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THE thou­sand in­jur­ies of For­tu­nato I had borne as I best could, but when he ven­tured upon in­sult, I vowed re­venge.

Alle die tau­send krän­ken­den Re­den For­tu­na­tos er­trug ich, so gut ich konn­te, als er aber Be­lei­di­gun­gen und Be­schimp­fun­gen wag­te, schwor ich ihm Ra­che.

You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not sup­pose, however, that I gave ut­ter­ance to a threat.

Ihr wer­det doch nicht an­neh­men – ihr, die ihr so gut das We­sen mei­ner See­le kennt –, daß ich eine Dro­hung laut wer­den ließ.

At length I would be avenged; this was a point def­in­itely settled

Ein­mal wür­de ich ge­rächt sein, das stand fest.

— but the very defin­it­ive­ness with which it was re­solved, pre­cluded the idea of risk. I must not only pun­ish, but pun­ish with im­pun­ity.

Aber die Be­stimmt­heit, mit der ich mei­nen Ent­schluß faß­te, ver­bot mir al­les, was mein Vor­ha­ben ge­fähr­den konn­te. Ich woll­te nicht nur stra­fen, son­dern un­ge­straft stra­fen.

A wrong is un­re­dressed when re­tri­bu­tion over­takes its re­dress­er.

Ein Un­recht ist nicht be­straft, wenn den Rä­cher Ver­gel­tung trifft für sei­ne Ra­che­tat;

It is equally un­re­dressed when the avenger fails to make him­self felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

es ist auch nicht be­straft, wenn es dem Rä­cher nicht ge­lingt, sich als sol­cher sei­nem Op­fer zu zei­gen.




It must be un­der­stood that neither by word nor deed had I giv­en For­tu­nato cause to doubt my good will.

Es muß vor­aus­ge­schickt wer­den, daß ich For­tu­na­to we­der mit Wort noch Tat Grund ge­ge­ben, mei­ne gute Ge­sin­nung an­zu­zwei­feln.

I con­tin­ued, 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.

Ich war wei­ter lie­bens­wür­dig zu ihm, und er ge­wahr­te nicht, daß mein Lä­cheln jetzt dem Ge­dan­ken sei­ner Ver­nich­tung galt.




He had a weak point — this For­tu­nato — al­though in oth­er re­gards he was a man to be re­spec­ted and even feared.

Er hat­te eine Schwä­che, die­ser For­tu­na­to – ob­schon er in an­de­rer Hin­sicht ein ge­ach­te­ter und so­gar ge­fürch­te­ter Mann war.

He prided him­self on his con­nois­seur­ship in wine. Few Itali­ans have the true vir­tu­oso spir­it.

Er brüs­te­te sich da­mit, daß er ein Wein­ken­ner sei. Nur we­ni­ge Ita­lie­ner be­sit­zen den wah­ren Kunst­ver­stand.

For the most part their en­thu­si­asm is ad­op­ted to suit the time and op­por­tun­ity — to prac­tise im­pos­ture upon the Brit­ish and Aus­tri­an mil­lion­aires.

Sie be­geis­tern sich meist nur für eine ein­zi­ge Sa­che: für be­trü­ge­ri­sche Ma­ni­pu­la­tio­nen ge­gen­über bri­ti­schen und ös­ter­rei­chi­schen Mil­lio­nären.

In paint­ing and gem­mary, For­tu­nato, like his coun­try­men, was a quack — but in the mat­ter of old wines he was sin­cere.

In der Be­ur­tei­lung von Bil­dern und Edel­stei­nen war For­tu­na­to, gleich sei­nen Lands­leu­ten, ein un­wis­sen­der Prahl­hans, in be­zug auf alte Wei­ne aber hat­te er ein ehr­li­ches und si­che­res Ur­teil.

In this re­spect I did not dif­fer from him ma­ter­i­ally: I was skill­ful in the Itali­an vin­tages my­self, and bought largely whenev­er I could.

Hier­in stand ich selbst ihm kaum nach; ich kann­te die ita­lie­ni­schen Wei­ne gut und kauf­te viel, so­oft sich mir güns­ti­ge Ge­le­gen­heit bot.




It was about dusk, one even­ing dur­ing the su­preme mad­ness of the car­ni­val sea­son, that I en­countered my friend.

Es war in der tol­len Kar­ne­vals­zeit, als ich an ei­nem däm­me­ri­gen Abend mei­nem Freun­de be­geg­ne­te.

He ac­cos­ted me with ex­cess­ive warmth, for he had been drink­ing much. The man wore mot­ley.

Er be­grüß­te mich mit über­trie­be­ner Wär­me, denn er hat­te viel ge­trun­ken. Der Mann war mas­kiert.

He had on a tight-fit­ting parti-striped dress, and his head was sur­moun­ted by the con­ic­al cap and bells.

Er trug ein eng­an­lie­gen­des, zur Hälf­te ge­streif­tes Ge­wand, und auf sei­nem Kopfe er­hob sich die ko­nisch ge­form­te Nar­ren­kap­pe.

