slowly. They start with little crimes 

and then move on to bigger ones. But I am different. I moved 

into real crime with just one big step. Has any man lived a 
life as evil as mine? But now, the shadow of death fills me 

with fear; day and night I have the most terrible dreams. 

Perhaps someone, somewhere, will feel sorry for me. Listen 

to my story. 

I was a wild and excitable child. My parents worried about 

me and often tried to punish me, but they never succeeded 

in changing me. I refused to obey them and l never followed 

any orders that they gave me. I wanted to be free so I listened 

only to myself. 

The first school that I can remember was a large and very 

old house in a small, quiet English village. As I write, I can 

still feel the coolnes~ of the shadowy gardens near the house. 

I can smell the sweetness of the flowers and hear the deep 

sound of the church bells as they rang every hour. 

These feelings give me some moments of happiness as I 

sit here in black misery, waiting for death. In fact, it is here, 

in this school, that my story really begins. 

The school building was large and old. The big gardens 
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were closed in by a high wall, with broken glass at the top, 
just like a prison. We only went out three times a week. On 
Saturday afternoons we took a walk in some fields near the 
school, under the watchful eye of one of our teachers. On 

Sundays we went out twice, morning and evening, to go to 

the village church. 
I was not bored or unhappy during my life at school. 

Children can amuse themselves very easily, and in my 
imagination, I lived an exciting life, full of mystery and 

interest. But in the real world, the days were always the same 
-we woke up and went to bed, we walked in the fields and 
played in the playground .. The playground was, indeed, 

a very special place. Jr was a place where friends were made 
and lost, a place always full of trouble and excitement. 

I was the kind of boy who liked to give orders, not to 
take them. I always wanted to win every game, every frght, 
and to be first in everything. All the other boys, even those 

a bit older than myself, were happy to follow and obey me. 
All, that is, except one. His name was the same as mine, so 
[ shall call him William Wilson, too. We were not from the 

same family, but we both had the same name. This was not 
surprising because my name was not an unusual one. 

This Wilham Wilson refm.ed to obey me. He argued with 

me, both in class and in the playground, and tried to stop 
the other boys from following me. Actually, I think I was 

the only boy who realized what he was doing. He did 
everything very cleverly and silently, and in this way nobody 
really noticed it. But I - I noticed what he did, and I was 
frightened by it. I was afraid that Wilson was stronger than 

I was. I became worried and angry when I saw the other 
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He argued with me, both m class and m the playground. 
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boys follow him instead of me. But Wilson was always cool 

and calm. Nothing ever trouhled him. He seemed to want 
one thing only- to see me frightened and unhappy. But at 
the same time I sometimes noticed that he showed a 
friendlmess towards me-which was most unwelcome to 

Itis difficult for me to Je5cribe my feelings towards Wilson. 

I didn't hate him, but neither did I like him. I think that, 

more than anything, I felt afraid of him. At the same time 
I wanted to know more about him. I wanted to find something 

that frightened or worried him. But I could find nothing. 
There was nothing strange in the way he looked or walked. 

Nothing, that is, except for one thing-his voice. His voice 
was strange. When he ~poke, he could never speak loudly. 
In fact, he never ~poke above a whisper. 

Wilson was quick to find the one thing that I really did 
ncit like. It was my name. Although I come from an old and 

famous family, my name is a very everyday one. 1t could 
belong to any unimportant workman. I had always hated 
my name, but now I hated it even more because both of us 

had the same name. I heard it twice a~ often. And there was 
something rhat worried me even more deeply. We seemed 
to look alike as well. We were as tall as one another, we 

were both thin1 and even our faces were alike. Because our 

names were the same, I knew that the older boys thought 
that we were brother~, but nobody seemed to notice that 
we looked alike. But Wilson noticed it and he also saw that 
I was angry 3bout it. Nothing ever escaped him. He always 
knew my deepest feelings. 

After a while he started to dres~ like me, and even to walk 
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like me. Luckily, he could not speak like me when I spoke 
loudly, but when I spoke in a whisper, his whisper was just 
like mine. 

All these things troubled me deeply. I could see that Wilson 

enjoyed making me angry, and he used to laugh at me secretly. 
Strangely, the other boys never noticed how he made fun 

of me, and copied me in every way. I wa5. the only one who 
noticed it. 

Very often he used to give me advice, telling me quietly 
what f should do or what I should say. I hated him even 

more when he <lid this. Today, of course, I realize that his 
advice was always very good and sensible. What a pity that 
I never followed it! 

As time went by, I became more and more angry with 
him. Why should he, or anyone, give me advice? My feelings 
towards him changed and I actually began to hate him. He 
noticed this and tried not to come near me so much. 

