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Introduction

Eloute carr Lexplain Heis fear? It way ot really & fear of something evil . | L
bt then jrow ofee can 1 possily deseribe {67 Sloudy, this sirange fear grew
into horror, Yeu, feorvor IFT rell wour il pow wil! sot belivoe wre. Your will

thistlz I am mad.

‘The Black Car’ is one of Edgar Allan Pae’s imost famous staries.
Why is the man in the story afraid of his own black cae? Why
does he kill #2 And how does the cat punish him for os evil
waye!

In “The Oval Porteait’ 2 man finds a porrait of 2 beawtiful
youry wornan in a loncly houwse, Who is ths woman? Who
painied her? And why is the man so frightened of her prcture?
What terrible secret does it hald?

in 'Berenice’, a madman wants to marry his sick cousin with
the beawiful teeth, Fle cannot skap thinking about chose teceh!
Whar really happers to Berenice m the end?

In ‘The Mask of the Red 1deach’, Prince Prospero tries wo shu
his door amainst the face of Death. How does che “Roed Death’
get into his large and beautiful house? What will happen to him
atid all his friends when they meet the stranger widh e death
wask?

Four horror stories from the strange and terribic mind of
Edgar Allan Poe Four stoties thar will stop you sleeping at night.

Four staries that you will never, never forgec . ..

Mo writet knew mote about pain and hoteor than Edgar Allan
P'oe, He lived most of his life aftxid of the chings in his own nrind.
And he wrote woame of the most frightening heveor stories ever
WTitten.

He was born Bdgar Poe on 19 January 1809 in Boston, USA.



When he was vwo vears old his mother died and his father died
ot left the famuly (nobody knows exactly what happened to
him]. Poe went to live with a rich family called che Allans in
Richmond, Virginia. Mrs Allan loved him like 2 real son, bur her
huwiband never underilvod Poe amd was wunkind o koo, The
Eardly moved to England far five years from 1815 o 1820, and
Poz went pr ome of the best schaools in the country. In 1826 he
went back e Virginia and went to miversiy thers. But when he
was 1 student there his life started o go badly wrong. Joht Allan
refused to pay for his university education because the bov was
spending oo much money. This hart Poe very deeply. The
dislike between him and John Allan grrew and in 1827 he left the
Allans’ home for ever,

Poe became 3 successtal soldier For a few vears, and then went
e Balvintore to earn money by writing for newspapers and
magarines. [le also worked on a nmgamine o Richmond,
Virgirda but he didu'r go back ra his old home, Tn 1833, when
Poe was twenty-sit, he married his voung cousin, Virginia
Clemm, who was fourteen years old, Their married life
toguther was diflicult. Poe worked hard but he didn’t earn
wch money and vever stiyved long in one job, He was a
neriyous man, he drank tog much all his life, and he believed
that he was mad.

I 1847, Wiegitna died afrer 2 long illess, Poe’s howne fife
ended and he bepan o drink more than before, In Seprember
1840, he disappeared and was later found in a street in Baldmaore.
He was taken to hospital, where he died on 7 Oclober 1849,
He was buried in Baltimore, next to his wife.

P had a very unhappy life, and when he died he was still a poor
tran. Buu by the end of his life he was beginning o be a very
populat and successful wrirer, Many people were starting to read
and enjoy his stories and poems — stories lke The Rawer (1845).
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Hovarever, he never made any money frinn his wroidng when he
was alive, Since his death, Poe has become one of the most
tainous of all Aimerican writers. His stories and poents are now
read by people all over the world.

Pue's stories, ike the four in this buok, are fFightenmny stotics
of hortor and imagination, People read them in American
nizgazines from 1831, and in books called Wales of the Crotesque
and Anberguee (184N and fales (1543). Some of bos most famous
stories are in this Penguin reader, Other famous stories are “The
Fall of the House of Usher’, "The Murders in the 12ue Morgue',
and *The Pic and the Pendolum’”.

Poe had 4 strange imagination and one of the saddest lives in all

of literawure, His terrible stories touch our deepest human fears
and are ditfecult to borget.
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The Black Cat

You are nat going @ believe this seory. Buc it s o ooue stary,
as true as I sit here wrinng it — as troe 15 T owill die in the
morming, Yes, his sory ends with myp end, with oy death
COANOT PO,

| have always been a kind and loving person - everyone will
rell vou ths. They will also tell you that [ have alaays foved
aramak more than anything, When [ was a lirde boy, my family
always had many different animals round the howse. As 1 goew
ap, ! spent most of mny time with them, giving them their tood
and cleaning thew,

1 married when [ was very voung, and [ was happy w fmd
chat my wife lowved all of our animal friends as omeh as T did,
She bought us the most beautifol aniorals. We had afl sores af
birds, gold fish, 2 fine dog and a car.

The cat was a very large and heauoful andmal. He was black,
black all wrver, and very intellipent. He was so imtellizent that ny
wife ofien laughed abour what some people believe; some
penple believe thar all black cats are evil, cncmics o a car's
bady.

Pluwo — rhis was the cat’s name — was my favourite. Tt was
afways T who gave him his food, and he followed me cvery-
where. | often had to stop him from following me tirough the
streets! For vears, he and | Lived happily rogether, the best of
friends.

But during those vears [ way slowly changing, Tt was thae
evil eneny of Man called Drink who was changing me, 1 was
tior the kind, loving person peaple knew before. 1 grew mare
and more selfish. | was often suddenly angry about anmim-

portant things, | began to use bad language, most of a1l with my



I hit sy wife sometimes, And by that tivee, of cosesse, T s aften
doitg horeible things fo our amimals,

wife. T vven hit her sameatimes. And by thar time, af course, T
was often doiny horrible ehings 0 our amimals. T hit all of
thern — bul tigver PR, But, iy illness was getting worse — oh
ves, deink is an illness! Soon 1 began to huet my dJear Pluto
Lo,

[ remseinber that tught very well. T came home late, full of
drink again. [ could not understand why Pluto was not pleased
to soe me. The car was staying away from me. My Fluto did
not want o come near me! [ caughe him and picked him
up holding him strongly, He was afraid of me andd bit my
hand.

