
THE RAVEN by Edgar Allan Poe. Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. "'T is some visiter," I mu
ttered, "tapping at my chamber door-- Only this, and nothing more." Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. Eagerly I wished the morrow:--vainly I had sought to borrow From my books surcease of sorrow--sorrow for the lost 
Lenore-- For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Nameless here for evermore. And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain Thrilled me--filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating "'T is some visiter en
treating entrance at my chamber door Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;-- This it is, and nothing more." Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, "Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rappin
g, And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, That I scarce was sure I heard you"--here I opened wide the door;-- Darkness there, and nothing more. Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore!" This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" Merely this and nothing more. Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, Soon again I h
eard a tapping, somewhat louder than before. "Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore-- Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;-- 'T is the wind and nothing more!" Open here I flung the shutter, when, with ma
ny a flirt and flutter, In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door-- Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door-- Perched, and sat, and nothing 
more. Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, "Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore,-- Tell me what thy lordly name is on the 
Night's Plutonian shore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, Though its answer little meaning--little relevancy bore; For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door-- Bird or 
beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, With such name as "Nevermore." But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. Nothing further then he uttered--not a feather then he fluttered-- Till I scarcely more than mutte
red, "Other friends have flown before-- On the morrow _he_ will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." Then the bird said, "Nevermore." Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, "Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, Caught from some unhappy master whom unm
erciful Disaster Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore-- Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore Of 'Never--nevermore.'" But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; Then, upon the v
elvet sinking, I betook myself to linking Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore-- What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore Meant in croaking "Nevermore." This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my 
bosom's core; This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o'er, But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o'er _She_ shall press, ah, nevermore! Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer S
wung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. "Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these angels he hath sent thee Respite--respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!"
 said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!-- Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted-- On this home by Horror haunted--tell me truly, I implore-- Is there--_is_ there balm in Gilead?--tell me--tell me, I implore!" Quot
h the Raven, "Nevermore." "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil--prophet still, if bird or devil! By that Heaven that bends above, us--by that God we both adore-- Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- Clasp a rare and radiant mai
den whom the angels name Lenore." Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." "Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting-- "Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! Leave my loneliness unbroken!--q
uit the bust above my door! Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dream
ing, And the lamplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Shall be lifted--nevermore! THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO by Edgar Allan Poe. The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upo
n insult, I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that I gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitely settled--but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved, precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish, but p
unish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong. It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I conti
nued, as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation. He had a weak point--this Fortunato--although in other regards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the
 true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity--to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack--but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not 
differ from him materially: I was skillful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could. It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wor
e motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him, that I thought I should never have done wringing his hand. I said to him--"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day! But I 
have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts." "How?" said he. "Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!" "I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be
 found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain." "Amontillado!" "I have my doubts." "Amontillado!" "And I must satisfy them." "Amontillado!" "As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any one has a critical turn, it is he. He will tell me--" "Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry." "And yet some f
ools will have it that his taste is a match for your own." "Come, let us go." "Whither?" "To your vaults." "My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. Luchesi--" "I have no engagement;--come." "My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with 
which I perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre." "Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as for Luchesi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado." Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed hi
mself of my arm. Putting on a mask of black silk, and drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given
 them explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned. I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through several suites of rooms to the archway t
hat led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together on the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors. The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled
 as he strode. "The pipe," said he. "It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls." He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication. "Nitre?" he asked, at length. "Nitre," I replied. "How long have you 
had that cough?" "Ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!--ugh! ugh! ugh!" My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes. "It is nothing," he said, at last. "Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved
; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go back; you wil l be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi--" "Enough," he said; "the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough." "True--true," I re
plied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily--but you should use all proper ca ution. A d ra ught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps." Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould. "Dr
ink," I said, presenting him the wine. He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me  familiarly, whi le h is bells jingl ed. "I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us." "And I to your long life." He again took my arm, and we proceeded. "These vaults," h
e said, "are extensive." "The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and numerous family." "I forget yo ur arms." "A huge  hu man foot d'or,  in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the heel." "And the motto?" "Nemo me impune lacess
