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TALES OF MYSTERY AND
IMAGINATION

Imagine you arc in an old house by a lake. Tt is night
and there is a wild storm outside, the wind screaming
around the grey stone walls. Far below the house, in'a
gloomy vault, lies the dead body of the Lady Madeleine
in her coffin. In the room with you is her brother,
looking at you with wild, mad cyes. Imagine this . . .
and you are in the House of Usher.

Turn the page, and a Black Car is hanging by its neck
from a tree. Turn another, and you will hear music as a
thousand people sing and dance at a wonderful masked
ball. You arc now in the castle of Prince Prospero.
Inside, all is light and life and pleasure, but outside the
castle walls walks the terrible masked figure of the Red
Death . ..

These stories will take you into the shadowy world of
the imagination, into a land of terror and dreams and
madness.

Don’t read them alone!
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It wasa grey autumn day and the sky was full of large black
clouds. All day T had ridden through flat and uninteresting
countryside, but at last, as it began to grow dark, Isaw the
end of my journcy.

There, in front of me, stood the Housc of Usher. And at
once -1 do not know why —a strange feeling of deep gloom
camc down on me and covered me like a blanket. T looked
up at the old house with its high stonc walls and narrow
windows. Ilooked around at the thin dry grass and the old
dying trees, and anicy hand seemed to take hold of my heart.
Ifelt cold and sick, and could not think of one happy thought
to chase away my gloom.

Why, I wondered, did the House 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 stopped. Perhaps from here the house
would not seem so sad, so full of gloom. 1 looked down
into the mirror of dark, still watcr, and saw again the empty,
eye-like windows of the house and the dying trees all around
it. The feeling of gloom was stronger than ever..

It was in this house that 1 was going to spend the next
few weeks. Its owner, Roderick Usher, had been a good friend
of mine when I wasa boy.Thad notseen 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 sce me. I was his only friend, the only



2 Tales of Mystery and Imagination

Iiooked down into the mirror of dark, still water.

person who could help him in his illness.

Although we had been good friends when we were young,
1 knew very little about him. He had never spoken much
about himself, but Iknew that he came from a very old family
of which he was the last living man. 1 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.

AsIstood by the lake, my feeling of gloom grew and grew.
1 knew also that underneath my gloom lay fear, and fear
does strange things to the mind. I began to imagine that the -
gloom was not in my mind, but was something real. It was
like a mystcrious cloud, which 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 it disease
and fear.

This was a dream, Ttold myself, and 11ooked more carefully
at the building in front of me. It was, indeed, very old and
T noticed thart every stone had cracks and holes in it. But
there was nothing really wrong with the building. No stones
were missing. The only thing thatInoticed was a very small
crack which started at the top of the building and continued
all the way down into the dark waters of the fake.

I went up to the front of the house. A servant took my
horse and I'stepped into the large hall. Another servant led
me silenctly upstairs. 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 [
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. Ehurried on, and
finally the servant opened a door and took me into the 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.
Tthought he was just being polite, but as I looked into his
face, 1 could sec that he was pleased to see me. We sat down,
but he did not speak at first, and for a few moments twatched
him in surprise and fear. He had changed so much sincc our
Tast mecting! He had the same palc thin face, the same eyes,
large and clear, and the same thin lips and soft hair. But now
his skin was too white, his eyes too large and bright, and
he seemed a different man. He frightenced me. And hislong
wild hair looked like a ghostly cloud around his head.

I noticed that my friend 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 times he found it difficult to think,
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 how 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 a nervous illness which made him
feel everything much more strongly than other people. He
could only 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. ‘T shall

%
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die,” he used to say, ‘because of this fear. 'm not afraid of
danger. What frightens me is fear itself. At the moment I
am fighting against fear, but sooner or later Twon’t be able
to fight any more.”

During long conversations with Usher I learnt more about
hisstrange illness. He was sure that it came from the House
of Usher itself. He had not Jeft 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 seriously ill. He had one sister, Madciginc,
the only other person in his family who was still living, but
each day she seemed a little nearer to death.

‘Her death,” Usher said blackly, ‘will leave me alone in
the world, the last of all the Ushers.”

‘While he was speaking, Madeleine passed slowly through
the back of the long room and, without noticing me,
disappeared. AsIlooked at her, my eyes felt heavy with sleep,
and T had a strange feeling of fear. Tlooked across at Usher.
He had covered his face with his hands, but [ 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 to me, shaking his head sadly.

During the next few days Usher and I never spoke about
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his sister. We spent a lotof time painting and reading together,
and sometimes he played on his guitar. I tried very hard to
help my friend, but I rcalized that his sadness was too decp.
It wasa 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 strange, and he had
one idea that seemed more important to him than all the
others. He was quite sure that all things, plants, trees, even
stones, werce able to feel.

‘The House of Usher itself,” he told me, *
thing. When the walls were first built, life went into the stones

ike a living

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 and the air have shaped the lives of the Usher
family?’

These ideas were too fantastic for me, and [ could not
answer him.