Suddenty. 1 was not myselfary more, Someone else was In oty
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hody: someane evil, and mad with drink! I ook my lnife from
my pocket, held the poor amimal by his neck and cut out one of
hus eyes.

The vext morning, my mind was full of pain and horeor
when | wolke up [ was deeply surry, [ could not understand how
I confd do such an evil thing, Bur drink :soon Lhelped me m
forger.

Rlowly the cat got hetter. Soon he felt no more pain. There
was now only an ugly dry hole where the eye once was, He
began to po tound the house as usual again, He never came
near me now, of course. and he ran away when 1 went tao
close.

[ knew he didn™ love me any more, At first [ was sad. Then,
slowle, T started to feel apgry, and I did anather rernible
ching . . .

I had to do it — [ could not stop mypseEf T did it with a terrible
sadness in my heart — because T knew it was evil, And that was
why I did ic—ves! [ did ir becarse I kwecnr i amz ceil, Whae did I do?
[ caught the cat and hung him by his neck from a tree undl he
was dead,

That night T woke vp suddenly — my bed was on fire, [
heard people outside shouting, ‘kire! Fine! Our house was
bwming' 1, my wife and our servant were ucky o escape.
We stood and warched as the house burned down to the
ground.

There was nothing left of the building the oexr morong.
All the walls fell down during the nighe, except one — 3 wall
inn the nuiddle of the house. 1 vealized why this wall did not
brn: becanse there was new plaster on it The plaster was sl
quite wet.

[ was surprised to see 2 crowd of people next to the wall
They were tlking, and sccmed to he guite cxcited. [ went
closer and looked ower their showlders. [ saw 2 black shape in
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I sawe a Black shape i the wen white plaster. It was the shape
of o large cat, hanging Wy dts week.



the new white plaster. It was the shape of Jange cat, hanging by
its neck,

I looked at che shape with complete horror, Several minuces
passed before | could think clearky again. [ knew | had to try to
sink clearly. T had tw koo wly il was there.

[ remiembered hanging ke car in the garden of the house next
door. During the fire the garden was foll of people. Probably,
sumtenne cut the dead cat from the tree and threw it through the
window  to toy and wake e The falling walls pressed e
animal’s body into the fresh plaster. The cat burned completely,
leaving the black shape in the new plaster. Yes, | was sure that wis
what hupproed,

Bur 1 could not targer that black shape tor months, T even
saw it ooy dreams. T began o feel sad about losing the
amnmal. 5¢ | bepan to look for znother one. | locked mostdy
in the poor parts of our wown where I went donking, 1
searched for another hlack car, of the sme size and wype as
Pluto.

Cine might, as [ sat in 3 dark and direy drinkicg-house, |
noticed a black object on top of a cupboard, near some botdes of
wine, T was surprised wlhen [saw I T Jooked sl those holtles a
few minutes ago,” | thowyshe, *snd | am sure that object was not
there hefore .. '

[ got up, and wene to see what it was | put iy hand ap,
towched i, and found that it was 2 black cat — o very g ome, as
large as Plute. He looked ke Pluroe too — mavery weay but onea:
Pluto did ot have & white huir auywhere on his body; this cat
had o larpe wihice shape on his front.

He got up when | touched him, and pressed the side of his
head wguinst miv hand several dmes. Fe ked me. This was the
antinizal [ was loclang fot! [e continued to be very friendly und
later, when I left, he followed me into the street. He came all the
way home with me — we now had another honse — and came



imside. He mmediatcly jomped up oo to the most comfortable
chair and went to sleep. Fe staved with us, of course, He loved
both of us and verv soon he became my wife's favourice
animal.

But, as die weeks passed, I began o dislike the aninal more
and mare. T do not know why, bue T hated the way he loved me.
Soon, [ bagan ro hate him —bure [ was never inkind to him. Yes, 1
was very carctol about that. | kept away from him because I
remembered what [ did to my poor Plues, Talso hated the animal
because he only had one eve I noticed this the morning after he
came home with me OF course, this only made my dear wife
lorve b orore!

But the more [ hated the cat, the more he seemed to Jove
me, He followed me everywhere, geming under my foer all
the dme. When 1 sat dewn, he alwavs sat under my chair
Often he tried o jump up on my koees, I waoted to murder
him when he did dis, e T did not, T stopped  mysaelf
because I remembered Phio, but alio because 1 was afraid of
the animal,

How con I esplain this fear? Io was not really a fear af
somnething evil . . . but then how else can T possibly describe
it? Slowly, this strange fear gew into horor Yes, oo 1
[ tell vou why, you will not believe me. You will think [
an nad .

Several times, my wife ook the cat and showed me the
white shape o his chest She said the shape was showly
changing, For a long time [ did not believe her, but slowly,
after many weeks, [ beman to see that she was right, The
shape was changing It sides were becomng straighter and
straighrer. It was beginning to look more and moers ke un
object . .. After 1 few more weeks, [ saw what tha shape was.
It was impossible not to see! There, on his frong, was the
shape of an object 1 am almost too affaid w0 pame . It
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There, ox the ca’s front was the shape of that tereible machine of pain
and death — the gatfoie!

was that terrible machine of pain and death - ves, the
GALLOwS!*

[ no longer knew the meaning of happiness, or rest. During
the day, the animwl never lelt me. Al night e woke me up
teatly every hour. [ remember waking from terrible dreams and
feeling him sitting next to mry face, his heavy bady pressing down
on my frear!