One day, towards the end of my fifth year at school we 
had a violent argument. While we were arguing, he 
showed his feelings more openly than usual, and a very 
strange idea came into my mind. I thought - how can I 

describe it? -I thought just for a second or two that I had 
known him before, a long, long rime ago, when we were 

very young children. I twas, as I say, a strange and very stupid 
idea, and I forgot it as quickly as I could. 

But that night, when everyone was asleep, I got out of 
bed. Then I walked through the dark building, with a small 
lantern in my hands, until I reached Wilson's room. I left 
the lantern outside and went near to his bed. Yes, he was 

asleep. 1 returned to get my lantern and went back to his 
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bed. I had planned to do something cruel to him while he 

slept. But as I looked at the sleeping boy, my heart beat faster 
and I was filled with fear. Was this really what William Wilson 
looked like? Did he look just the same when he was awake? 
I knewtharhe was as rallasl was. I knew, too, that he walked 

like me and talked like me, and copied me in every way that 
he could. But was it possible that the person in that bed 
looked so like me in every way? I began to shake with fear, 
and my body turned ice-cold. Surely he couldn't look like 

this! Was I really looking at a boy who was not just a copy 

of me, but. 
I was more frightened than I had ever been in my life. I 

went silently out of his room, left the school building and 
never returned there again. 

After several lazy months at home, I was sent to Eton, 

one of the mmt famous English boys' schools. There, I soon 
forgot William Wilson and the strange fears J had felt. If I 
thought about them at all, I used to laugh at myself. 

My life at Eton lasted for three wild and evil years. I learnt 

to be clever and secret, and was interested only in new ways 
ot amusing myself. I chose the worst kind of students for 
my fnends, and spent all my time in evil enjoyment. One 

night, when I was in my third year, I invited some students 

to a party in my rooms. We drank and played cards all 
through the night. As well as the wine, we had other, perhaps 

more dangerous, pleasures. As the first morning light started 
to appear, I suggested a new evil amusement. Then I noticed 

that somebody was opening my door and I heard a servant's 
voice, 'There's somebody outside who wants to speak to 

you, sir. He seems to be in a hurry.' 
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We drank and played cards all through the mght. 

I walked, with difficulty, to the hall, as I was feeling very 
drunk with the wine. I twas still too dark to see clearly, but 
I could just seethe shape of a young man. He was as tall as 
I was, and was wearing the same clothes as myself. I could 
not see his face. 

He came up to me and whispered the words 'William 
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Wilson!' in my ear. I knew the voice at once. It was impossible 
to mistake it. Those two words were enough co fill me with 

fear. Betore I could look into his face, he had disappeared. 
fhe meeting only lasted a few seconds, bucfor some weeks 

I could not forget it. l thought of it all the time. Who and 

what was this William Wilson? Where did he come from? 

What did he want from me? My questions stayed 
unanswered, but I did discover one thing. I learnt that William 
Wilson had left my last school on the same day that I myself 

had run away from it. 
Soon I forgot about him again, and not long afterwards 

I went upto Oxford University. My parents were not sensible 
people and they always gave me a lot of money. I was able 

to live a fashionable, expensive life, and to choose as my 
friends the sons of the richest families of England. There 
was nothing at all to stop me now. I spent my money wildly, 
and passed my days and nights in dangerous and exciting 

pleasures. 
At Oxford 1 spent a lot of my time gambling. I became, 

111 fact, a most clever and successful gambler - no better 

than a thief. I played cards in order to win money from the 
other students and become even richer. Of course, I was 
careful to play only with students who were bad at playing 

cards. In this way I could be sure of winning every time. 

My friends were not clever enough to see what I was doing. 
In my second year at University I met a new student called 

Glendinning. He came from an old English family and was 
one of the nchest students in the university. I soon realized 
that he was very unmtelligent and because of this he was, 

of course, a very suitable person for me to gamble with! I 
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started to play cards with him often, and for some time I 
made sure that he always won. 

At last I decided that the time was right and I made my 
plans carefully. I met Glendinning at the rooms of a friend 
of mine, a Mr Preston (who had no idea of my secret plan). 
Eight or ten other friends were also invited. In tfos way 
Glendinninghad no idea thatl planned to gamble with him 
that evening. In fact, at the party, itwa.,;; he who first suggested 
playing cards. 

We played for many long hours. In the end, by my careful 
plan, I was playing alone against Glendinning, while the 
others watched our game. Glendinning had drunk a lot of 
wine during the evening and hi!:i hands were beginning to 
shake a little - from fear or from the wine, I wasn't sure. 
He had already lost a large amount of money. Then he did 
what I had hoped for. He took another long drink of wine 
and said, 'Let's double the stakes.' Beginners always think 
they can win back what they have lost in this way. 