One evening [ was reading quietly when my friend rold
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
alongway down, but was under the part of the house where
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Together we carried the body in its coffin down to the vaults.
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Islept. It had once been a prison, 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 art 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 Ilearnt
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 notlook at her for long. Her strange illness had
left her with a soft pink colour on her face, and that
unchanging half-smile on her lipswhich is so 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 days of deep 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 facc became paler, the light
disappeared from his eyes, and his voice often shook with
fear when he spoke. Sometimes I thought he was trying to
tell me some terrible secret. At other times I thought he was
going mad. He uscd to sit for hours, looking at nothing,
listening to nothing — except the sounds in his own mind.
T myself began to know real fear. I felt my friend’s terror,
his deep gloom, slowly taking 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 Ilay 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. Itried 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 the house. Quickly, T put on my clothes and started
walking upand down the room, trying to shake off my terrible
fear.

Then T heard a knock on my door and Usher came in.
His face was as white as it had always been, and there was
akind of madness in hiseyes. The look on his 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 notseen it? No? Then wait.
You must see it.” He hurried to the window and opened it.

The wind from the violent storm outside crashed into
the room, nearly knocking us to the fioor. It was, indeed,
a wild, but strangely beautiful night. The wind seemed to
be going in circles around the house, and huge, heavy black
clouds chased each other, first this way, then that way. We
could see no moon and no stars, but a pale ghostly light lay
around the house.

“Youmustn’t, no, you must not watch this,’ Icried to Usher.
[ 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’s one of your favourite books. [ 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 Life
of Sir Launcelot Canning, It was not really onc of Usher’s
favourite books, but it was the only onc that T 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.

Iread for a while and reached the place in the book where
Ethelred broke down the door of the old man’s housc.

Now Ethelred decided be 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
bands be pulled the door to pieces. The noise of the dry
wood cracking and breaking could be heard all through
the forest.

As I finished rcading this sentence, I jumped in my seat
and then sat very still. I thought that 1 had heard, from
somewhere far away in the house, the same noisc 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. Etbelred lifted his heavy
stick and brought it crashing down onthe dragon’s head.
As the dragon fell dying to the ground, it gave a terrible
cry—along, bard, unnatural scream.

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

Although T was fecling so nervous, I tried hard to hide
my terror. | was not sure if Usher had heard the sounds that
Ihad heard. In the Jast 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 be bad killed the dragon, turned
and saw in front of him a palace of gold with tall gates
of shiningsilver in thewalls. Bravely, Ethelred ran towards
the palace, but the shining silver gates did not wait for
bhis coming and fell to the ground at bis feet with a great
and terrible ringing sound.

Aslread these words, L heard clearly the loud, heavy sound
of metal falling. T jumped to my feet, but Usher sat in his
seat and did not move. I ran towards him. He was looking
straightin front of him and his face was like stone. As I placed
my hand on his arm, his body beganto 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 L hear it? - yes, I hear it, and 1 have heard it. For
many minutes, many hours, many days I have heard it -
but I'was too frightened, too frightened to spcak. We have
put ber alive into ber coffin! Did I not tell you that I could
hear cven the softest sound? I tell you now that T heard her
move in the coffin. I heard the sounds many days ago, but
my terror was too great - could not speak! And now tonight



The Fall of the House of Usher 13

“WE HAVE PUT HER ALIVE INTO HER COFFIN!”
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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 scrcam of metal
as she broke open the vault, and the ringing crash as the
metal door fell to the floort 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? MADMANY’

Hejumped up and shouted, screaming out his words like
a man dying in terror.‘MADMAN!ITELL YOU THAT
AT THIS MINUTE SHE IS STANDING QUTSIDE THIS
DOORY

As he screamed these words, the heavy door was thrown
open by the strong wind. There, outside the door, dressed
in the white clothes of the dead, stood the tall figure of the
Lady Madcleine 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 amoment she stood there shaking, moving siowly 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. T turned to see
where this strange light was coming from. It was the moon,
a full, 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 1 warched, the crack grew larger, the wind grew wilder
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It was the moon, a full, blood-red moon,
shining through a crack in the walls.

—now I could see the full circle of the blood-red moon, and
the greatwalls 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.
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Iknow youwill not believe this story. Only a madman could
hope that you would belicve 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. [ loved them deeply, from
the very first days of my life. When I was young, we always
had many animals in our house, and so I used to spend most
of my days playing with them and taking care of them. As
the years passed, [ grew into a quict, gentle man, and my
love for animals grew wo. I found that they were more
friendly, more honest than most men. Animals were
always my best friends.

T 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 housc 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. |
loved Pluto more thanTloved allmy other animals. I wanted
to do everything for him myself, so Inever 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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Qur house was always full of animals.

discase. I was often angry and violent. I began to shout at
my wife, and I even started to hit her. My animals, too, felt
the changein me. Istopped taking care of them and sometimes
1was 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 runaway 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 Lcould 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. Ishake
today as I write these words down. Every time 1 remember
that day, I still feel sadness and pain.

When I woke up the next morning, I felt ashamed of what
Thad done. But this feeling was not strong cnough to make
me change my life. 1 continued to drink because it was too
difficult for me to stop. Soon, I had forgotten what I had
done.