[ was now a very different man. There was oot the smallest
piece of good left in me. [ now had onlv evil thoughts — the
darkest and the most evil thooghts. I hated everyone and
every thing, sy dear wife oo,

One day she came down into the cellar with me to cut some
woad (we were now (oo poor to have a servant), OFf course, the

* Callows. The place where crindnals are banped.
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I tried oo ook the armnal in deo. My owife stopped my arse with
frewe Dand. Thiz made ste cven sior ange



cat fuflowed me down the stairs and neady made me fall. This
made me 50 angey, that T took the axe and fried to cut the anmimal
in owo. 1But as T broughc the axe down, ity wife stopped iy arm
with her hand. This made me even mare angry, and [ pulled her
hand away from oy wist, lilled Uie ool azain, broughe ic down
hard and buried it in the top of her head.

I had ro hide the body. [ knew 1 could nat take it out of
the hewse, The neighbours noticed everything. 1 thoupht of
cotting it into pieces and bursing it I thought of barying it
in the floor of the cellar. [ thought of throwing it into the
river ar the end of the garden. | thought of putring it into a
wocden box and twking it out of the house that wuy. In the
end, | decided o hide the body in one of the walls of the
cellar,

[t was quite an ofd building, fiear the owver, so the walls of
the cellar were quite wet and the plaster was soft, There was
new plaster on one of the walls, and T knew that underneath it
the wall was ot verv strong. 1 alse knew that chis wall was very
thick. | could hide the body in the middle of e

It was not difficule, T ook oft some plaster, took out a few
stonics and made a hole in the carch drae filled the middle of the
wall. [ put my wife there, put back the stones, made some new
plaster and put it on the wall. Then I cleaned the floor, and
lnnked carefully round. Fyverything looked jost ag i did before,
Mabedy weould cver know

Mexr, [ wenr upstairs to kill the car. The anirmal was bringing
me had luck. 1 had te kill i T searched everywhers, bur [
could not find hime | was sune it was because of my wibl’s
trivtder; he was too elover bo Corire feak me oo

I waited alt evening, bul I did not see the evil imimal, He did
not come hack during the nighe either. And sn, fior the fivst time
in a long dme, | slept well. When I woke up the next merning, 1
was surprised to see that the cat seill was not there. Two, three

9



days passed, and there was still no car. I canmat tell you how
Bappy [ began to feel. I feleso much better without the cat, Yes, it
was Ar who brought me all my unhappiness. And now, widiout
him, I began to feel like a free man again. Lt was wondertul — na
ot cut! Never azan!

Several people came and asked about oy wite, but [ answered
their questions casily. Then, on the fourth day, che police came.
[ was not worrled when they scarched chie house. They asked
me to corme with them as they searched, They looked every-
whers, several imes, Then they wenr down into the cellar. I went
downr with thein, of course. | was not a bic afraid. | walked calily
up awtd down, walcling them search.

They found nothing, of course, and soon they were ready
g | owas so0 happy that [ coeld not stop talking as they
went up the staics, 1 did not ceally kaow what [ was sayimge,
"Good day to vou all, deae sirs.” [ said, “Yes, this is 3 well-built
ald honse, isn'c 2 ¥os, a werp well-binile old hoose. These walls
— are you poing, geotlemen? — dhese walls are stamee, aren'’t
they? | knocked hard on the part af the wall where my wife
was,

A voice came fram inside che walllin answer o my knock. Lt
was a ory, like o chald’s, Quickly, ic grew mto a long seream of
pain and horror, [saw the policenen standimyg on the stas wich
ctheir mourhs apen. Suddenly, they o1l ran down inoa great hurey
and began breaking down che wall. Ie fell quickly, and there was
my wibe, semding inside. "Vhere she was, widh dricd blood all
ever her head, looking ac them, And chere was the cat, standing
ot her head, bis red moath wide open inoa seream, and his one
zold eye shining hike fire. The elever ammal! My wife was dead
because of hiny, aml now his evil voice was sendiog me to the
gallowers,
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There she war with deied Wood all over her bead, And there was the cat,
standdisg on her fad.



Hi s the dark shape of the reol’ above the forest It was a sad ard
stearggely beanrifisl hovse.



The Oval Portrait

Ve saw the dark shupe of the moof above the forest, It was not far
away, but travelling was difficule in that wild part of the maoun-
Laits, W did nol arcive until nigho was falling,

It was a sad and strangely beannfil house, many hondreds of
vears old. Pedreo, ny servant, bmke in through a small door at the
back and carried me carefully inside. I was 50 badly hure chat I
wotild die if we staved our all night,

‘People were living here until a very shont time ago,” Pedro
sald, "They left i o hurey.”

He cartied e through several all, Lichly decosared sooims 1o
a sialler room in a corner of the great house. He helped me to
he down on the bed. There were 2 lot of very fine modern
piotures m thas room. 1 looked at chem for a while in the dying
Light. They were everywhere on the walls, all round me,

After dark, T could not sleep hecause af the pain. Alse, T was so
weak now that | was afrd that [ was dving, 50 T asked Pedro to
ligght the lamip beside the bed. :

I bepan to look at the pictures an the walls, and as | did so |
read a simall book. I faund this book on the bed next to me. It
deseribed all the prerutes o the moony, ooe by one, and told their
SCOCLES,

T lookad and read for a lang tme, and the hours passed
guickly, Midnight camse amd went, My eves bevanie more and
mare tired, and soon [ found It hard to read the words on the
page, %o 1 reached out — this was painful and difhcult — and
moved the lamp closer. Mow:, che Tioup's light fell in a different
part of the room, a part that was in deep shadow unitil cher. I saw
more piclures, and among chew there was a porteait of a young
wenman. As soan as 1 saw it [ closed MY 2¥es.
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Kecping my eves closed, | oried to understand why. Why did 1
suddenly close my eyes hke that? Then I realized. [ did st to give
myself rime. I needed dme ro think. Was [ sure that T really saw
whar I thought [ sow? Was I dreaming? Mo, | was suddenly very
awale,

[ waited until I aas calm again; then T openad my eves and
looked a second rime, Mo, there was no mistalee. My cyes weore
secing what they saw the firse imae, only seronds before.