At first l pretended to refuse. Then he became angry, so, 
naturally, I had to agree. My plan was working excellently. 
We continued playing, and in less than an hour my winnings 
were four times as big. Glendinning's face was now as white 
as a sheet. Everyone around the table started talhng, and 

to my surprise I heard the words, 'That's the end of 
Glendinning. He's just lost everything he had!' 

l had heard that Glendinning was very rich indeed- rich 
enough to lose a lot of money and not to worry about it. 
Now, I understood from the whispers awund the table, that 
this was not true. I had, m fact, won everything he owned, 
and so destroyed him. 
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Nobody spoke. Glendinning had covered his face with 
his hands and everyone clearly felt very sorry for him. Even 
I began to feel a little worried, and wondered what J should 

do. 
As we stood in silence, the doors suddenly opened and 

a strong wind filled the room. lt blew out all the candles in 

the room and we were left in darkness. But in the few seconds 
before the candles went out, we noticed that a man had 
entered the room. He was about as tall a~ I was, and his 
face and body were hidden by a long cloak. As we stood in 

the darkness, we could feel him standing in the room. 
Then he began to speak. He spoke in a whisper, and his 

voice filled me with fear. 'Gentlemen,' he said. 'I am here 

because I have ~omething important to tell you. I am afraid 
that you do not really know the man who has just won so 
much money from Glendinning. Let me tell you how to learn 
more about him. Please look very carefully inside his left 

sleeve and at the several little packets inside the large pockets 
of his jacket.' Immediately after these words he left the room, 

as silently as he had entered it. 
That moment was one of the worst moments of my life. 

I had no time to do anything. My friends fell on me angrily, 
lit the candles agam, and searched my clothes. They found 

the smgle cards hidden carefully inside my left sleeve, and 

in my pockets they discovered the packets of special cards 

which helped me to wm every game I played. 
My friends stood around me in a circle and looked at me 

m silence. Mr Preston then picked up a cloak from the floor. 
'Mr Wilson,' he said. 'Here is your cloak. You will, I hope, 

leave my room, and then leave Oxford immediately.' 
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My friends fell on me angrily, and searched my clothes. 
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I wanted to hit him, but something stopped me. It was 
the cloak that Preston was holding in his hands. Although 

it looked like my cloak, I knew that it wasn't, because my 
own cloak was already over my leftarm.ltwasa very unusual 
and expensive cloak, which a shop had made specially for 

me. How was it possible that there was now another cloak 

just like 1t? 
I thought back to the moment when the stranger had come 

into the room. Yes, he had been wearing a cloak too . 
Full of fear, I quickly took the cloak from Mr Preston and 

left the room. The next morning I left Oxford and escaped 
to Europe. I was now known to be a cheat at cards and every 
door in England would be closed against me. 

But bad luck travelled with me. In fact I soon realized 
that my troubles at Oxford had been only the beginning 
... Soon after I arrived in Paris, I met William Wilson again. 
There, too, he destroyed my evil hopes. Everywhere I went, 

year after year, he appeared like a ghost and came between 
me and my plans. In Rome he stopped me from getting what 
I wanted. In Vienna, too~ in Berlin, and even in Moscow! 
Wasn't there anywhere where I could be left alone? I went 
from city to city, trying to escape from him. But I couldn't 

feel free. I couldn't be alone. He followed me everywhere. 

Again and again I used to ask myself these questions, 'Who 
is he? Where does he come from? What does he want from 

me?' But I could find no answer. I thought deeply about all 
the times when f had seen him. In every city, I realized, Wilson 
had done the same thing. He had not stopped my plans all 
the time, but only when they were evil and dangerous, either 
to others or to myself. I understood all this, but still I was 
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very angry. Why couldn't Wilson leave me alone? Why 
couldn't he let me live in the way I wanted to? 

I realized another thing too. Every time Wilson appeared, 

he had never let me see his face. I had always noticed his 
clothes. It was difficult not to notice them because they were 

always the same as mine. But he kept his face hidden from 
me. Why did he do this? Did he really think that I was so 

stupid? Did he think I hadn't realized who he was? The man 
who followed me everywhere and destroyed my plans again 
and again was the same William Wilson of my schooldays! 

But let me continue with my story. 
Until now I had f-eltafra1d of Wilson and had obeyed him. 

The my~tery of his sudden arrivals, his cleverness, his deep 
understanding of me - all these thmgs filled me with fear. 

I always obeyed him, although I hated myself for doing it. 
But recently I had become a very heavy drinker. Wine made 
me feel brave and strong, able to fight anybody who tried 
to stop me. At the same time I began to think that Wilson 
was becoming weaker. Was this really happening or was it 

just a dream? I cannot tell, but l do know that my own feelings 
were becoming more and more violent. I began to feel a 
burning hope - soon I would break free from this terrible 
enemy and never take his orders again. 

One evening, in 18-, I was in Rome and was invited to 

a big party in the pa!ace of Duke Di Broglio. The Duke was 
old and boring, but his wife was young and beautiful, and 
not very sensible. I had evil plans for her. She and I had agreed 

to meet, during the party, in a quiet room where we could 
be alone. 