As the months passed, Pluto got better. His empty eye
socket still looked terrible, but at least he wasn’t in pain
any morc. Not surprisingly, he used to run away from me
when he saw 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 hcart. We
humans seem to like hurting ourselves. Haven'’t we all, a
hundred times, done something stupid or evil just because
we know that we should not do it? It was because of this,
this need to hurt myself, that I did this next evil thing.. . .

One morning | woke, found a rope and calmly tied it round
Pluto’s neck. Then [ hung the poor animal from a tree and
left it there to die. T cried as I did this terrible thing. My face
was wet with tears and my heart was black and heavy. But
Ikilled it. Tkilled it because L knew it had loved me, because
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it had’t hurt me, even because 1 knew that [ was doing
something terrible and wrong.

That same night we had a fire in our housc. I was woken
from my sleep by loud shouts of ‘Fire?” When I opened my
eycs, I found that the fire had already reached the bedroom.
My wife and Iran out of the house as fast as we could. Luckily

I bung the poor animal from a tree and left it there to die.
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we escaped death, but the house and almost everything in
it was destroyed.

The next day I went back into the house and saw several
people standing in a group, looking at a wall. It was the
only wall of the house that was still standing after the fire.
It was one of my bedroom walls, the one where the head
of my bed had rested. As T came nearer to the wall Theard
someonc say, ‘How strange!” and another person, ‘That’s
impossible!" And then I saw it — a huge cat. Not a real cat,
bur 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.

1 stood there in horror, too frightened to move. Then,
slowly, I thought back to the night before. Thad 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
wall and left its shape there, because the plaster on that wall
was new and still soft.

Although I thought that this was a very rcasonable
explanation, the strange shape on the wall 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. Iwent up toitand touched
it. It was very large —as large as Pluto had been. Iralso looked
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very like Pluto. Except for one thing. Pluto had been black
all over, but this cat had a white mark on its front.

[ touched the cat and he immediately lay down against
my leg and seemed very friendly towards me. This, I decided,
was the cat that I wanted. Foffered 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 idca where it had come from.

Soltook the cathome. My wife liked itimmediately, and
it stayed with us from that day. But soon - I do not know
why —the catstarted to make me angry, and, as time passcd,
I began to hate it. I did not hurt it in any way, but [ always
tried to keep as far away from it as possible.

I knew one reason why I hated this cat so much. On the
morning after L had brought it home, I saw that, like Pluto,
ithadlostoncofits eyes. My wife, who was the kind, gentle
person that Thad once been, only loved the cat more because
of this. But the cat didn’t like my wife. It loved me alone.

Every time I sat down, it used to jump onto my knces.
When I 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 killit. But [ didn’t, because I was too afraid
~ afraid of the cat, and even more afraid of the white mark
on its chest.

1 have already mentioned this mark. At first, there was
nothing strange aboutit. It was justa white mark. But slowly
this mark grew and changed until it had the clear shapc 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 posts from which
they hang men by a rope around the neck!
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‘It was the shape of the GaLLOWS!

As each day passed, my fear grew and grew. I, a man, 2
strong man, had become afraid of a cat! Why was I so
frightened, so worried by a stupid animal? Day and night,
I could get no rest. I had che most terrible dreams, and my
mind turned to dark, evil thoughts. I hated everything,
everybody —and life 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. | 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
theaxe deep into her head. She fell dead on the floor, without
a sound.

After this horrible murder, [ 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
Lhad to think of other ways . .. I could cut the body up into
very small pieces and then burn them in a fire. [ 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 idca. I decided to hide the body behind
the walls of the cellar.

I'knew immediately which wall to choose. There was a
wallin the cellar round the bottom of an old chimney, which
was no longer used. This wall had bricks in the front and
back but was empty in the middle. I started work at once.
Ltook outsome of the bricks from the front wall and carefully
put the body against the back wall. Then Tput back the bricks
and covered them with plaster. I made surc that the plaster
did not look new, and soon the wall looked just the same
asall the other walls. When had finished my work, Iooked
atthe plaster. ‘T've never done a better piece of work!” I said
to myself happily.

1then 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 in my mind.

die. 1 looked for it everywhere, but it had disappeared. 1
was free at last! That night I had a deep, peaceful sleep -1,
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, feeling 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 or two, to
show how unworried I was.

‘Gentlemen, Isaid, T'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
buitt 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 T had hidden my wife!

Atthat momentwe heard asound. It wasa strange sound,
unlike anything I had ever heard beforc. The sound was
soft at first, almost like a baby crying. Then it grew louder
andlouder and turned into onc 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 minutes he was dead. After that no one, not even his
family, went ncar the blood-covered body.

Everybody wasafraid of the Red Death —everybody except
the fearless Prince Prospero. He refused to be troubled by
it. Although half the people of his country had already died
from this terrible discase, 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’sown plan. It had strong high walls and great gates
of hcavy metal. Now when the Prince and his friends arrived
at the castle gates they went inside, locked the gates carefully
and threw away the keys. In that way no one would 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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Qutside the castle lay the Red Death.