I was so pleased to see him, that I thought I should nev­er have done wringing his hand.

Ich freu­te mich so sehr, ihn zu se­hen, daß ich gar kein Ende fin­den konn­te, ihm die Hand zu schüt­teln.




I said to him — “My dear For­tu­nato, you are luck­ily met.

Ich sag­te zu ihm: »Mein lie­ber For­tu­na­to, es freut mich, dich zu tref­fen.

How re­mark­ably well you are look­ing to-day! But I have re­ceived a pipe of what passes for Amon­til­lado, and I have my doubts.”

Wie präch­tig du heu­te aus­siehst – au­ßer­or­dent­lich wohl! Doch höre: ich habe ein Faß Wein be­kom­men, das für Amon­til­la­do gilt, und ich habe mei­ne Zwei­fel.«




“How?” said he. “Amon­til­lado? A pipe? Im­possible! And in the middle of the car­ni­val!”

»Wie?« sag­te er, »Amon­til­la­do? Ein Faß? Un­mög­lich! Und mit­ten im Kar­ne­val?«




“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full Amon­til­lado price without con­sult­ing you in the mat­ter.

»Ich habe mei­ne Zwei­fel«, er­wi­der­te ich. »Und ich war tö­richt ge­nug, den vol­len Amon­til­la­do-Preis zu zah­len, ohne dich erst zu Rate zu zie­hen.

You were not to be found, and I was fear­ful of los­ing a bar­gain.”

Du warst nicht zu fin­den, und ich fürch­te­te, durch eine Ver­zö­ge­rung den gan­zen Han­del zu ver­lie­ren.«




“Amon­til­lado!”




“I have my doubts.”

»Ich habe mei­ne Zwei­fel.«




“Amon­til­lado!”




“And I must sat­is­fy them.”

»Und ich muß sie zum Schwei­gen brin­gen.«




“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 —”

»Da du be­schäf­tigt bist, wer­de ich Lu­che­si auf­su­chen. Wenn ei­ner ein kri­ti­sches Ur­teil hat, ist er es. Er wird mir sa­gen –«




“Luchesi can­not tell Amon­til­lado from Sherry.”

»Lu­che­si kann Amon­til­la­do nicht von Sher­ry un­ter­schei­den!«




“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.”

»Und doch be­haup­ten so ein paar Nar­ren, daß sein Wein­ver­stand dem dei­ni­gen gleich­kom­me.«




“Come, let us go.”

»Komm, laß uns ge­hen.«




“Whith­er?”

»Wo­hin?«




“To your vaults.”

»In dei­ne Kel­le­rei­en.«




“My friend, no; I will not im­pose upon your good nature. I per­ceive you have an en­gage­ment. Luchesi —”

»Nein, mein Freund; ich will nicht dei­ne Gut­mü­tig­keit aus­nüt­zen. Ich sehe, du bist be­schäf­tigt. Lu­che­si –«




“I have no en­gage­ment; — come.”

»Ich bin nicht be­schäf­tigt, komm!«




“My friend, no. It is not the en­gage­ment, but the severe cold with which I per­ceive you are af­flic­ted.

»Lie­ber Freund, nein! Es ist ja nicht nur das, daß du et­was an­de­res vor­hat­test; du bist ernst­lich er­käl­tet.

The vaults are in­suf­fer­ably damp. They are en­crus­ted with nitre.”

Die Keller­ge­wöl­be sind un­er­träg­lich feucht. Sie ha­ben eine Sal­pe­ter­krus­te an­ge­setzt.«




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

»Laß uns trotz­dem ge­hen! Die Er­käl­tung ist nicht der Rede wert.

Amon­til­lado! You have been im­posed upon. And as for Luchesi, he can­not dis­tin­guish Sherry from Amon­til­lado.”

Amon­til­la­do! Man hat dich be­tro­gen; und Lu­che­si – der kann Sher­ry von Amon­til­la­do nicht un­ter­schei­den.«




Thus speak­ing, For­tu­nato pos­sessed him­self of my arm.

Mit die­sen Wor­ten zog For­tu­na­to mich fort.

Put­ting on a mask of black silk, and draw­ing a roquelaire closely about my per­son, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

Ich nahm eine schwar­ze Sei­den­mas­ke vors Ge­sicht, hüll­te mich dicht in mei­nen Man­tel und dul­de­te, daß er mich eilends zu mei­nem Pa­laz­zo ge­lei­te­te.




There were no at­tend­ants at home; they had ab­sconded to make merry in hon­our of the time.

Die Die­ner­schaft war nicht zu Hau­se; der Kar­ne­val hat­te sie hin­aus­ge­lockt.

I had told them that I should not re­turn un­til the morn­ing, and had giv­en them ex­pli­cit or­ders not to stir from the house.

Ich hat­te den Leu­ten ge­sagt, daß ich nicht vor dem nächs­ten Mor­gen heim­kom­men wür­de, und ih­nen streng ver­bo­ten, sich aus dem Hau­se zu rüh­ren.