A~ I walked from room to room looking for her in the 
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crowds, I suddenly felt a hand touch my arm. Then I heard 
a whisper in my cars. Angrily I turned round and saw a man. 
He was wearing the same clothes as I was, but his face was 
covered with a black mask. I caught him by his arm. 'Stop!' 
I shouted. 'I have had enough trouble from you! This is the 
last time you'll follow me anywhere! Come with me now 

His face was covered with a black mask. 
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into the next room. If you don't, I shall kill you right now, 

here where you stand!' 
I took him into a small room nearby and pushed him 

violently to the floor. He got to his feet shakily, and stood 
up against the wall. I then closed the door and ordered him 

to fight. For a second he did not move. Then he silently took 

out his sword 
!twas a short fight. I was wild and excited and felt~tronger 

than I had ever felt before. After only a few seconds I pushed 

him against the wall and plunged my sword into his body 
again and again. 

At that moment somebody tried to open the door. I ran 
to check that the door was locked and then ran back towards 

my enemy. How can I describe what I saw at that moment? 
During those few seconds when I had turned to the door, 
the room had become strangely different. There was now 
a large mirror at the end of the room. I was sure that it had 

not been there before. As I stepped up to the mirror, I saw 
myself, walking forward shakily, my face white and 

covered with blood. 
Or so I thought. But I was wrong. It was my enemy, Wilson, 

who stood before me in his last moments of life. His mask 
and cloak lay on the floor. His face was now uncovered. 

And 1 saw, in terror, that his face was my own! 
Then Wilson spoke, but no longer in a whisper, and I 

thought I heard my own voice speaking a~ he said: 
'You have won, and I have lost. But from this moment 

you, too, are dead -dead to the world, to Heaven, and to 

hope! You lived in me-and, in my death, look in my face, 
which is your own, and see how you have murdered yourself.' 
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Je11-Ja1e 
fiearl 

It is true that I had been- and I am-very nervous, but do 
you really think that I am mad? I could see and hear more 
clearly-not less, became of the disease. My hearing, more 

than anything, was excellent. I could hear all things, things 

in this world and things m heaven. I heard many thmgs in 

hell, too. So how can I be mad? See how clearly and calmly 

I can tell my story. 

I cannot explain how the idea first came mto my head. 

But once I had thought of the idea, I could not forget it. I 

had no reason to do it. I was not angry. I loved the old man. 

He had never hurt me in any way. I didn't want his gold. I 

think it was hi~ eye! Yes! I le had a pale, blue eye, the eye 

of a vulture. Whenever I looked at it, my blood became cold; 

and so, very slowly, I decided to kill the old man and e~capc 

from the eye for ever. 

You are thinking, I know, that I am mad. But madmen 

are not clever. And see how cleverly I prepared my plan! 

Everyday that week l was so kind to the old man! And every 

night of that week, at about midnight, l opened his door 

very, very quietly. First I put my dark lantern through the 

opening of the door. The lantern was closed, and so no light 

came out of it, none at all. Then slowly, very slowly, J put 

my head inside the opening. I took sixty long minutes just 

to put my head inside. Would a madman have worked so 

carefully? And when my head was imidethe room, I opened 

the lantern carefully and a thin ray oflight fell onto the vulture 
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eye. Bur the eye was always closed, so I could not do the 
work. You see, I did not hate the man; it was only the eye 
that I hated. 

On the eighth mght I started opening the door even more 

carefully. I was feeling calm and strong. There I was, opening 

his door, and he did not even know that I was there! I almost 

laughedatthe idea. And perhaps, at that moment, he heard 
me, because he suddenly moved in his bed. But I did not 
move away. I knew that he could not see the opening of the 
door, so I continued pushing it open, slowly and quietly. 

But the eye was always closed, so I could not do the work. 
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When my head was in the room, I tried to open the lantern 
but my thumb slipped and I made a noise. Immediately, the 
man sat up in bed and shouted, 'Who's there?' 

I said nothing. For an hour I just stood there, without 

moving, and he sat in his bed, listening. Then he made a 
soft noise~ a noise which I recognized. It was the noise of 
terror, the terror of death. I knew the sound because I had 
made it myself, many times, in the deep of the night, when 
all the world was asleep. J felt sorry for the old man, but I 
laughed silently. I knew that he had been awake since the 
first noise, and his fear had grown and grown. Death had 
entered his room, and now the shadow of death lay allaround 
him. He could neither sec me nor hear me, but he could feel 
my head inside his room. 

I opened the lantern a little and a thin ray of light fell on 
hi~ eye. It was open, and as I looked at it, I became angry 
J could sec it clearly, a horrible, pale blue eye that turned 
my blood cold. I could see nothing of the man's face or body, 
just his eye. 