The pictune. as [ said, was o portrait. Ik was oval in shape, and
showed the head and shoulders of a voung wonman, It was the
finest and the most beanriful painting that | have ever seen. And |
know 1 never cver saw 2 wornan as beautiful as het! But 16 was
not her beaucy that shook me so suddenly from my halfsleep,
And it was nat the beauty of the painter’s work thar excited me
in such a strange way.

I stayed for pethaps ap hoor, half-stong, half-lying, never
taking my eyes oft the poreraic. Then at last, T underscood. Ac
last, I realized what the trie secret of the picture was, and T fell
back in the bed again,

[t weas the way she was looking at nee,

Her eyves, that bezaueiful sinile, that way she looked at me — she
waas 50 reaft b was almost impossible to belisve that she was just
paint - that she was nor alive!

The first tirne [ loaked at the porteait T simply could not belew
what iy cyes were seeing, But now 1 fele a very different fecling
grovwing instde me. The mone 1naked into those eyes, the mone
I looked at that beautiful smile, the more T was afraid! Tr was o
strange, cerrible fiar that T could not underseand. Tt was a fear
nuxcd with horror.

| moved the lunp back tw where «© was befome, The portraw
wig newy hidden in darkness again, CQuickly, Tlooked through the
boak uotl | found the story of the oval poreaic. T read these
wirds:
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The picture wats o porteie, It voas eval [ne shape, and showwed v
Bead and shoulders of 2 young soman.

She was a beautiful young Aower, and always so happy, Yes,
she wus happy ontl that evil day when she saw and loved the
pumnter of her poomait, They were married, But, sadly, be aleeady
had a wife: lus work. His paincing was more imporane o him
than anvthing in the sworld.

“Before, she was all light and smiles. She loved everyithingg in
the world, Now she loved all things but one: het hushand’s wodk,
His painting was her only enemy: and she began w hate the
paintings that kept her husband away fion her. And so it was a
terrible thing when he told her thar he wanted to paint his
voung witix's portrait.

"For wecks, she sat mn the tall, dark room while he worked.
He was o sileot wan, always sworking, alwavs lost o his wild,
racret draams, She sat still — alwas smiling, never moving —
while he painted her hoor after howr, day after day. He did net
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see that she was prowing weaker with every day. He never
noticed that she way not healthy any more, and not bappy ooy
moge. The chanpe was happening in front of his eves, bur he did
not see it

‘Tut she went on smiing She never stopped  soaling
hecause she saw that her hushand (who was now very fimous)
enjoyed his work s0 much. He worked day and  night,
painting the pormait of the woma he boved. And as he
painted, the woman who loved him grew slowly weaker and
sacdcer.

"Several people saw the half-finished picture. They told che
painter how wonderful it was, speaking softly as be worked. They
aaid the portrait shavwed how much he toved his beautifil wike,
Sitently, she sar in front of her hushand and his visitors, hearing
and seennyp nothiti now.

"The work was coming near an emd. 1Te did not welcome
visitars in the mom any more. A rerrible fire was burning inside
liim nows He was wild, almnse mad with his work, His eves
almost tiever lefe the painng now, cven o look at his wiafie's
Face. Her tace was as white as snow: The painter did nat see thae
the colours he was paincng were no longer theic in her el
face,

lany more weeks passed untl, one day, in the mnddle of
winter, he finished the pormraic. He ronched the Tasr paint on to
Ler lips; b put the last, thin line of colour on an zve; then he
stood back and looked ar the fintvhed warle.

*As he locked, he began to shake. All colour left his face, With
his eves on the portrait, he cried oot to che world; *This woman
15 not made of pant! She s o’ Then he tarned suddenly to
look at dhe warpan he loved su much . . .

“%he was dead.”

16
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Then he turned suddenly r look at the toman be loved
so muck - She une dead.



I almast sever feft vhe house, anid £ Eefr the library less and lesa,



Berenice

Eigueus 3s ooy narne, My fandly — L will now wame it — is one of the
oldest in the land. We have lived here, inside the walls of this
great house, for many bundreds of years. | sometimes walk
through its silent wooms. Each one s richly decorated, by the
hands of cnly the Aest wotkmen, But my favourite has always
been the library. It is here, among books, that T have alaays spent
most of my tme.

My mother died ik the libraee: [ was bore ete, Yes, the wodd
heard my first cries here; and these walls, the books chat stand
along them are among the First chings | can remember in my life.

L was born here o this foom, but oy hie did nor begn here, [
know [ lived another life before the one [ am living now. T can
remember anather time, like a dream wirhout shape or hody:a
world of eves, sweet sad sounds and silent shadows. 1 woke up
trom that long might, my eves opetied, and T saw the lghe of day
again — here in this ream full of thoupghts and dreams.

As a child, T spent my days reading in this library, and my
vouny days decamings here, 'LThe vears passed, 1 grew up withous
noticity it, and soon T foand chat T was no longer voung, T was
alrgady n the middle of my life, and T was still bving here in the
lrousc of my fathers.

[ almost newver lett the ouse, and T left the library less and less.
And so, slonvly, the real world — lite in the world outside these
walls — bugan o seem like o dream o e, The wild ideas, the
dreanies bty sy Bead were my zeal world, They were my whale
life.