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 first room right
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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, soif 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
wasa tall, narrow window opening onto the closed passage
which ran along beside all 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 blue, 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 scventh room was black. Its walls were
black, its thick, heavy carpet was also black. But its windows
were red —a decp blood-red.

There were no candles inany of the rooms. The only light
came from fires, in hanging metal baskets, which were in
the passages outside the rooms. Each firc was opposite a
window, and so the light from the fire shone through the
coloured glass and filled each room with strange and fantastic
shadows. But in the black room the firclight that shone
through the blood-red window changed the room into
something too horrible to describe. In that strange light,
faces became wild and frightening, and few people were
brave enough to enter the room at all.

Inthis room, against the farthest wall, stood a huge black
clock. 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 inand 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, talking 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 time 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 last 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? Bar
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even in the cruellest heart there are 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. Worsestill, the face and the body were covered
with red, horrible blood! Here, in the middle of all that
dancing and happiness wasa 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, in this way? Take hold of
‘ him, and pull off his mask. [ want to see the face of the man
who, tomorrow, will hang from the castle roof.

‘ The Prince was in the blue room as he said these words.
They rang loudly and clearly through the seven rooms. Many
I of the Prince’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 continued
| walking, and went from the blue room into the purple one,
i from the purple into the green, and then into the orange
J 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, witha 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.

- — —— — =



32 Tales of Mystery and Imagination

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, but then they backed away
in 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 onc 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
inevery 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. ButIam different. Imoved
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
tomy story ...

Twas a wild and excitable child. My parents worried about
me and often tricd to punish me, but they never succeeded
in changing me. Irefused to obey them and I never followed
any orders that they gave me. I wanted to be freeso Ilistened
only to myself.

Thefirst school that Ican remember wasa large and very
old house in a small, quiet English village. As I write, I can
stilt feel the coolness of the shadowy gardens near the house.
1 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, itis 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 viilage church.

1 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. Butin 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,
avery special place. Jt was a place where friends were made
and lost, a place always full of trouble and excitement.

T was the kind of boy who liked to give orders, not to
take them. T always wanted to win every game, every fight,
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 William Wilson refused 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, T think T 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. Iwas afraid that Wilson was stronger than
1 was. I became worried and angry when I saw the other
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He argued with me, both in class and in the playground.
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boys follow him instead of me. But Wilson was always cool
and calm. Nothing ever troubled 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
friendliness towards me — which was most unwelcome to
me.

Itis difficult for me to describe 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 morc 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 spoke, he could never speak loudly.
In fact, he never spoke above a whisper.

Wilson was quick to find the one thing that I really did
notlike. It was my name. Although I come from an old and
famous family, my name is a very everyday one. It 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. Lheard it twice as often. And there was
something that worried me even more deeply. We seemed
to look alike as well. We were as tall as one another, we
werc both thin, and even our faces were alike. Because our
names were the same, I knew that the older boys thought
that we were brothers, but nobody seemed to notice that
we looked alike. But Wilson noticed it and he also saw that
Iwasangry about it. Nothing ever escaped him. He always
knew my deepest feelings.

Aftera while he started to dress 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 Ispoke in a whisper, his whisper was just
like mine.

Allthese things troubled me deeply. Icould 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 was the only one who
noticed it.

Very often he used to give me advice, telling me quictly
what I should do or what I should say. I hated him even
more when he did this. Today, of course, I realize thac his
advice was always very good and sensible. What a pity that
Inever followed it!

As time went by, | 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 T
describe it? — I thought just for a second or two that T had
known him before, a long, long time ago, when we were
very young children. It was, 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. ThenIwalked through the dark building, with a small
lantern in my hands, until I reached Wilson’s room. I left
the fantern outside and went near to his bed. Yes, he was
asleep. I returned to get my lantern and went back to his



38 Tales of Mystery and Imagination

bed. I had planned to do something cruel to him while he
slept. ButasIlooked at the sleeping boy, my heart beat faster
and I was filled with fear. Was this really what William Wilson
lookedlike? Did he look just the same when he wasawake?
Iknew that he was as tall as Fwas. T 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 ...

1 was more frightencd than 1 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, T was sent to Eton,
one of the most famous English boys’ schools. There, Isoon
forgor William Wilson and the strange fears I had felt. if T
thought about them at all, T used to laugh at myself.

My life at Eton lasted for three wild and evil years. Tlearnt
to beclever and secret, and was interested only in new ways
of amusing myself. 1 chose the worst kind of students for
my friends, 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
toappear, [ suggcs:éd anew evilamusement. Then Inoticed
thatsomebody 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.




William Wilson 39

2. a7 |

We drank and played cards all through the night.

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

He came up to me and whispered the words ‘William
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Wilson?” in my ear. Eknew the voice at once. It was impossible
to mistake it. Those two words were enough to fill me with
fear. Before I could look into his facc, he had disappeared.

‘The meeting only lasted a few seconds, but for some weeks
1 could not forget it. T 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 | 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 forgotabout him again, and not long afterwards
Iwent up to 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 atall to stop me now. Ispent my money wildly,
and passed my days and nights in dangerous and exciting
pleasures.