And then I heard a sound. Hadn't I told you that my hearing 
was excellent? I knew the 5.ound. It was the beating of the 
old man's heart. It grew louder and quicker. Yes, louder and 
louder with every minute. The old man's terror must have 
been very great. And now a new terror came to me - a 
neighbour might hear the noise of this beating heart! The 
old man's time had come! 

I opened the lantern fully and ran into the room. He 
shouted once - but only once because I pulled him to the 
floor and pulled the heavy bed over him. For many minutes 
the heart continued to beat, but then it stopped. The old 



52 Tales of Mystery and lmagmaflon 

I pulled the old man to the floor. 

man was dead. I put my hand on his heart and held it there 
for many minutes. There was no life in him at all. Now his 
eye would not trouble me again. 

Perhaps you are still thinking that I am mad. You will 
not, when I tell you of the clever way I hid the body. First, 
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lcut it into pieces. I cut off the head and the arms and the 
legs. I then took up three boards from the wooden floor, 
and hid the body underneath. Finally, I replaced the wooden 
boards with great care. Now no human eye - not even his 

- would see anything wrong. There was nothing to see -
not even any blood. A bowl had caught it all - ha! ha! 

When I finished, it was four o'clock and it was still dark. 
There was a knock at the front door. Calmly, because I knew 
I had nothing to fear, I opened the door. Three policemen 
came in. They had come because a neighbour had reported 
a loud shout coming from the house. 

I welcomed the policemen and asked them to come in. I 
explained that it was I who had shouted, in a dream. The 
old man, I said, was away in the country. I took them round 
the house and asked them to search it well. Then I took them 
to the old man's room and showed them a!I his things. I 
brought chairs into the room and invited them to sit down 
and rest a while. Calmly, I put my own chair on the place 
where I had hidden his body. 

The policemen seemed happy. They could see from the 
way I spoke that all was well. They continued talking, but 
I began to get tired. My head ached, and there was a ringing 
noise in my ears. I wanted the men to go away, but they 
continued to talk. The ringing became louder and clearer. 
And then I realiLed that the noise was not in my ears. 

I became very pale, and starting talking more loudly. But 
the noise became louder too. What could I do? It was a low, 
soft sound, like the sound made by a watch when it is covered 
in cotton. I spoke more loudly. The ncm,c became louder 
too. Why, oh why, didn't the men go away? I walked up 
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And now the noise was louder, louder, 1 ouorn! 

and down the room. I became angry, I argued, I threw the 
chair onto the floor. But the noise continued to grow louder, 
louder than every noise I made. And the men went on talking 
and smiling. Was it possible that they hadn't heard the terrible 
noise? No! no! They heard! They knew! They were only 
pretending that they hadn't heard the noise! I was sure of 
this-I still am- and I hated their smiling faces. I felt that 
I must scream or die! And now, again, the noise was louder, 
louder, louder! 

'Stop!' I shouted. 'Stop pretending that you cannot hear 
it! Yes, I did it! Pull up the floorboards here! here, here! -
it is the beating of his horrible heart!' 



GLOSSARY 

axe a tool for cutnng trees <rnd wood 

ba~ket a kind of ~trong bag 

believe to think that som!cthing 1s true or i 1ght 

board (n) a long thm flat piece of \\Ood 

brick a snwll hard block which is u~ed for buildmg w,tlls 

candle c1 round stick of wax which gnes lrght ,~hen it hums 

cellar a room m the ground under a hoUSl' 

che~t ,h,frm,, p,,n of ch,, '°I' ofch,bod, 

chime 

cloak (n) a wide loose ulat without slen·es 

coffin the box m which a de<ld peVion 1~ put 

ss 

crack (n) :1 thm hole where somethl!lg i~ broken; (1;) lo bre,1k 

open 

crud not kmd; b,ingm,: pa,n o,· uonbh· w,omeonc 

double the ~take~ 

money 

dragon ,1 hig dangerou~ arnn1.1! with lite m its mouth, which 

lives only 111 stones 

money 

gate a 'door' m a wall outside 

gloom a feeling of deep sadne~~ and hopelessness 

hang to kill someone by holding him ,lbove the ground with .i. 

rope around hi~ neck 
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heaven the home o( God, where many people believe the} will 