L]

Berenice and 1 were cousing, She and T ovew up together here
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in this house. But we prew o differently. 1 was the weak
one, st often ack, always lost in my dark and heavy thoughes,
She was che scrong, healthy one, alwavs so full of life, always
shining like a hright new sun. She ran over the hills ander
the great blue sky while 1 studied ie the libracy. 1 hved inside
the walls of wy mind, fighting with the most difficult and
painful ideas. $he walked quickly and happily through life,
never thinking of the shadows around her. 1 watched our
young vears flying away on the silent wings of o
Berenice tiever thought of tomorrow, She lived ouly for the
day.

Berenice — [ call uut her name — Berenice! And a
thousarid sweet woices answer tne from the past. I can see her
clearly poww, as she was in her eady days of beauty and lighe,
l see her ... and then suddenls all is darkness, mystery and
fear.

Her bright voung Jdays ended when an dlness — 2 termible
illnes: — came down on her like a sudden storm, 1 watched the
dark cloud pass over her [ saw it change her body and mind
completely. The coud came and wente, leaving someone [ did
ool koo, Wlo was oy sad persoon [ save oow? Where wis iy
Berenice, the Bereptce 1 ance knew?

This fiest illness cavsed scveral other ilnesses to Fallow, One of
thusges was a very unnsual cype of cpilepsy * "Uhis epilepsy abarays
canre suddenly, without warnms, Suddenly, her mind stopped
wirking. She fell ro the ground, ted in the face, shaking all over,
making stonge scunds, ber eyes not seeing any imare, The
epilepsy often ended with her poitge into a kind of wry deep
sleep. Sometimes, this sleep was so Jdeep that it was difficult to
telt if slve was dead or not. Often she woke up from the sleep as

* Dpilipsy_fo serious ilbness in which, for a shere time, the mind stops working,

everything ees Blagk, and the hody jumnps and shakes,
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suddinly as the epilepsy began. She would just get up again asaf
nothing was wiong.

it was during this cime thar sy illness began to get warse, I felt
it growing stronger day by day. | knew 1 could do nothing to
stop it. Amd soun, like Berewce, my dluess changed my lile
completely,

It was not my body that was sick; it was my mied. le was
an illness of the mind. [ can only desctabe dr as o tvpe of
mototnania* [ often lost myself for hoors, deep in thought
about somerhing — something so wmmportant that it seemed
funny afterwards. Bot 1 am afraid it may be impossible to
describe how fully [ cowld lose myself 1w the useless study of
even the simplest or most ardinary ohject,

[ could sit for hours laoking ar one leter of a2 word o a
page. 1 could stay, for most of 2 summer's doy, watchang a
shadow on the Aoor. T could sit witbout taking my eves
off a wond fire in winter, until it hurmc away 0 nothing
I could sit for a whole night dreaming abowt the sweet
smicll of 2 flower. | often wpeated o single word xrain and
again for hours wne] che sownd of i had no mare
meaning for me. When T did these things, T oalways losc all
idea of myself, all idea of nme, of movement, cven of being
alive.,

There must be no mistake, You must understand chat this
menomanta was not a kind of dreaming, Dreaming is com-
pletely different. The dreamer =1 am talking abour the dreamer
who is awake, nat asleep — needs and uses the mind w build his
dreami. Also, the dreamer nearly abways forgess the thooghe or
mlea or object that began his dream. Bur wath e, the object
that began the journey wdo decpeil thoughl always stayed
my mind. The object was always there at the centre af vy

* Monameaiia. Thinking about ene thing. or idea, and ot being able to scop.
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thinking. It was the centre of everpihing. 1t was both the sufyent
and the objet of my thoughts, My thoughts alwive, abeays
came back to that objecr in a never-ending circle, The object
wig 1o longer real, bur still T could not pull myself away
from it!

[ never loved Berenice, even duting the hrightest days
of her beaury. This is because T have sever had feclings of
the heart My laves have abways been in the world of che
mind.

I the grey light of early tmorning. among the dancing
shadows of the forest, in the silence of my Hbrary at night,
Berenice moved quickly and lighely before my eves. L never saw
my Deretice as a living Berenice. For e, Berenice was a
Berenice in a dream. She was not a person of this world — no, [
never thought of her as someonc real. Bennice was the tdea
of DBerenice. She was something to think abour, not someone
ter lowe, '

And so why did [ feel differently after ber illness? Why, when
she was so terribly and sadly changed, did I shake and go white
when she came near me?

Because [ sow the terrible waste of that sweer o loving
petson, Because nosw there wae nothing left of the Berenice [
ohce kiew!

It s true [ newer loved her Bue [ knew she always loved me —
decply, And s, one day — Decamse I fet so sonvy for her — 1 had a
stupid and evil idea, T asked her ro marty me,

{hur wedding day was growing closer, and one warm after-
naoon [owas sicting i the fibary. The clouds were low and
dotk, the air was heavy, evervihing was quiet. Suddenly, lifting
my eves frun my book. T saw Berenice standing in fronc of
e

She was like a stranger to me, onlv a weak shadow of che
wotnan [ remembered. T could not even remember how
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L asatched as Berewice's fips made & sirange smile that Toonlid tot
understand, And ir was then that T saw the teedh,

she was beforw. God, she was so thin' I could see her arms
and legs through the grey clothes that hung round her wasted
brody.

She said nathing. And T could not speak. T do nov know
why, but suddenly I felt a verribic fear pressing down like a
preal stooe on ny heart, T sat there in my chair, oo afiaid o
move.