At Oxford I spent a Jot of my time gambling. I became,
in fact, a most clever and successful gambler - no better
than a thief. I played cards in order to win moncy 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.

Inmy second year at University I meta new student called
Glendinning. e came from an old English family and was
one of the richest students in the university. [ soon realized
that he was very unintelligent and because of this he was,
of course, a very suitable person for me to gamble with! T

R
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started to play cards with him often, and for some time I
J 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 this way
Glendinning had no idea that1 planned to gamble with him
that evening, In fact, at the party, it was he who firstsuggested
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 his hands were beginning to
shake a little — from fear or from the wine, I wasn’t sure.
He had already lost a farge 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 1 pretended to refuse. Then he became angry, so,
naturalty, Thad to agree. My plan was working excellently.
We continued playing, and inless 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 talking, and
to my surprise | heard the words, ‘That’s the end of
Glendinning. He’s just lost everything he had!”

Lhad heard that Glendinning was very rich indced ~rich
enough to lose a lot of money and not to worry about it.
Now, I understood from the whispers around the table, that
this was not true. L had, in 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
Ibeganto fecla little worried, and wondered what T should
do.

As we stood in silence, the doors suddenly opened and
a strong wind filled the room. Tt blew out all the candles in
the room and we were left in darkness. Butin the few seconds
before the candles went out, we noticed that a man had
entered the room. He was about as tall as [ was, and his
facc 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. ‘T am here
because I have something important to tell you. L 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
sieeve and at the severallittle packetsinside the large pockets
of hisjacket.’ 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 lifc.
1had no time to do anything. My friends fell on me angrily,
lit the candles again, and searched my clothes. They found
the single cards hidden carefully inside my left sleeve, and
in my pockets they discovered the packets of special cards
which helped me to win every game [ played.

My friends stood around me in a circle and looked at me
in silence. Mr Preston then picked up a cloak from the floor.
‘Mr Wilson,” he said. ‘Here is your cloak. You will, Thope,
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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T 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. It was a 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 it?

Ithought 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 acheatatcardsand every
door in England would be closed against me.

But bad luck traveiled with me. In fact I soon realized
that my troubles at Oxford had been only the beginning
...Soonafterlarrived in Paris, Imet William Wilson again.
"There, too, he destroyed my evil hopes. EverywhereIwent,
year after year, he appeared like a ghost and came between
me and my plans. In Rome he stopped me from getting what
Iwanted. In Vienna, too — in Berlin, and even in Moscow!
Wasn’t there anywhere where [ could be left alone? I went
from city to city, trying to escape from him. But I couldn’
feel frec. I couldn’t be alone. He followed me everywhere.

Againand again [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 [ had seen him. Inevery 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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Everywhere I went, year after vear, he appeared like
a ghost and came between me and my plans.
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very angry. Why couldn’t Wilson leave me alone? Why
couldn’t he let me live in the way  wanted to?

Irealized 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 becausc 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 1 was so
stupid? Did he think Thadn’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 ler me continue with my story.

Until now Ihad feltafraid of Wilson and had obeyed him.
The mystery of his sudden arrivals, his cleverness, his deep
understanding of me — all these things filled me with fear.
Talways obeyed him, although I hated myself for doing it.
But recently Thad become a very heavy drinker. Wine made
me feel brave and strong, able to fight anybody who tried
to stop me. At the samc time I began to think that Wilson
was becoming weaker. Was this really happening or was it
justa dream? Icannot tell, but I do know that my own feclings
were becoming more and more violent. [ 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—, was in Rome and was invited to
a big party in the palace of Duke Di Broglio. The Duke was
old and boring, but his wife was young and beautiful, and
notvery sensible. Ihad evil plans for her. She and  had agreed
to meet, during the party, in a quiet room where we could
be alone.

As IT'walked from room to room looking for her in the
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crowds, T suddenty felta hand touch my arm. ThenTheard
awhisperinmy ears. AngrilyIturned round and saw aman.
He was wearing the same clothes as I was, but his face was
covered with a black mask. I caught him by hisarm. ‘Stop!”
Ishouted. ‘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.

Itwasa short fight. I'was wild and excited and felt stronger
thanThadever felt before. After only a few seconds T pushed
him against the wall and plunged my sword into his body
again and again.

At that moment somebody tried to open the door. Tran
to check that the door waslocked 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.

Orsolthought. Butlwas 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 | saw, in terror, that his face was my own!

Then Wilson spoke, but no longer in a whisper, and 1
thought I heard my own voice speaking as 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, ook in my face,
whichis your own, and see how yon have murdered yourself.”
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Ttis true that T had been —and Tam - very nervous, but do
you really think that I am mad? I could see and hear more
clearly —not less, because of the disease. My hearing, more
than anything, was excellent. Icould hear all things, things
in this world and things in heaven. I heard many things 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 into my head.
But once I had thought of the idea, I could not forget it. T
had no reason to do it. T was not angry. Iloved the old man.
He had never hurt me in any way. I didn’t wane his gold. T
think it was his eyc! Yes! Ie had a pale, blue cyc, the eye
ofa vulture. Whenever Ilooked at it, my biood became cold;
and so, very slowly, I decided to kill the old man and escape
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!
Every day that week [ wasso kind to the old man! And every
night of that weck, at about midnight, T 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, I 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 inside the room, Topened
the lantern carefully and a thin ray of light fell onto the vulture
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eye. But 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.