it." "Good!" he said. The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had passe d through walls of pile d bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses of catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold
 to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow. "The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It han gs l ike moss upo n the vaults. We a re below the rive r's bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough--" "It is nothing," h
e said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc." I broke and reached him a  fl ag on of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. Hi s eyes  fla shed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand. I looked at him in 
surprise. He repeated the movement--a grotesque one. "You do not comprehend?" h e sai d. "Not I," I replied. "Then you are  not of the brother hood."  "H ow?" "You are not of the masons." "Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes." "You? Impossible! A mason?" "A mason," I replied. "A sig
n," he said, "a sign." "It is this," I answered, producing a trowel from beneath the fo lds of  my roque laire. "You jest," he  exclaimed, recoil ing a few paces. "But l et  us proceed to the Amontillado." "Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He
 leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, descended, pa ssed on,  and descending again, ar rived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame. At the most r
emote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with  human remains, piled to the vault overhead, i n  the fashion of the great catacomb s of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bone
s had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point  a m ound  of some size. Within the wall thus exp o sed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior recess, in depth about four feet in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to ha
ve been constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the inter val b etwe en tw o of the colossal supports of the roof of t h e catacombs, and was backed by one of  their circumscribing walls of solid granite. It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavour
ed to pry into the depth of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not ena ble us to see. " Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontilla do. As for L uch esi--" "He is an i gnoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed immediately at his 
heels. In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his prog ress a rrest ed by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more a nd I ha d  fettered him to t he granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. Fro
m one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing t he links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to  secu re it. He was too much  astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess. "Pass your hand," I said, "ov
er the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once mor e let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you . But I must  first render you all the little attentions in my power." "The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not
 yet recovered from his astonishment. "True," I replied; "the Amontillado."  As  I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bone s of which  I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and
 mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigor ously t o wall up the entrance of the niche. I had scarcely laid the first tie r of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had in a great meas
ure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cr y of a drunken m an. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, a
nd the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The n oise lasted for several minutes, during which , that I might hear ken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the b
ones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and fin ished without interruption the fifth, the s ixth, and the sevent h tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, and
 holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within. A successi on of loud and shri ll screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to t
hrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated--I trembled. U ns heathing my rapier, I bega n to grope with it a bout the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand 
upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproa c hed the  wall; I repl ied to the yells of h im who clamoured. I re-echoed--I aided--I surpassed them in volume and in
 strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still. It was now midnigh t, and my task was  drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. I had finished a p
ortion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone t o be fitte d and plast ered in. I struggled w ith its weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. But now there
 came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succee ded by a sad voice, wh ich I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The 
voice said-- "Ha! ha! ha!--he! he! he!--a very good joke indeed--an ex cellent j est. We shal l have many a rich lau gh about it at the palazzo--he! he! he!--over our wine--he! he! he!" 
"The Amontillado!" I said. "He! he! he!--he! he! he!--yes, the Amontil l ado. B ut is it not g etting late ? Will not  the y be awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? 
Let us be gone." "Yes," I said, "let us be gone." "For the love of God , Mon tresor!" "Ye s," I said, "for the love of God!" But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I gre
w impatient. I called aloud-- "Fortunato!" No answer. I called again-- " Fortunato--" No an swer still. I th rust a t orch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There
 came forth in reply only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick on a ccount of the damp ness of the c at acom bs. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last st
one into its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-ere cted the old rampar t of bones. Fo r the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requie
scat! A DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM by Edgar Allan Poe. The wa ys of God in Nature, as in Providen ce , are  not as our ways; nor are the models that we frame any way 
commensurate to the vastness, profundity, and unsearchableness of  His works, which ha ve a depth in the m gre ater than the well of Democritus. Joseph Glanville. WE had n
ow reached the summit of the loftiest crag. For some minutes the old  man seemed too muc h exhausted to speak . “ No t long ago,” said he at length, “and I could have guided you o
n this route as well as the youngest of my sons; but, about three yea rs p ast, there hap pened to me an ev ent suc h as never happened to mortal man--or at least such as no m
an ever survived to tell of--and the six hours of deadly terror whi ch I then e ndured have b roken me up bo d y and  so ul. You suppose me a very old man--but I am not. It took less
 than a single day to change these hairs from a jetty black to w hite, t o we aken my limbs,  and to unstring my nerves, so  that I tremble at the least exertion, and am frightened at a s
hadow. Do you know I can scarcely look over this little cliff wi thout  getting giddy?” The “little cliff,” upon whose e dg e he had so carelessly thrown himself down to rest that the 
weightier portion of his body hung over it, while he was only k ept fr om falling by the tenur e of his elbow  o n it s extreme and slippery edge--this “little cliff” arose, a sheer uno
bstructed precipice of black shining rock, some fifteen or sixte en hundred feet from the world of crags beneath  us. No thing would have tempted me to within half a dozen yards of it
s brink. In truth so deeply was I excited by the perilous position o f m y companion, that I fe ll at full length upon the grou nd, clung to the shrubs around  me, and dared not even glance upward at the sky--while I stru
ggled in vain to divest myself of the idea that the very foundation s o f the mo untain were i n danger from the fury of the winds. It  was  long before I could re as on myse lf into sufficient courage to sit up and look out into the distance. 