[er long hair fell around her face, She was as white as snow,
She Iooked scrangely calm and happy. Bnr there was no life ac
all in1 her eyes, They did not even sectn to sce me. 1 watched as
her thin, bloodh=ss hips slowly opened. They made a strange
smile that | ¢ould not understand. And it was then that T sow
the toet.
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Ok, why did she have to smile at me! Why did B have to see
those tecth?

*

I heard a dueor closing amd I looked up. Beremce wus not there
any trore. The room was empty, But ker weeth did nat leave the
raown of my mind! | now saw them more cleatly than when
she was standing in front of me. Every smallest part of =ach
tooth was burnt imto my mind, The teetfd There they wore in
tront of ooy eves — here, there, everywhere [ looked. And they
were so white, with her bloodless lips always moving round
thermn! _

I tried to fight this sudden, terrible tmonomama, buk it was
uscless. All L could chink aboue, all T could see in niy sonind’s
eye was the teeth. LThey were now the centre of my lite 1 held
them tp in my mind's eye, looked at them in every light,
rurned them every way. T studied ctheir shapes, their differences;
and the more T thonght about them, the more [ began to want
them. Yes, | owanted them! 1 had o have the teeth! Only the
recth could bring nw happiness, could stop me trom gomg
mad,

Evening came; then darkness torned into another dine
sponn a4 secowd night was falling, and | osac there alone,
tevet inewine, 1owas stll lost i thought, in that one same
thoughe the etk [ saw them everywhere [ looked — in
the  cwming shademas, in rhe davkness o front of wy
VLS,

Then 3 werrible cry of horror woke nie from niy deeams.
[ heard voices, and more eries of sadness and pain. T got op
and opened the door of the Bbrary. A servane girl was standing
outside, cryittz,

Your cousin, sit’ she began, ‘It was her epilepsy, sir. She died
this morring.”
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This morning? [ looked ouc of the window Night was
falling . . .
“We are ready co bury her now,' said the girl,

»

I found myself waking up alone in the libeary aguin. [ thought
that I could emember unpleasant and excited drzams, bur T did
not ko what they were. It was midnighe.

‘They buried Beremice soon after dark,” T told myself again
and again. But [ could only half-remember the hours since
then — hours full of'a terrible nnknown horror.

I knew sumething happened during the night, buat 1 could
not remember what ic was: those hours of the night were like
a page of strange writing that T could pot understand.

Mext, | heard the high cutting scream of 8 woman. 1
remenizher thinking: “What did T do? Tasked mvself this question
out lomd. And the walls of the library answrered me in a3 soft woice
like mirne: HWhat did pou do?

There was a lamp on the table near me, with 2 seall o next
b it 1 knew this bos well — it belonged to aur family’s doctor,
Lt why was it chere, now, on the talde? And why was I shaking
like a leaf as | looked at it? Why was oy hair scanding oo my
head?

There was o knock on the door. A servanr came in. He
was wild with fear and spoke to me gquickly, in a low,
shaking woice. I could noc anderstand all of whae he was
saying,

*Some of us heard 2 wild cry doring che night, sir" he said.
We went to find out what 3t was, and we found Berenicee's
budy Iyl o the open, sic he cried, Someoue took her out of
the hole where we buried her! Her body was cur and bleeding!
But worse than that, she . . she was apl dead, sief She wws soill
alive!
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He pointed at my clothes. There was blood afl over them. |
said rothing,

He took my hand. I saw cuts and dried blood on ic. T cried out,
jumped to the table and wied to open the box. [ oied and tried
bu [ cowld aot! [ fell i the Aour and broke, Dentist’s waols Fell
out of it. and with them — so small and so white! — thivpy-owo
toeth fell here, there, everyachere . ..
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The Mask of the Red Death

For a long dme the Red Death was everywhere in the land.
There never was 2 plague® that Jalled as many, and there never
weas o death as ternable.

First, you felcburning pains in vour stomach. Then everything
began to tarn round and ronnd inside your head. Then blood
hegan to come out throupgh your skin — yes, you began to bleed
all ower youor body - but most of all through your face.

And of course when people saw this they left you immaedi-
ately. Mobody wanted o help you — your hoerrible red face told
everyone that it was too lute, Wes, the Red Death was 2 very sl
illness” — only about halt an hour, from its beginning to your
end,

But Prince Prospero was 3 brave and happy and wise prince,
When half of the people in his land were dead, he chose a
thmsand  haalthy and happy friends and tock them away
from the city. He took them over the hills and far away, to his
favarurite house, i the imiddle of a forest,

It was o very Lrge and beautiful house, with i high, strong wall
all round It The wall bad only one door: a very strong metal one.
When the Urince and all his foends were salely inside, several
servants pushed the great deor shut, Looking pleased wich
hitnself, the Prince locked it and threw rhe key (it was the only
onc] over the wall into the lake outside, He srmled as he watched
the ¢ircles in the desp dark warer, Now nobody could come in
ar out of the house, Inside, there was plenty of food, enouph for
more than a vear. He and his locky friends did not have to worry

* Plague, A serious lnes that pes: T pinon v pemon very quickly, killing
ncarly cveryons,
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about the "Red Deadh’ ouwide. The outide world could waery
about itselt!

Atd so everyone soon forgot the terrible plague. They were
rafe inside the Prince's beaudful house, and they had evervthing
they needed to bove o goed oome. There were ancen, ihere were
musiciansg, there was Beaury, there was wine, All this (and more)
was inside. The 1Led Death was ontside.

Five maomths later — the plague was still everywhere o the
land  Prince Prospers gave o very special party for his
thousand frierds, It was a masked party of a nzost unusual kind.