Onthe eighth night I'started opening the door even more
carefully. Iwas fecling calm and strong. There I'was, opening
hisdoor, and he did not even know that I was there! I almost
laughed attheidea. And perhaps, at that moment, he heard
me, because he suddenly moved in his bed. But I did not
move away. L 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 1 recognized. It was the noisc 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 aslecp. I felt sorry for the old man, butI
laughed silently. ] 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 see me nor hear me, but he could fee!
my head inside his room.

1 opened the lantern a little and a thin ray of light fell on
his eyc. It was open, and as I looked at it, I became angry.
T could see 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 1 heard a sound. Hadn’t Itold you that my hearing
was excellent? I knew the sound. It was the beating of the
old man’s heart. It grew louder and quicker. Yes, louderand
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!

1 opened the lantern fully and ran into the room. He
shouted once — but only once because 1 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
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1 pulled the old man to the floor.

man was dead. ] 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 [ knew
I had nothing to fear,  opened the door. Three policemen
came in. They had come because a neighbour had reported
a loud shout coming from the house.

1 welcomed the policemen and asked them to come in. I
explained that it was I who had shouted, in a dream. The
old man, Isaid, was away in the country. T took them round
the house and asked them to searchit well. ThenItook them
to the old man’s room and showed them all his things. I
brought chairs into the room and invited them to sit down
and rest a while. Calmly, T 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
Tbegan to get tired. My head ached, and there wasaringing
noise in my ears. | wanted the men to go away, but they
continued to talk. The ringing became louder and clearcr.
And then T realized 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 [ do? It was a low,
softsound, like the sound made by a watch when it is covered
in cotton. 1 spoke more loudly. The noisc 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, 1OUDFR!

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

‘Stop!’ Ishouted. ‘Stop pretending that you cannot hear
it! Yes, 1 did it! Pull up the floorboards here! here, here! —
it is the beating of his horrible heart!’
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GLOSSARY

advice what you say to help people

alcohol liquid in drinks like beer and whisky that can make
people drunk

anger the feeling when you are angry

axe a tool for cutting trees and wood

basket a kind of strong bag

believe to think that something is truc or right

board (1) a long thin flat piece of wood

brick a small hard block which is used for building walls

candle 2 round stick of wax which gives light when it burns

cellar a room in the ground under a house

chest the front parr of the top of the body

chime the sound of a bell in a clock

cloak () a wide loose coat without sleeves

coffin  the box in which a dcad person is put

crack (1) a thin hole where something is broken; (v) o break
open

cruel not kind; bringing pain or trouble to someonc

double the stakes in gambling, to play for twice the amount of
money

dragon a big dangerous animal with fire in its mouth, which
lives only in stories

evil very bad, very wrong

gambling playing games of chance (e.g. cards, roulette) for
money

gate a ‘door’ in a wall outside

gloom  a fecling of deep sadness and hopelessness

hang  to kill someonc by holding him above the ground with a
rope around his neck
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heaven  the home of God, where many people believe they will
g0 when they die

hell the place where bad people go when they dic

horrible making you very frightened

horror  a feeling of great fear or dislike

huge very big

imagination making picrures in your mind

imagine to have a picturc of something in your mind

lantern a light in a closed glass box

mad  with a sick mind

mask a cover that is put over the face to hide it

masked ball a big party for dancing, where all the people wear
masks

masque an old kind of play in the theatre with music and
dancing

mind {7} the part of you thar thinks, feels and remembers

nervous  afraid, worried

outlined showing the fine or shape of something

paint (1) to make a picture using different colours and a brush

pale with little colour in the face

passage a narrow way in a building which leads to other rooms

plaster something soft and wet which is puc over bricks and
which hardens to make the wall flat and seraight

pleasure a strong feeling of enjoyment

plunge to push something in hard and suddenly

ray a thin linc of light

rope very thick strong string

servant  somebody who works in another person’s house

sleeve the part of a shirt, coat, ete, that covers the arm

slip (v) to move suddenly by accident, and fall or almost fall

socket (eye socket) the holc in the head where the cye is

sword a very long sharp knife, used for fighting
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tears (n) drops of water that come from the cyc when you cry

terror  very great fear

throw to move your arm quickly to send something through
the air

vault a room under the ground of an old house or church

violet (adj) a bluish-purple colour

vulture  a large bird that eats dead animals

weak not strong

whisper (1) the sound of  voice speaking very softly and
quietly

wine an alcoholic drink made from grapes (small green or
purple fruit)
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ACTIVITIES

Before Reading

Read the back cover and the introduction on the first page of
the book. Arc these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

These storics are about real people and real places.