“You must get over these fancies,” said the guide, “for I have bro ught you here that you  might have the best possible view of the scene of that event I ment ioned--an d to t ell you the whole story with the spot just under your eye.” “We are now,
” he continued, in that particularizing manner which distinguishe d h im-- “we are now close upon the Norwegian coast--in the sixty -eighth degree of latitude--in the g reat province of  No rdland--and in the dreary district of Lofoden. The mountain upon whose 
top we sit is Helseggen, the Cloudy. Now raise yourself up a little  high er--hold on to the grass if you feel giddy--so--and look out, beyo nd the belt of vapor beneath us, into the sea.” I looked dizzil y, and beheld a wide expanse of ocean, whose waters wore so ink
y a hue as to bring at once to my mind the Nubian geographer’s  account of the M are Teneb rarum. A panorama more deplorably desolate  no human imagination can concei ve. To the r ight and left, as far as the eye could reach, there lay outstretched, like ramparts 
of the world, lines of horridly black and beetling cliff, whose ch aracter o f gloo m was but the more forcibly illus trated by the surf wh ich reared high up against its white a nd ghastly crest, h owling  and shrieking forever. Just opposite the promontory upon whos
e apex we were placed, and at a distance of some five or six mi le s out at sea, there was visible a small, bleak-looking island; or, m ore properly, its po sition was discern ible through th e wildern ess of surge in which it was enveloped. About two miles nearer t
he land, arose another of smaller size, hideously craggy and barr en , and encompassed at v arious intervals by a clus ter o f dar k rocks. The appearanc e of the ocea n, in the space between t he more distant island and the shore, had something very unusual a
bout it. Although, at the time, so strong a gale was blowing landw ard that a brig in the remote  offing lay to un der  a  dou ble-ree fed trysail, an d constantl y plunged her whole hull out of sight, still there was here nothing like a regular s
well, but only a short, quick, angry cross dashing of water in ever y direction--as well in the te eth  of  the wind  as  otherwise. Of foam t here was little except in the immediate vicinity of the rocks. “The islan
d in the distance,” resumed the old man, “is called by the Norweg ians Vurr gh. The one mi dway i s Moskoe. T hat  a mile to the northward is Ambaaren. Yonder are Islesen, Hotholm, Kei
ldhelm, Suarven, and Buckholm. Farther off--between Mo sk oe a nd Vurrgh--are O tterholm, Fli men,  Sandflesen, and Stockholm. These are the true names of the places--b
ut why it has been thought necessary to name them at a ll , is mo re than either you o r I can understand. D o y ou hear anything? Do you see any change in the water?” We had now 
been about ten minutes upon the top of Helseggen, to wh ich we had ascended from the inte rior of Lofoden, so that we had caught no glimpse of the sea until it had burst upon us from t
he summit. As the old man spoke, I became aware of a lou d and gradually increasing soun d, like the moaning of a vast herd of buffaloes upon an American prairie; and at the same m
oment I perceived that what seamen term the chopping chara cter of the ocean beneath u s, was rapidly changin g i nto a current which set to the eastward. Even while I gazed, this cur
rent acquired a monstrous velocity. Each moment added to its sp eed--to its headlong im petuosity. In five minu tes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, was lashed into ungovernable fu
ry; but it was between Moskoe and the coast that the main uproar  held its sway. Here the va st bed of the waters, sea med and scarred into a thousand conflicting channels, burst suddenly
 into phrensied convulsion--heaving, boiling, hissing--gyrating in g igantic and innumera ble vortices, and all w hirling and plunging on to the eastward with a rapidity which water nev
er elsewhere assumes except in precipitous descents. In a few minut es more, there came ove r the scene  another radical alteration. The general surface grew somewhat more sm
ooth, and the whirlpools, one by one, disappeared, while prodigious s treaks of foam b ecam e apparent  where none had been seen before. These streaks, at length, spreading o
ut to a great distance, and entering into combination, took unto thems elves the gyr ator y m otion of the sub sided vortices, and seemed to form the germ of another more vast. Sudd
enly--very suddenly--this assumed a distinct and definite existence, in  a c ircle of mo re t han a mile in dia meter. The edge of the whirl was represented by a broad belt of gleaming s
pray; but no particle of this slipped into the mouth of the terrific funne l, whose interio r, a s far as th e e ye could f athom it, was a smooth, shining, and jet-black wall of water, inclined to the 
horizon at an angle of some forty-five degrees, speeding dizzily round a nd round wit h a s waying and swe ltering mo tion, and sendi ng forth to the winds an appalling voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not e
ven the mighty cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven. T he mountain trem bled  to its very base, and the rock rocked. I t hrew myself upon my face, and clung to the scant herbage in an excess of 