go when they <lie 

hell the place wlm e b:1<l people go when they die 

horrible m.di:.rng you ve1 y frightened 

horror .1 feeling of great fe,ir or did1I.e 

huge very big 

imagination m.1.kmg pictures m your mind 

imagine to h11.ve ,1 picture of ~ornethmg m your mmd 

lantern a light m ,;i. clmed glan box 

mad wnh a sick 1mnJ 

mask <l cover that 1~ put over the face to hi<li:: 1t 

masked ball a big party for <lancing, where all the people wear 

ma~que an old kind of play in the theatre with music and 

dancing 

mind (n) the part of you that thinb, fed, and remembers 

nervous afraid, \\'orned 

outlined showing the lme or ,hapc of something 

paint (u) to make a pKturi;: u,ing different colouVi dnd a brush 

pale \~!th little colour m the face 

pa~~age a 111.rrow w,1y in• buddmg which lcadb to orher room~ 

plaster mmethmg ,oft .md wet which i1 put over bnch ,;i.nd 

which h;..rdenb to nuk.e the w;..11 flat un<l 1trnight 

pleasure a strong fedmg of cnJoyment 

plunge to push somethmg m hard and sud<li::nly 

ray ,1 thin line of light 

rope ve1 r thick strong ~tnng 

servant ~omebody who works 111 another person's house 

sleeve the part of a ,hirt, coat, etc. th,u covers the arm 

slip (v) to move ,uddenly by acCident, .1.nd fall or almmt fall 

mcket (eye ~ocket) the hole 1n the heaJ where the eye is 

~word a very long ~harp knife, used for fighting 



Glossary 57 

tears (n) drops of water that come from the eye \vhen you c1y 

terror very great fear 
throw to mme your .um quickly to stnd somcth111g through 

the a1r 

vault 

violet (ad7) 

vulture a large bud that tah dedd ammals 

weak not strong 

whisper (n) rhc sound of a voKe ~peaking very softly and 

quietly 

wine an alcoholic dnnk made from grape~ (.,nldll green or 

purple fruit) 
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AC:TIVJTl.t,S 

Before Reading 

1 Read the hack cover and the introduction on the first page of 
the book. Arc thc\e sentence~ true (T) or false (F)? 

1 These stone,; arc about real people and real places. 

2 These stories ;i.rc about strange things that happen in the 

mmd. 

3 After Lady Madeleine's death, her brother feels sad hut 

peaceful 

4 The people at Prince Prospero';, ball are having fun, not 

thinking about de.1th. 

5 The;,e ~turie~ are good to read when you arc fcclmg 111, 

unhappy or fnghtened. 

2 Here arc the titles of the five stories. Which of the five things 
below belongs to each ~tory? Can you guess? 

an axe I ,1 blue eye I a strange book I a farge black clock I 

a game of c,irds 

The F<1ll of the House of U;,her 

The Black Cat 

The Masque of the Red Death 

William Wilson 

The Tell-Talc Heart 
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ACTIVITIE~ 

While Reading 

Read The Fall of the House of Usher. Choose the bc~t 
question-word for these questions, and then answer them. 

Who I Where I What/ Whv 

... d1d Roderick Usher ,vritc to the narr,nor? 

2 . was becoming weaker .rnd thinner e.1ch day? 

did they put the Lady Madelcmc'~ coffin? 

4 . did the narrator walk around the room dunng the 

srorm? 

... did the narrator do to make Usher c.ilmer? 

6 . did Uc,hcr realize from the c,ounds that he had heard? 

stood outside the door of the narrator'c, room? 

... happened to the House of Usher? 

Read The Black Cat. Are these sentences true ('f) or false (f)? 

Rewrite the false ones with the correct information. 

1 The narrator liked .mimals more than people. 

2 Pluto the dog wac, the narrator'c, favounte animal 

1 \X'hcn Pluro bit the narrator, he cut one of its leg~ off 

4 The shape of J cat appeared on the bedroom wJII. 

5 The m:w cat looked the ~ame a~ Pluto in every wav 

6 The narrator kilkd his w1fr with an axe 

7 After he killed hi5 wife, the narrator slept ludly. 

8 The police found the living wom:in ,rnd the de.id clt 

together behmd the wall 
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Read The Masqtte of the Red Death. Then answer thc~c 
questiom. 

1 Who wa~ not afraid of the Red Death? 

2 \Xiho did Prince Prospero mv1te to his castle? 

3 \X'hy could nobody enter or escape from the castle? 

4 What \Vere the colours of the seven rooms in the ca~tlc? 

5 \X'har was agamst the wall in the last room? 

6 \Xlhat did people notice while the clock was chuning 

midnight? 

7 \'{!hat was the :,tranger wearing? 

8 How did the Pnncc feel when he saw the stranger? 

9 Why didn't .rnyonc want to touch the stranger? 

10 \Vhat happened when the ~trangcr turned and looked at 

the Prince? 

11 What was imidc the stranger's clothe~ and mask? 

12 \X1hat was left in the castle when the clock stopped 

ch1m111g? 

Read William Wilson. Then match these halves of sentences to 
make a paragraph of seven sentences. 

1 The narrator had to leave Oxford for Europe. 

2 But in every city that he visited . 

.1 When he had evil plans, .. 

4 At first the narrator obeyed Wilc,on'c, orders,. 

5 This made him feel brave and strong. 

6 At last, ..it a party m Rome, the narrator rook hie, c,word . 

7 But when he looked at his enemy's face, 



ACTJ\'ITIES: Whi/r_, Rl.'ading 

8 · the other Wilson stopped them. 