PPrince Prospero gave this party in the newest parc of his great
lsuse, i seven moins which he alimoest never wsed. Normally,
anly the wmost important visitors used those rooms, forzign
princes, for example, They were very unusual, those soven rooms,
and that is why he chose them for the party. Prince Prospero
oftenn had very dnusual Wdeas, He was a very unusual — 2 very
SHrasge — person,

First of all, the rooms were not in a straighe line, Walking
throuph them, you eame o 2 m every owenty or thiver vards.
¢ vow could only ever ser into one other room ar 3 o, Yos,
it was a scrange part of the house, and in every room the
furmiture was  different. With esch um vou always  saw
something intereitng and new.

Ttr every root there were tao il and wirtow windows, one
on either side. There was coloured plass in chese windows, a
different colour in cach room. This — and everything alse, of
course — was the Prince’s idea (I forpot to t2ll you: the Prnce
made the plans tor this part of the houose himself).

Of course it was the Prince who decorated the rooms for the
parly, and he did this i bas usual unosual way . Like the glass, cach
room was a different colour, And everything in each rootn was
that same coloar. The figst roomm, at the east end, was Blue, and o
were the windows: bright Boe. In the second mom everything
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was purple, like the glass. In the third everything was green. The
Foirth was orange, the fifth whire, the sixth vellow: ln the seventh
room everything was black — evervehing bur the windows. They
were a deep, rich, red colour, the colour of blood.

There were o lanps anywlere in che seven ooms. Lighe
caume from the windows on etther side. Ourside each window
there was a Fire burning in a large metal dish, These tires filled
the tooms with hright, rich and srangely beautiful cotours. Bat
in the west oom  the black wom  the blood-coloueed light
was horribfe, It gave a verrible, wild look to the faces of those who
went in. Few people were brave enough to put one foot inside,

A very large clock stood ugainst che far wall of the black room.
The great machine made a loss, heavy clane . . el L Lclame L L
sound. Onee cvery hour, when the minuce-hand came vp o
twlve, 1t made a sound that was so loud, so deep, so clear, and so
.o ichly, 50 stranerly musical that the musicians stopped playving
to fisten o it All the dancers stopped dancing, The whole party
stopped. Bverybody listened to the sound ... And as they
liskened, some people’s faces hecame white . O¢har people’s
hends began to po reand and rosmd . . Others put hands to their
heads. saeprised by sudden sirange, dream-like dloughis | o And
when the sound died away, there was a strange silence. Lighe
Lwghs brgan ww break the silence. Prople laughed quicdy,
guackly. The musicians looked ar each other and stniled. They
promised that when the next hour came they would not be 5o
stupid. They would noc siop and listen ke thar They would
go on playing, without lstening ot all,

But then, three thousand six hundred seconds later, the clock
made the same sound agair. And again, everything stopped.
Aymain the people’s faces became white; agmin those smange,
dream-like thoughts went through people's minds; and apain
there was thar same empey silence, those same quist laughs, and
thowse same smiles and promises.
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But, if wae forget this, it was 2 wonderful parry. Yes, we can say
that the Prince had a truly fine eye for colour! And all his friends
enjovad his scranpe decoradons. Some people thought he was
mad, of course {ouly friends who knew him well knew he was
not).

Dt he did more than choose the decorations. He also chase
the way cvevyonc was dressed. (Oh yes, vou can be sure that
they were dressed strungely! And many of them were much
mwore than just stratyze, Yes, there was a bit of everyrhing at thar
party: the beantiful, the vghy, and a lot of the horrible. They
looked like 2 madman’s dreams, thase soange masked people,
dancing tu the wild muosic, They went up and down, changang,
colour as they danced from room to mom ... ondl the
minute-hand on the dock came wp to the hour © . . And then,
when they heard che first sound of the clock, everything
stopped as before,

The dreams stond still until the great deep voice of the clock
died away. Then chere was that same strange stlence. Then there
wiere those Hrtle Hzhe and quiet lagghs. Then the music began
arain. The dreams began to move ance more, dancing more
happily than ever. They danced and danced. on and on, through
all the moms excepr one No one wetit imto the west oot any
tnare, The bload-caloured light was growing brighter and more
horrible with every minute.

Bur in other tooms the party was gomng stronger than ever.
The wild dapcing went on and or undl the minute-hand
reached that hoor again. Then, of course, when the frst cound of
the clock was heard, the rousic stopped, the Juncers became selll,
all was srill.

It was midnighe, Oue, owo, theee, four, five © | Twelve times,
the clock made that sume, strange, deep and o sweetly muasical
sound, Madrdght . . Lseven, eighe . | It seemed bl there was no
end to the sounds this time. Each sound seemed to eo on for
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The strzger v twearing black clothes, Hiv mask was the fore of a dead
ettt — the sk of the Bed Dieath.

ever, And as those twelve sounds went on and on and on . ..
prople became whnter | .. Their heads beyran to o round and
rowrd ared round | .. They thought sinoger and moee dresom-
like thoughes than ever hefore . And some of them saw 2 tall
miasked man walking slowly and silently among them.

The news travelled quickly throuyrh the woms. Soon, ecvery=-
bady at the party was talking about the tall masked man, As the
sranger walked silendy amaongg them, people looked ac him with
anger, and horror. Anger at choosing those clothes! Horror at
choosing that mask? I it was to make them lugh. then it was
nat funny! BEven the Prisce would never dream of wearing those
clothes.

The scranger was wearing black clothes, His mask was the face
of a dead man. Yes, it was a death mask, but it was che cefosr of
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that mask that made cveryanc shake with hormor. The mask was
red. It was the mask of the Red Death,

Prince Prosparo saw the soranger as he walked among the
dancers. and suddenly he became mad with anper. He waved his
hand and the music stopped mnmediately,

“Who? he shouted, “Who has done this horrible ching! Carch
that man! Take off that mask! We will cut off his head in che
marning!’