nervous agitation. “This,” said I at length, to the old man--“this can be n othing else than the g reat whirlpool of the Maelst ro m.” “So it is so metimes termed,” said he. “We Norwegians call it the Moskoe-strom, from the
 island of Moskoe in the midway.” The ordinary accounts of this vortex had  by no means prepa red me for what I saw. That o f Jonas Ramus, whic h is perhaps the most circumstantial of any, cannot impart the faintest concept
ion either of the magnificence, or of the horror of the scene--or of the wild be wildering sense of the novel which confounds the  beholder. I am n ot sure from what point of view the writer in question surveyed it, nor at what tim
e; but it could neither have been from the summit of Helseggen, nor during a  storm. There are some passages of his description, neve rtheless, which may be quoted for their details, although their effect is exceedingly feeble in conve
ying an impression of the spectacle. “Between Lofoden and Moskoe,” he say s, “the depth of the water is between thirty-six and forty fathoms; but on the other  s ide, toward Ver (Vurrgh) this depth decreases so as not to afford a convenient p
assage for a vessel, without the risk of splitting on the rocks, which happens  even in the ca lmest weather. When it is flood, the stream runs u p the country b etween Lofoden and Moskoe with a boisterous rapidity; but the roar of its impetuo
us ebb to the sea is scarce equalled by the loudest and most dreadful cataracts;  the noise being  heard several leagues off, and the vortices or pits a re of suc h an extent and depth, that if a ship comes within its attraction, it is inevitably absorbe
d and carried down to the bottom, and there beat to pieces against the rocks; and wh e n the  water relaxes, the fragments thereof are thrown up ag ain. But th ese intervals of tranquility are only at the turn of the ebb and flood, and in calm weather, 
and last but a quarter of an hour, its violence gradually returning. When the stream is m ost boisterous, and its fur y heightened  by a st orm, it is dangerous to come within a Norway mile of it. Boats, yachts, and ships have been 
carried away by not guarding against it before they were within its reach. It likewise happens freque ntly, that whales co me too ne ar the stream, and are overpowered by its violence; and then it is impossible to describe th
eir howlings and bellowings in their fruitless struggles to disengage themselves. A bear once, attem pting  to sw im from Lofoden to Moskoe, was caught by the stream and borne down, while he roared terribl
y, so as to be heard on shore. Large stocks of firs and pine trees, after being absorbed by the current,  rise a ga in broken and torn to such a degree as if bristles grew upon them. This plainly shows the bo
ttom to consist of craggy rocks, among which they are whirled to and fro. This stream is regulated by t he flux a nd reflux of the sea--it being constantly high and low water every six hours. In the year 1645, early in the 
morning of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with such noise and impetuosity that the very stones of the h ouses on t he coast fell to the ground.” In regard to the depth of the water, I could not see how this could have been a
scertained at all in the immediate vicinity of the vortex. The “forty fathoms” must have reference only to portions of th e channel close upon the shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden. The depth in the centre of the Moskoe-stro
m must be immeasurably greater; and no better proof of this fact is necessary than can be obtained fr om even the si de long g lance into the abyss of the whirl which may be had from the highest crag of Helseggen. Looking down fro
m this pinnacle upon the howling Phlegethon below, I could not help smiling at the simplicity with whi ch the honest Jon as Ra mus records, as a matter difficult of belief, the anecdotes of the whales and the bears; for it appeared to m
e, in fact, a self-evident thing, that the largest ship of the line in existence, coming within the influenc e of that dead ly att ractio n, could resist it as little as a feather the hurricane, and must disappear bodily and at once. The attempts t
o account for the phenomenon--some of which, I remember, seemed to me sufficiently plausible in pe rusal--now wor e a ve ry di fferent and unsatisfactory aspect. The idea generally received is that this, as well as three smaller vortice
s among the Ferroe islands, “have no other cause than the collision of waves rising and falling, at flu x and reflux, agai nst a rid ge o f rocks and shelves, which confines the water so that it precipitates itself like a cataract; and thus the hig
her the flood rises, the deeper must the fall be, and the natural result of all is a whirlpool or vortex, th e prodigious suctio n of whi ch i s sufficiently known by lesser experiments.”--These are the words of the Encyclopædia Britannica. Kirch
er and others imagine that in the centre of the channel of the Maelstrom is an abyss penetrating the g lobe, and issuing in some  very remot e p art--the Gulf of Bothnia being somewhat decidedly named in one instance. This opinion, idle in itself, wa
s the one to which, as I gazed, my imagination most readily assented; and, mentioning it to the guide,  I was rather surprised to hear him say that, although it w as t he view almost universally entertained of the subject by the Norwegians, it nevertheless was not his ow