9t because everyone knew that he was a cheat at card:.. 

lOJ he saw that it was the :.ame as lu:. own 

61 

11 and he thought that he could break aw-iy from his enemy. 

12• the other William Wilson appeared. 

13 •and killed the other man. 

14 but then he began drinkmg heavily 

Read The Tell-Tale Hearl. Herc arc some untrue sentences 
about it. Change them into true sentences. 

1 Became of hi:. disease the narrator had terrihlc heanng. 

2 The old man had once hurt the narr,Hor in some ½av. 

3 The narrator dectded to kill the old man beuuse of hi" 

gold 

4 The narrator took thirty minute:, to put his head ms1de the 

old man's room. 

5 The old man could see and hear the n.1rrator in his room. 

6 The narrator felt sorry when he :.aw the old man's eye. 

7 The narrator pulled a heavy table on top of the old m.rn. 

8 He hid the old man'5 dead body behind the wall. 

9 The policemen came to the house bec..1use a neighbour had 

seen a strange man there. 

10 The narrator told the police that the old man w.1s away in 

hospital. 

11 When the narrator spoke more loudly, the noi"e in the 

room became quieter. 

12 The noise in the room was the old man's watch. 
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AC:TfVITIES 

After Reading 

1 Imagim: that the narrator in The Fall of the House of Usher 
\\Tote to his wife during hi, visit. u~c the linking words below 
to complete his letter. 

although I and I but I hut I smce I so I when I which I who 

Dear Sarnh 

I have been here for a week now. U:,her was pleased to :,ee 

me, __ he ha~ changed ~o much smcc our la~t meeting. He 

has a strange disease, __ makes him very thin, pale and 

nervous. __ I arrived, we have spent a lot of time together. 

I try to help him, __ his sadness is too Jeep, __ 

s.omct1mcs I am frightened by his fantastic ideas. 

Two days ago Usher's sister Madeleine died, __ I 11111st 

stay here .1 little longer. __ I hate this house of gloom and 

madness., I mmt help my friend, __ needs me very much. 

__ he feels Hrnngcr, I will leave this tcrnblc place for ever 

With love, Nathaniel 

2 The policemen who found the black cat wrote a report about 
their visit to the house. Put these sentences in order, joining the 
parts where necessary, in order to make their report. 

1 He knocked on one of the cellar walls with his stick, . 

2 the owner took us down to the cellar 

3 and on top of her head there was a black cat with one eye 
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4 so we got ready to leave. 

S On the 7th July \Ve went tu 51 FL1ker Street 

6 The cat was making the terrible sound that we had heard. 

7 and suddcnlv we he.ire! a sound from behrnd the wall. 

8 Soon \Ve found the dead body of a woman, 

9 After \H' had searched the rooms upstairs,. 

10 \X1e found nothing umtsu,1\ there 

11 but then it hecame a loud and terrible ~cream. 

12 Then the owner began to tell us how \Vcll built the house 

13 \X1e began to pull thew.ill do\vn. 

14 At first it \Vas a ~oft cry, . 

3 Imagine that Prince Pro~pero, in The Masque of the Red 
Death, speaks to the ~tranger just before he die~. Complete 
their conversation. (Use a~ many words as you like.) 

PRINCI: 

'iTR.\"\IC,f.R: You know who I am 

PRJNLI:: I IO\v ___ ? The gates __ _ 

SrnAM,J:.K: I do not need a key to p.1ss through a locked gc1tt' 

PRlNtT' :it onu:1 Or I 

SrnANCfR: I will not leave. And your s\vord cannot hurt me 

P1t1"c1:. But \vhar 

STR.\NCFJC I have many 11.1mcs, but tonight I am called the 

Red Death 

PRll'-'CE: \Why 

STRANC:ER: Because, Prince Prospero, 1t 1s tnne for you to die. 
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4 Who, or what, was the other William Wilson? Which of these 
answers do you think is the best explanation? 

1 ,l real person - who happens to look Just like the narrator 

2 a different part of the narrator's own mind 

.1 ~omcbody that the narrator imagrnes, in a waking: dream 

4 the good side of rhc narrator'~ character 

5 a kind of ghu:,t 

S Here are four passages from Wilson's diary. Complele them 
with the words below {us.e each word once), and then say who 
wrote each pa~\agc - the 'good' or the 'bad' Wilson. 

cards, caught, che>lt, che.tttHK, cleuer, destroy, l'f'IOMgh, evil, 
gambler, makt•, min~, ple-an1re:, sart't, shuJild, sll'('l!t, $lop, 

1t11p1d, thief, u:here, wife 

1 l no lonf';cr play cards. 1 am known to be a __ , which is 

no better than a Once, when I tncd to \Vin a lot of 

money by __ , I was __ and told to leave Oxford at 

once. But the man that I tned to was saved. 