N}

These stories arc abour strange things that happen in the
mind.
After Lady Madeleine’s death, her brother fecls sad but

peaccful.

'S

The people at Prince Prospero’s ball are having fun, not
thinking about death.

[

These stories are good to read when you are fecling ill,

unhappy o frightened.

Here arc the titles of the five stories. Which of the five things
below belongs to cach story? Can you guess?
an axe | a blue eye | a strange book | a large black clock |

a game of cards

The Fall of the Housc of Usher
The Black Cat

The Masque of the Red Death
William Wilson

The Tell-Tale Heart
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ACTIVITIES

While Reading

Read The Fall of the House of Usher. Chaose the best
question-word for these questions, and then answer them.
Who | Where [ What | Why

1 ...did Roderick Usher write to the narrator?

2 ... was becoming weaker and thinner each day?

3 ... did they pur the Lady Madeleine’s coffin?
4

. did the narrator walk around the room during the

storm?
5 ... did the narrator do to make Usher calmer?
6 ... did Usher rcalize from the sounds that he had heard?
7 ... stood outside the door of the narrator’s room?

8 ... happened to the House of Usher?

Read The Black Cat. Are these sentences true (1) or false (F)?
Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

The narrator liked animals more than people.

Pluto the dog was the narrator’s favourite animal.
When Plute bit the narrator, he cut one of its legs off.
The shape of a cat appeared on the bedroom wall.
"I'he new cat Jooked the same as Pluto in every way.
The narrator killed his wife with an axe.

After he killed his wifc, the narrator slept badly.

L R I N PR W,

The police found the living woman and the dead cat
together behind the wall.
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Read The Masque of the Red Death. Then answer thesc
questions.

Who was not afraid of the Red Death?

‘Who did Prince Prospero invite to his castle?

Why could nobody enter or escape from the castle?
What were the colours of the seven rooms in the castle?

[ERE AT NN

What was against the wall in the last room?

N

What did people notice while the clock was chiming
midnight?

~

What was the stranger wearing?

o

How did the Prince feel when he saw the stranger?

©

Why didn’t anyone want to touch the stranger?

10 What happened when the stranger turned and looked at
the Prince?

11 What was inside the stranger’s clothes and mask?

~

What was left in the castle when the clock stopped

chiming?

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

The narrator had to leave Oxford for Europe . . .

But in every city that he visited . . .

When he had evil plans, . . .

At first the narrator obeyed Wilson’s orders, . . .

This madc him feel brave and strong . . .

At last, at a party in Rome, the narrator took his sword . . .

R N

But when he looked at his enemy’s face, . . -
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8:the other Wilson stopped them.
9¥because everyone knew that he was a cheat at cards.
101 he saw that it was the same as his own.
11 and he thought thar he could break away from his enemy.
12+ the other William Wilson appeared.
13 «and killed the other man.
14 but then he began drinking heavily.

Read The Tell-Tale Heart. Here are some untrue sentences
about it. Change them into true sentences.

Because of his disease the narrator had terrible hearing.

o

"The old man had once hure the narrator in some way.

w

The narraror decided to kill the old man because of his
gold.

=~

The narrator took thirty minutes to put his head inside the
old man’s room.

The old man could see and hear the narrator in his room.
The narrator felt sorry when he saw the old man’s eyc.
The narrator pulled a heavy table on top of the old man,
He hid the old man’s dead body behind the wall.

The policemen came to the house because a neighbour had

O e N A

seen a strange man there.
10 The narrator told the police that the old man was away in
hospital.
1 When the narrator spoke more loudly, the noise in the
room became quieter.

12 The noise in the room was the old man’s watch,



62

ACTIVITIES

After Reading

1 Imagine that the narrator in The Fall of the House of Usher
wrote to his wife during his visit. Use the linking words below
to complete his letter. .

althougly i and | but | but [ since | so | when [ which [ who

Dear Sarah

1 have been here for a week now. Usher was pleased to see
me,__ he has changed so much since our last meeting. He
has a strange disease, makes him very thin, pale and

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

Ltry to help him, his sadness is too deep,

sometimes 1 am frightencd by his fantastic ideas.

Two days ago Usher’s sister Madelcine died, T must
stay here a little longer. __ T hate this house of gloom and
madness, | must help my friend, _ needs me very much.

he fecls stronger, 1 will leave this terrible place for cver.
With love, Nathaniel

[N

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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so we got rcady to leave.

On the 7th July we went to 51 Baker Strect.

The cat was making the terrible sound that we had heard.
and suddenly we heard a sound from behind the wall.

EN I 2N

Soon we found the dead body of a woman, . ..

©

After we had searched the rooms upstairs, .

10 We found nothing unusual there . . .

11 but then it became a loud and cerrible scream.

12 Then the owner began to tell us how well built the house
was.

1

14 At first it was a soft ery, . . .

We began to pull the wall down.

Imagine that Prince Prospero, in The Masque of the Red
Death, speaks to the stranger just before he dies. Complete
their conversation. (Usc as many words as you fike.)

Prince: 2

STRANGER: You know who Tam.

Prince: How 2 The gates

Strancer: 1 do not need a key to pass through a Iod«d gate.