n. As to the former notion he confessed his inability to comprehend it; and here I agreed with him- -for, however conclusive on paper, it becomes altoge the r unintelligible, and even absurd, amid the thunder of the abyss. “You have had a good look at the whi
rl now,” said the old man, “and if you will creep round this crag, so as to get in its lee, an d  deaden the roar of the water, I will tell you a story t hat  will convince you I ought to know something of the Moskoe-strom.” I placed myself as desired, and
 he proceeded. “Myself and my two brothers once owned a schooner-rigged smack of a bo ut s eventy tons burthen, with which we were in the h ab it of fis hing among the islands beyond Moskoe, nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent eddies at sea there is good
 fishing, at proper opportunities, if one has only the courage to attempt it; but am ong the wh ole  of t he Lofoden coastmen, we three were the only on es who ma de a regular business of going out to the islands, as I tell you. The usual grounds are a great wa
y lower down to the southward. There fish can be got at all hours, without muc h risk, and the ref ore t hese places are preferred. The choice spots  o ver here am ong the rocks, however, not only yield the finest variety, but in far greater abundance; so that 
we often got in a single day, what the more timid of the craft could not scrape togethe r in a w eek.  In fact,  we made it a matter of desperate specul a tion--t he risk of life standing instead of labor, and courage answering for capital. “We kept the smack in a cove a
bout five miles higher up the coast than this; and it was our practice, in fine w eather, to take ad vanta ge of t he fifteen minutes’ slack to p us h across the main channel o f the Moskoe-strom, far above the pool, and then drop down upon anchorage somewhere n
ear Otterholm, or Sandflesen, where the eddies are not so violent as elsewh ere. Here we us ed to re mai n until n early time for sla ck -water ag ai n , when we weig hed and made for home. We never set out upon this expedition without a steady side wind f
or going and coming--one that we felt sure would not fail us before our ret urn--and we seldo m mad e a mis-calcul at ion  up on this point . T wice, during six years, we were forced to stay all night at anchor on account of a dead calm, which is a rar
e thing indeed just about here; and once we had to remain on the ground s nearly a week , st arvi ng t o death, owing to a gale which blew up sho rt ly  a ft er our arrival, and m ade the channel too boisterous to be thought of. Upon this occasion we should have bee
n driven out to sea in spite of everything, (for the whirlpools threw us ro und and round  s o vi olen tly, th at, at lengt h, w e fo ul e d o ur a nchor and dragge d it) if it had not been that we drifted into one of the innumerable cross currents--here to-
day and gone to-morrow--which drove us under the lee of Flimen, wher e, by goo d luck , w e b rou ght up. “I could not tell you the twen tieth  part of the diffic ulties we encountered ‘on the grounds’--it is a bad spot to be in, even in good weather--
but we made shift always to run the gauntlet of the Moskoe-strom itse lf without accident; al thou gh a t time s my heart has been in my mouth whe n we happened to  be a minute or so behind or before the slack. The wind sometimes was not as strong a
s we thought it at starting, and then we made rather less way than we  could wish, while the curre nt re nder ed the smack un ma nageable. My eldes t brother had a son eighteen years old, and I had two stout boys of my own. These w
ould have been of great assistance at such times, in using the swee ps, as well as a fte rward i n fishin g--bu t, s omehow,  alth ough we ran the risk ourselves, we had not the heart to let the young ones get into the danger--for, after 
all is said and done, it was a horrible danger, and that is the truth.  “It is now  within a  few day s of thr ee years  since wha t I am going to tell you occ urred. It was on the tenth day of July, 18-, a day which the people of this part of
 the world will never forget--for it was one in which blew the mo st terrible hurricane that ever came  out of t he heaven s. An d yet all the morning, and ind eed until late in the afternoon, there was a gentle and steady breeze from 
the south-west, while the sun shone brightly, so that the old est seaman  amo ng us cou ld not ha ve foreseen  w ha t w as to  follow. “The three of us--my two b rothers and myself--had crossed over to the islands about two o’clock 
P. M., and had soon nearly loaded the smack with fine fis h, which , we all  remarke d, were more plenty  that day than we  had ever known them. It was just seven, by my watch, when we weighed and started for home, so as to ma
ke the worst of the Strom at slack water, which we kn ew would be at eight. “We set ou t with a f resh wind on  our starb oard quarter, and for some time spanked alon g at a great rate, never dreaming of danger, for indeed we saw 
not the slightest reason to apprehend it. All at on ce we were taken  aback by a breeze from over Hels eg gen. This  was m ost unusual--somet hing that had never happened to us before--and I beg an to feel a little uneasy, without exactly knowing why. 