2 Ar Oxford I wa~ a clever .md successful [twas an 

ca~y way to __ money. I used special __ , which I hid 

inside my __ . l only played with __ people, but 

sadly, one day I \V;:H, c..iught, and so h..id to leave England 

3 Tonight the Duke Di Brogl10's __ has agreed ro meet 

me in a room __ we can be alone. She is young, 

beautiful, ,md not very __ - and tomght she will be 

__ ! I shall fight anybody who tnes to __ me 
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4 I spend my life searching for __ . Tonight l have planned 

e __ meeting with the Duke's wife. She 1s beaunful, but 

not clever __ to rccog1117c an __ rn,111 when she sees 

one. Somebod> warn her about me 

6 In The Tell-Tale Heart a rn:ighbour talks to the police (sec 
page 53). Put their conven.ation in the correct order and write 
in the speaker;,' names. The policeman ~peaks fiVit (number 7). 

I'hi~ old man - do you know him?' 

2 __ '\',:/ell, there v,'as a terrible noise torught from the 

hou~e next door - like ,I great shout or a scream ' 

3 __ 'Strange? In what way?' 

4 __ 'Hmm. l think I should go next door and ask a few 

questions. Thank you for telling us ,1bout this.' 

5 __ 'f'm not sure - about two o'clock perhaps.' 

I went to the wmdow and looked our. I didn't sec 

anyone, but there wa~ a light 111 the old man's room.' 

7 __ 'Now, su, what's the problem?' 

So ~vhat did you do then?' 

9 __ 'He talb to himself- and he has really wild eyes.' 

10 __ 'Oh yes - he's a very nice m:111. A younger man lives 

in the house too - but he'~ a bn strange.' 

11 __ 'No, Jmt one. But after that there was a loud b,mg­

like somethmg heavy falling to the floor.' 

12 __ "Tv•m o'clock. I see. And were there any more 

screams?' 

Ll __ '\Vhat time did you hear th1s scream?' 
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7 Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the stories were 
thinking. Which five characters arc they ( one from each story), 
and what is happening in the slory at this moment? 

1 Oh my God! Who 1s that? He look~ rcallv tcmblc. And all 

rh.n blood! I don't tl11nk that's very funny. How c:i.11 we 

enjoy ourselves with that 111 front of us? And how did he 

get 111? Somebod> will have ro tell the Pnncc 

2 \Vhat's happernng? Something ,vokc me up. l c.rn't c,ee 

anything, but I kmnv there's something there. I'm "o 

.1fraid. I'm lisrcrnng and lie>ttnmg- it\ dark and qwet, bur 

l can feel somethmg terrible, ~omcthmg frightenmg 

3 Nov,,: the vvall is finished, he thinks he's safe - hut he's 

wrong. He didn't see me climb tn here with the body. I'll 

1mr sit here and wait until ~omebody comes - and then I'll 

open my mouth and ~cream 

4 Soon 1l will end. On tlm wild night 1 will at last be free -

free to ~earch for my brother, ;ind rake him v,·ith me. One 

more pu~h, and thi~ wood \Viii break. Then the door, and 

up the stairs. You c.rnnot escape me now, brother. 

5 I don't know what'~ wrong wnh me tornght. I must have 

unlucky urds - I've ahuays \Von before when I've played 

aga1mt him .. Mustn't look worried. I lave another gla~s of 

wine. I lc'll make a nustake soon, and then I'll \Vin all mv 

money b.1ck . 
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8 Look at the~e adjective~ and nouns from the story. Make three 
pairs of words - an adjective plus a noun - to suit each story. 
You can use ,vords more than once 

Ad;ectwes· 

dark 

deep 

Nouns· 

mvstenous anger 

ammal 

gloom 

hou~e 

s.ldness 

eYil silent castle 1dell wunJ 

fantastic strange disease murder 

frightening terrible face pcr~on stranger 

ghostly v10lcnt fear plan 

loud wild feeling pleasure 

9 Imagine that these stories appear in the nev,:spapers. Here are 
some headlines for the stories. Which headlines go with which 
stories? Which headlines do you prefer? Why? 

Kil I fR HIDES IIODY, 1 HtN I l,,LL~ POLICE 

CA r CALL~ l'OLKI: TO BUDY 

~ I RANGE DJ:.A Tl JS or RROTI IFR A ND SlSTER 

1~ Tl!J<; Tiff MOST EVlL /v!AN I~ l:.LIROI'!:.? 

ANIM~L-LOVER ARRESll:D }OR MURDER 

MA!s KILLS J:,NEMY-AND MlJRDrR<; SELF 

THE RIC/-! A"'\ID Tiff. CR!Jfl PUNJSHED AT L/ISJ 

'1 CAN'T r.,c:~PF TFRRmLE SOU1'D,' MAD KILLER TELL~ POLl(T 

10 Which story did you find most frightening? Why? 
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