Princ atonee! Orl__

SIRANGIR: I will not leave. And your sword cannot hurt me.

Prixce: But what ?

STRANGER: | have many names, but tonight I am called the
Red Death.

Prance: Why ?

STRANGER: Because, Prince Prospero, it is time for you to dic.
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Who, or what, was the other William Wilson? Which of these
answers do you think is the best explanation?

1 a real person — who happens to look just like the narrator
a different part of the narrator’s own mind

somebody that the narrator imagines, in a waking dream
the good side of the narrator’s character

G W

a kind of ghost

Here are four passages from Wilson’s diary. Complete them
with the words below (use each word once), and then say who
wrote cach passage — the ‘good’ or the ‘bad’ Wilson.

cards, caught, cheat, cheating, clever, destroy, enough, evil,
gambler, make, mine, pleasure, secret, should, slecve, stop,
stupid, thief, where, wife

1 L no longer play cards. I am known to be a , which is
no better thana ___. Once, when 1 tried to win a fot of
money by s Twas and told to leave Oxford at
once. But the man that I tried to __ was saved.

2 At Oxford | was a clever and successful ____. Tt was an
casy way to _____ moncy. | used special » which T hid
inside my . Tonly played wich people, but

sadly, one day I was caught, and so had to leave England.

w

Tonight the Duke Di Broglio’s has agreed to meet
me in a room we can be alone. She is young,
beautiful, and not very

— and tonight she will be
! [ shall fight anybody who trics to me.
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4

1 spend my life searching for . Tonight [ have planned

a meeting with the Duke’s wife. She is beauriful, but
not clever to recognize an man when she sees
one. Somebody warn her about me.

6 In The Tell-Tale Heart a ncighbour talks to the police (sce
page 53). Put their conversation in the correct order and write
in the speakers’ names. The policeman speaks first (number 7).

1

-

11

12

13

“This old man - do you know him?’
__ “Well, there was a terrible noise tonight from the
house next door —like a great shout or a scream.”
__ ‘Strange? In what way?
__ *Hmm. I think I should go next door and ask a few
questions. Thank you for telling us about this.”
____ ‘T'm not sure — about two o’clock perhaps.”
‘T went to the window and looked out. I didn’t see
anyone, but there was a light in the old man’s room.”
‘Now, sir, what’s the problem?’
‘So what did you do then?
‘He talks to himself — and he has really wild eyes.”
‘Oh yes — he’s a very nice man. A younger man lives
in the house too — but he’s a bit strange.”
‘No, just one. But after chat there was a loud bang —
like something heavy falling to the floor.”
__ “Two o’clock. I see. And were there any more
screams?’
—— “Whar time did you hear this scream?’
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Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the stories were
thinking. Which five characters arc they (onc from each story),
and what is happening in the story at this moment?

.

&

w

Oh my God! Who is that? He looks really terrible. And all
that blood! 1 don’t think that's very funny. How can we
enjoy oucselves with that in front of us? And how did he
get in? Somebody will have o tell the Prince . . .

What's happening? Something woke me up. I can’t see
anything, but | know there’s something there. I'm so
afraid. 'm listening and listening — it’s dark and quiet, but

1 can feel something terrible, something frightening . . .

Now the wall is finished, he thinks he’s safe — bur he’s

wrong. He didn’t see me climb in herc with the body. I'll
just sit here and wait until somebody comes — and then I'll

open my mouth and scream . . .

Soon it will end. On this wild night [ will at last be free —
free to search for my brother, and take him with me. One
more push, and this wood will break. Then the door, and

up the stairs. You cannot cscape me now, brother . . .

I don’t know whar’s wrong with me tonight. T must have

unlucky cards — I've always won before when I've played

against him. Mustn’t look worried. Flave another glass of

wine, He'll make a mistake soon, and then Il win all my

money back ...
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8 Look at these adjectives and nouns from the story. Make three

pairs of words — an adjective plus a noun - to suit each story.
You can use words more than once.

Adjectives: Nouns:

dark mysterious anger gloom sadness
deep sad animal house scream
evil silent castle idea sound
fantastic strange disease murder storm
frightening  terrible face person stranger
ghostly violent fear plan

loud wild feeling pleasure

3

Imagine that thesc stories appear in the newspapers. Here are
some headlines for the stories. Which headlines go with which
stories? Which hcadlines do you prefer? Why?

FANTASTIC PARTY ENDS IN DEATH
HOUSE DISAPPEARS TN STORM

KILIFR HIDES BODY, THEN TELLS POLICE

CAT CALLS POLICE TO BODY

STRANGE DEATHS OF BROTHFR AND SISTER

18 THIS TIIE MOST EVIL MAN IN EUROVE?
ANIMAL-LOVER ARRESTED FOR MURDER

MAN KILLS ENEMY — AND MURDERS SELF

THE RICH AND THE CRUFL PUNISHED AT LAST

1 CAN'T ESCAPE. TERRIFBLE SOUND,” MAD KILLER TELLS POLICF.

10 Which story did you find most frightening? Why?
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