We put the boat on the wind, but could make  no headway at all f o r th e eddies, and I w as upon th e poi nt of proposin g to return to the anchorage, when, looking astern, we saw  the whole horizon covered with a singular copper
-colored cloud that rose with the most a mazing ve l ocity.  “In th e  meanti me the br ee ze th at h ad headed us off fell away, and we were dead becalmed, drifting abo ut in every direction. This state of things, h
owever, did not last long enough t o give us time to think  about it. In less than a minu te the storm was upo n us--in  less tha n tw o the sky was entirely overcas t--and what with this and the driving spray, it became suddenly so dark that we coul
d not see each other in the sma c k.  “Such a hu r r ica ne as t hen ble w it is folly to att empt  describing. The oldest seaman in Norway never experienced a ny thing  like it. We  had let our sails go by the run b
efore it cleverly took us; but, at the first p uff , both our ma sts wen t by  th e board as if they had been sawed off--the mainmast taking with it my youngest br other, who had lashed himself t
o it for safety. “Our boat wa s the lightest feather of a thing that ever sat upon water. It had a complete flush deck,  with  only a sm all hatch near the bow, and this hatch it had always been our custom to ba tten down when about to cr
oss the Strom, by way of p r ecaution agai nst the cho ppi ng seas. B ut for t his circumstance we should have fou ndered at once--for we lay entirely buried for some mome nts. How my elder brother 
escaped destruction I can not s ay, for I ne v er ha d an o pportunity of ascertaining. For my part, as soon as  I had let the foresail run, I threw myself fl at o n deck, with my feet again
st the narrow gunwale of  t he bow, and with my hands grasping a ring-bolt near the foot of the fore-mast. It was mere ins tinct that prompted me to do this--which was undoubtedly the very best thing I could have done--for  I was too much flurried t
o think. “For some mom ents  we were c om pletely deluge d, as  I sa y, and all this time I held my breath, and clung  to the bolt. When I could stand it no longer I raised myself u pon m y knees, still keeping hol
d with my hands, and th us got my he a d cl ear. Presently  our little boat gave  herself a s hake, just as a do g does in coming out of the water, and thus rid herself, in some measure, of th e se as. I was now trying to g
et the better of the stupo r that had come over me, an d to col lect m y senses so as  to see w hat w as to be done, when I  felt som ebody grasp my arm. It was my elder brother, and my heart leaped for joy, for I had made  sure th at he was overboard--bu
t the next moment all this  joy was turned into horror--for he put his mouth cl o se  to my ear, and sc reamed  out the word ‘Moskoe-strom!’ “No one ever will know what my feelings were at that moment. I shook fr om  head to foot as if I had h
ad the most violent fit of t he ague. I knew what he meant by th at on e word well enough--I kn ew w hat he wished to ma ke me unde rs tand . With the wind that no w drove us on, we w ere boun d for the whirl of the Strom, an d noth ing could save us! “You pe
rceive that in crossing the S trom channel, we alwa ys went a long way up above the  w hirl, even in the calm est weather , and then had to wait and watch carefull y for the slack--but now we were dri ving right upon the pool itself, and in such a hurricane as this! ‘
To be sure,’ I thought, ‘we sha ll get there ju st about the slack- -t here is some little hope in th a t’--but in the next moment I cursed myself for being so great a fool as to dream of hope at all. I knew v e ry well that we were doomed, had we been t
en times a ninety-gun ship. “By this tim e the first f ury o f the tempest had spent itsel f, or perhaps we did not feel it so much ,  as we scudded be for e it, but at all events the seas, which at  fi rst had been kept down by the wind, and
 lay flat and frothing, now got up into absolu te mo unta ins . A singular change, too, had come over the heavens. Around in every direc tion it was still as black as pitch, but n ear ly overhead there burst out, all at once, a circular r ift of clear sky--as clear as I ever saw--and of
 a deep bright blue--and through it there blazed f ort h the full moon with a  lustre  that I never before knew her to we ar.  She lit up every thing about us with the greatest di stinctness--but, oh God, what a scene it was to light up! “I no w made one or two attempts to speak t
o my brother--but, in some manner which I could no t understand, the din had so increased tha t I could not make him hear a si ng le wo r d, although I screamed at the top of my voice in his ear. Presently he shook his head, looking as pa le a s death, and held up one of his fingers,
 as if to say ‘listen! ‘ “At first I could not make out wh at he meant--but soon a hideous thought flashed upon me. I dragged my  watc h from i ts fob. It was not going. I glanced at its face by the moonlight, and then burst into tea rs as I  fl un g it far away into the ocean. It had run dow
n at seven o’clock! We were behind the time of the slac k, and th e whirl of the Strom was in full fury! “When a boat is well bu ilt, properly tr immed, and not deep laden, the waves in a strong gale, when she is go ing large , s eem always to slip from beneath her--which 
appears very strange to a landsman--and this is what is called ridi ng, in sea phrase. Well, so far we had ridden the swells very cl everly; but presently a gigantic se a happened to take us right under the counter, and  bore us w ith it as it rose--up--up--as if into the sky. I wo
uld not have believed that any wave could rise so high. And the n down we came with a sweep, a slide, and a plunge, that made m e feel s ick and dizzy, as if I was falling from some lo fty mountain-top in a dream. But while we wer e up I  had thrown a quick glance around--and that one 
glance was all sufficient. I saw our exact position in an instant. T he  Moskoe-Strom whirlpool was about a q ua rter of a mile dead ahead--but  no more like the every-day Moskoe-Strom, than the whirl as y ou now see it is like a mill-race. If I had not known where we 
were, and what we had to expect, I should not have recognised th e p lace at all. A s it was, I involun tarily closed my ey es in horror. The lids clench ed themselves together as if in a spasm. “It could not have been more than two minutes afterwa
rd until we suddenly felt the waves subside, and were enveloped in  foam. The boat made a sharp half  turn to larboard, and th en shot off in its new di rection like a thunderbolt. At the same moment th e roarin g n oise of the water was completely drowned in a kind of shrill shriek-