The masked steanger began walking slowly towards the Prince
as e said this. Everybody — even the brave Prince Prospero — was
suddenly afraid. Nobody was hrave enough to put out a hand to
stop the viseor. He passed very close to the Prinee, and every-
bady, everywhers, stepped back against the walls as he walked
slowly out of the blue room and into the purple, thiough the
green inrto the orange, into the white, into the yellow . .

Suddenly, Prince Prospero was angry with himsell for bemy
o stupidly aftaid. He rn after the stranger. He ran through the
six roots — bt nobody followed him,

lrulling out his knife, he rag into che black romn, The masked
man, who wiy walking towands the opposite corner, stopped.
The Frince stopped, 2 vard [ooun hitn, The masked owan turned
suddenly, and a terrible, cotting cry was heard. The Prince's
shining kuife fell wichoue 2 sound on the black Aoor. The Prince
fell without a sound next to it Dead.

Suddenly — and nobody knew why — suddenly, the dancers
were no lonper afraid. A crowd of then ran into the hlack room.
‘They ran to the stonger whe was standing in the shadow of the
great clock, When they canghe him, the mask and the empty
clothes fall to the Boor. Everyone eried oot in horror, There was
nohady inside the clothes! There was nobody there. The man’s
body was nothimng bur air.

Everyone understoad that the Red Death was now among
them. He came like a thief in the night. And as the seconds
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The aapry clothes feil do the floor. There was reabody dhere,
The than's body way medhing but air



passed —clang . _clanp . . _clang . . . —one by one, people began
to die the terrible death, Soon, evervwhere, the floors of the
seven rooms were wet with blood,
When the last person died, the last lamp went put. And when
that last lasnp went out, the hile of the duck stopped will il
Atrd everything was silence and darkness.



ACTIVITIES

The Black Cat

Before pou read

t Look atthe pietures In his story. What iype of stoty do you think it
is? Do the people in the pictures look kind and happy, or frightensd
and angry? Does the cat look friendhy?

2 Findthese words in yvour dicticnarny.
gwl funny hapoy Aomble  horor fovelr mad
Which of the words are had ar frightening?

3 Find these words in your dictionany,
axa bury oceffar ohbject plaster  sendant
Mowr use the words to complets these santences.

a Ha Filled her with an .. ... and then .. ... her body in the
ground.
b The..... made the beds and claaned the rooms.
c The..... on the wall was wet because il was new,
d She went down to the ... .. and saw & Hlack ... .. near
the doar,
After poue rearf

4 Answer those questions:
a Why does the man begin b changs and became ill7?
b Why doas ha hang Plubs, the cat, frem 2 trea?
¢ How dogs the shapa of a cat get into the new plaster?
d Where does the man find & new cat? Why is he afrald of t?
& ‘Whare dothe police find the man's dead wife? How da they find
her?
& Inthis stery the man is afraid of the cat. Have you ever been afraid
of an animal? Talk to anather student.

The Oval Porirait

Before vou read
6 Look at the picture on page 135, Deseribe the young warnan. Now
ook at the pictura on page 17. Dascrite the man.
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T Find these words in your dictionary.
decorate  owsl  portrait

a
b
c

Can you think of things that are ovalin shape?

Where da you usually see partradits?

Laock at the reom you ara in now. How is it decoreted? Do you
like it? Whyhwhy not?

Aftar vou read
8 Are thesa zentences right or wrong?

b
¢
d
]
1

Tha man and his servant find a small, poor house.

The rman is fealing very il

The man iz sxcited hecause the young woman loohs alive.
The husband loves his wife more than his waork.

The woman smiles because her husband is happy.

The husband thinks his wifz looks alive in the painting.

9 “The Owal Porfrait is not a horror story, # is & love story.” Da yoll
agree? Tallk 1o another studant.

Berenice

Bafora you read
10 Leok at the picture on page 23 What do you think the girl and the
man feel about gach ather?

After vou! readf
11 Put these sentences in the right order.

a
b
c
d
g
f

The setvants find Berenice’s body and she is alive.
Egmeus and Berenice grivy up kogether.

Egaeus cannot s1op thinking abowt Berenice’s teath.
Cne dey Berenice comes to see Egasus in the library.
Egaeus is born in the library but his mother dies,

The servants kury Berenice scon after dark,

12 What do you think Egaeus doees to Berenice at the end of the
story? Why? Discuss your ideas with angthar student.

ik



The Mask of the Red Death

Hefore you read

13 Lock al the picture on page 33, Why do your think the poople in the
plcture are wearing strange clothes?

14 Fird this word in your dictionery: miask
Whan do peaple wear masks? Why do théy wear thiem?

After you read

15 Draw a plan of the part of the Prince’s housa where he had his
party. Write the calour of sach raom on the plan. Draw the cock in
the right place.

16 Who is the tall, dark stranger dressed in black? YWhy does svery-
one shake with horor when they see his mask?

Writing

17 You are the young woman in ‘The Owval Poriraif’, Your husband
i painting you. Write a lattar o your mather. Tatll her about the
painting, and abaut how you feel,

18 You wiork for The Times neswspaper. Yrila a report on the murder
of Baranice.

19 Al these stories are about people with an illnass calked 'mong-
mantg’ {explained on page 21). Write abouwt the four different kinds
of monomania in these stories.

20 Do you know any ather hartor storias by other writers of have you
saen any harrer films? Write akout 3 horror stery or horror fikm that
wou Ko,

i Answers tor the activities i thizs book are avenlable From wour local i
| Pearson Education office or gontact: Penewin Readsrs Merketing Depactment, -

I Poarsen Education, BEdinburph Gale, Harlow, Basex, Ch20 2TE




These_lour stories of murder and mystery will frighten
you Edgar Allan Poe writes about terrible people
with strange lives. Do you have a black cat ...?
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