-such a sound as you might imagine given out by the waste-pipes of m any thousand s t eam-vessels, letting off thei r st eam all together. We were now in the belt of surf that always surround s the whirl; and I thought, of course, that another moment would plun
ge us into the abyss--down which we could only see indistinctly on account of  the  a maz ing  velocity with which we wore borne along. The  boat  did not seem to sink into the water at all, but to skim like an air-bubble upon the surface of the 
surge. Her starboard side was next the whirl, and on the larboard arose the world of ocean we had left. It stood li ke a huge writhing wall between us and the horizon. “ It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more compos
ed than when we were only approaching it. Having made up my mind to hope no more, I got rid of a great deal of that terror which  u nmanned me at fir st. I suppos e it was despa ir t hat strung my nerves. “It may look like boasting--but what I tell you is truth--I began to reflect ho
w magnificent a thing it was to die in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me to think of so paltry a consideration as my own  i n dividual life, i n view of so wonderful a manifestation of God’s power. I do believe that I blushed with shame wh
en this idea crossed my mind. After a little while I became possessed with the keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. I positively f e l t a w ish to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice I was going to make; and my principal grief was that I should never be able to tell my 
old companions on shore about the mysteries I should see. These, no doubt, were singular fancies to occupy a man’s mind in such  extremity--and I have often thought since, that the revolutions of the boat around the pool might have rendered me a little light-headed. “T
here was another circumstance which tended to restore my self-possession; and this was the cessation of the wind, which could not reach us in our  present situation--for, as you saw yourself, the belt of surf is considerably lower than the general bed of the ocean, and this latter now towered abo
ve us, a high, black, mountainous ridge. If you have never been at sea in a heavy gale, you can form no idea of the confusion of mind occasioned by the wind and spray together. They blind, deafen, and strangle you, and take away all power of action or reflection. But we were now, in a great measure, rid of 
these annoyances--just as death-condemned felons in prison are allowed petty indulgences, forbidden them while their doom is yet uncertain. “How often we made the circuit of the belt it is impossible to say. We careered round and round for perhaps an hour, flying rather than floating, getting gradually mo
re and more into the middle of the surge, and then nearer and nearer to its horrible inner edge. All this time I had never let go of the ring-bolt. My brother was at the stern, holding on to a small empty water-cask which had been securely lashed under the coop of the counter, and was the only thing on deck t
hat had not been swept overboard when the gale first took us. As we approached the brink of the pit he let go his hold upon this, and made for the ring, from which, in the agony of his terror, he endeavored to force my hands, as it was not large enough to afford us both a secure grasp. I never felt deeper gri
ef than when I saw him attempt this act--although I knew he was a madman when he did it--a raving maniac through sheer fright. I did not care, however, to contest the point with him. I knew it could make no difference whether either of us held on at all; so I let him have the bolt, and went astern to the cask. 
This there was no great difficulty in doing; for the smack flew round steadily enough, and upon an even keel--only swaying to and fro, with the immense sweeps and swelters of the whirl. Scarcely had I secured myself in my new position, when we gave a wild lurch to starboard, and rushed headlong into the
 abyss. I muttered a hurried prayer to God, and thought all was over. “As I felt the sickening sweep of the descent, I had instinctively tightened my hold upon the barrel, and closed my eyes. For some seconds I dared not open them--while I expected instant destruction, and wondered that I was not already in
 my death-struggles with the water. But moment after moment elapsed. I still lived. The sense of falling had ceased; and the motion of the vessel seemed much as it had been before, while in the belt of foam, with the exception that she now lay more along. I took courage, and looked once again upon the sce
ne. “Never shall I forget the sensations of awe, horror, and admiration with which I gazed about me. The boat appeared to be hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon the interior surface of a funnel vast in circumference, prodigious in depth, and whose perfectly smooth sides might have been mistaken f
or ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity with which they spun around, and for the gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot forth, as the rays of the full moon, from that circular rift amid the clouds which I have already described, streamed in a flood of golden glory along the black walls, and far away down i
nto the inmost recesses of the abyss. “At first I was too much confused to observe anything accurately. The general burst of terrific grandeur was all that I beheld. When I recovered myself a little, however, my gaze fell instinctively downward. In this direction I was able to obtain an unobstructed view, from 
the manner in which the smack hung on the inclined surface of the pool. She was quite upon an even keel--that is to say, her deck lay in a plane parallel with that of the water--but this latter sloped at an angle of more than forty-five degrees, so that we seemed to be lying upon our beam-ends. I could not hel
p observing, nevertheless, that I had scarcely more difficulty in maintaining my hold and footing in this situation, than if we had been upon a dead level; and this, I suppose, was owing to the speed at which we revolved. “The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of the profound gulf; but still I
 could make out nothing distinctly, on account of a thick mist in which everything there was enveloped, and over which there hung a magnificent rainbow, like that narrow and tottering bridge which Mussulmen say is the only pathway between Time and Eternity. This mist, or spray, was no doubt occasione
d by the clashing of the great walls of the funnel, as they all met together at the bottom--but the yell that went up to the Heavens from out of that mist, I dare not attempt to describe. “Our first slide into the abyss itself, from the belt of foam above, had carried us a great distance down the slope; but our farth
er descent was by no means proportionate. Round and round we swept--not with any uniform movement--but in dizzying swings and jerks, that sent us sometimes only a few hundred yards--sometimes nearly the complete circuit of the whirl. Our progress downward, at each revolution, was slow, but very p
erceptible. “Looking about me upon the wide waste of liquid ebony on which we were thus borne, I perceived that our boat was not the only object in the embrace of the whirl. Both above and below us were visible fragments of vessels, large masses of building timber and trunks of trees, with many smaller 
articles, such as pieces of house furniture, broken boxes, barrels and staves. I have already described the unnatural curiosity which had taken the place of my original terrors. It appeared to grow upon me as I drew nearer and nearer to my dreadful doom. I now began to watch, with a strange interest, the nu
merous things that floated in our company. I must have been delirious--for I even sought amusement in speculating upon the relative velocities of their several descents toward the foam below. ‘This fir tree,’ I found myself at one time saying, ‘will certainly be the next thing that takes the awful plunge and di
sappears,’--and then I was disappointed to find that the wreck of a Dutch merchant ship overtook it and went down before. At length, after making several guesses of this nature, and being deceived in all--this fact--the fact of my invariable miscalculation--set me upon a train of reflection that made my limbs 
again tremble, and my heart beat heavily once more. “It was not a new terror that thus affected me, but the dawn of a more exciting hope. This hope arose partly from memory, and partly from present observation. I called to mind the great variety of buoyant matter that strewed the coast of Lofoden, having b
een absorbed and then thrown forth by the Moskoe-strom. By far the greater number of the articles were shattered in the most extraordinary way--so chafed and roughened as to have the appearance of being stuck full of splinters--but then I distinctly recollected that there were some of them which were not
 disfigured at all. Now I could not account for this difference except by supposing that the roughened fragments were the only ones which had been completely absorbed--that the others had entered the whirl at so late a period of the tide, or, for some reason, had descended so slowly after entering, that the
y did not reach the bottom before the turn of the flood came, or of the ebb, as the case might be. I conceived it possible, in either instance, that they might thus be whirled up again to the level of the ocean, without undergoing the fate of those which had been drawn in more early, or absorbed more rapidly. I 
made, also, three important observations. The first was, that, as a general rule, the larger the bodies were, the more rapid their descent--the second, that, between two masses of equal extent, the one spherical, and the other of any other shape, the superiority in speed of descent was with the sphere--the thir
d, that, between two masses of equal size, the one cylindrical, and the other of any other shape, the cylinder was absorbed the more slowly. Since my escape, I have had several conversations on this subject with an old school-master of the district; and it was from him that I learned the use of the words ‘cyl
inder’ and ‘sphere.’ He explained to me--although I have forgotten the explanation--how what I observed was, in fact, the natural consequence of the forms of the floating fragments--and showed me how it happened that a cylinder, swimming in a vortex, offered more resistance to its suction, and was drawn 
in with greater difficulty than an equally bulky body, of any form whatever. “There was one startling circumstance which went a great way in enforcing these observations, and rendering me anxious to turn them to account, and this was that, at every revolution, we passed something like a barrel, or else the 
yard or the mast of a vessel, while many of these things, which had been on our level when I first opened my eyes upon the wonders of the whirlpool, were now high up above us, and seemed to have moved but little from their original station. “I no longer hesitated what to do. I resolved to lash myself secur
ely to the water cask upon which I now held, to cut it loose from the counter, and to throw myself with it into the water. I attracted my brother’s attention by signs, pointed to the floating barrels that came near us, and did everything in my power to make him understand what I was about to do. I thought at le
ngth that he comprehended my design--but, whether this was the case or not, he shook his head despairingly, and refused to move from his station by the ring-bolt. It was impossible to reach him; the emergency admitted of no delay; and so, with a bitter struggle, I resigned him to his fate, fastened myself t
o the cask by means of the lashings which secured it to the counter, and precipitated myself with it into the sea, without another moment’s hesitation. “The result was precisely what I had hoped it might be. As it is myself who now tell you this tale--as you see that I did escape--and as you are already in pos
session of the mode in which this escape was effected, and must therefore anticipate all that I have farther to say--I will bring my story quickly to conclusion. It might have been an hour, or thereabout, after my quitting the smack, when, having descended to a vast distance beneath me, it made three or four 
wild gyrations in rapid succession, and, bearing my loved brother with it, plunged headlong, at once and forever, into the chaos of foam below. The barrel to which I was attached sunk very little farther than half the distance between the bottom of the gulf and the spot at which I leaped overboard, before a g
reat change took place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope of the sides of the vast funnel became momently less and less steep. The gyrations of the whirl grew, gradually, less and less violent. By degrees, the froth and the rainbow disappeared, and the bottom of the gulf seemed slowly to uprise. T
he sky was clear, the winds had gone down, and the full moon was setting radiantly in the west, when I found myself on the surface of the ocean, in full view of the shores of Lofoden, and above the spot where the pool of the Moskoe-strom had been. It was the hour of the slack--but the sea still heaved in m