These or­ders were suf­fi­cient, I well knew, to in­sure their im­me­di­ate dis­ap­pear­ance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.

Ich wuß­te, daß dies ge­nüg­te, da­mit alle zu­sam­men, so­bald ich ih­nen den Rücken wand­te, da­von­lie­fen.




I took from their sconces two flam­beaux, and giv­ing one to For­tu­nato,

Ich nahm aus den Rin­gen an der Wand zwei Fa­ckeln, gab For­tu­na­to eine da­von

bowed him through sev­er­al suites of rooms to the arch­way that led into the vaults.

und kom­pli­men­tier­te ihn durch meh­re­re Zim­mer­rei­hen in den Bo­gen­gang, der zu den Ge­wöl­ben führ­te.

I passed down a long and wind­ing stair­case, re­quest­ing him to be cau­tious as he fol­lowed.

Ich schritt eine lan­ge ge­wun­de­ne Trep­pe hin­ab und bat ihn, mir vor­sich­tig zu fol­gen.

We came at length to the foot of the des­cent, and stood to­geth­er on the damp ground of the cata­combs of the Montre­sors.

End­lich ka­men wir un­ten an und stan­den zu­sam­men in der feuch­ten Tie­fe der Ka­ta­kom­ben der Mon­tre­sors.




The gait of my friend was un­steady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.

Der Gang mei­nes Freun­des war un­si­cher, und die Schel­len an sei­ner Kap­pe klin­gel­ten bei je­dem Schritt.




“The pipe,” said he.

»Das Faß!« sag­te er.




“It is farther on,” said I; “but ob­serve the white web-work which gleams from these cav­ern walls.”

»Das ist wei­ter hin­ten«, ant­wor­te­te ich. »Siehst du das wei­ße Ge­we­be, das da rings­um von den Kel­ler­mau­ern leuch­tet?«




He turned to­wards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that dis­tilled the rheum of in­tox­ic­a­tion.

Er wand­te sich mir zu und sah mir in die Au­gen. Sei­ne Bli­cke wa­ren feucht von Schnup­fen und Trun­ken­heit.




“Nitre?” he asked, at length.

»Sal­pe­ter?« frag­te er schließ­lich.




“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?”

»Sal­pe­ter«, er­wi­der­te ich. »Wie lan­ge hast du schon die­sen Hus­ten?«




“Ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh!”

Er hus­te­te, hus­te­te, hus­te­te.




My poor friend found it im­possible to reply for many minutes.

Mein ar­mer Freund konn­te mi­nu­ten­lang kei­ne Ant­wort ge­ben.




“It is noth­ing,” he said, at last.

»Es ist nichts«, er­wi­der­te er dann.




“Come,” I said, with de­cision, “we will go back; your health is pre­cious.

»Komm«, sag­te ich sehr be­stimmt, »wir wol­len um­keh­ren; dei­ne Ge­sund­heit ist kost­bar.

You are rich, re­spec­ted, ad­mired, be­loved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed.

Du bist reich, ge­ach­tet, be­wun­dert, ge­liebt; du bist glück­lich, wie ich einst war. Du wür­dest eine Lücke hin­ter­las­sen.

For me it is no mat­ter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I can­not be re­spons­ible. Be­sides, there is Luchesi —”

Um mich ist es nicht scha­de. Wir wol­len um­keh­ren! Du wirst krank wer­den, und ich kann das nicht ver­ant­wor­ten. Üb­ri­gens kann ja Lu­che­si –«




“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere noth­ing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough.”

»Ge­nug!« sag­te er. »Der Hus­ten ist ganz be­lang­los; er wird mich nicht um­brin­gen. Ich wer­de nicht dar­an zu­grun­de ge­hen.«




“True — true,” I replied; “and, in­deed, I had no in­ten­tion of alarm­ing you un­ne­ces­sar­ily — but you should use all prop­er cau­tion.

»Wahr – wahr«, er­wi­der­te ich. »Wirk­lich, ich hat­te nicht die Ab­sicht, dich un­nö­tig zu be­un­ru­hi­gen – aber du soll­test die Vor­sicht nicht au­ßer acht las­sen.

A draught of this Medoc will de­fend us from the damps.”

Ein Schluck Mé­doc wird uns vor der Ein­wir­kung der Düns­te schüt­zen.«




Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fel­lows that lay upon the mould.

Bei die­sen Wor­ten zog ich aus ei­ner lan­gen Fla­schen­rei­he, die längs der Mau­er auf der Erde lag, eine Fla­sche her­vor und schlug ihr den Hals ab.




“Drink,” I said, present­ing him the wine.

»Trink«, sag­te ich und bot ihm den Wein.




He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nod­ded to me fa­mil­iarly, while his bells jingled.

Er setz­te ihn an die Lip­pen. Er hielt inne und nick­te mir ver­trau­lich zu; sei­ne Glöck­chen klin­gel­ten.




“I drink,” he said, “to the bur­ied that re­pose around us.”

»Ich trin­ke«, sag­te er, »auf die To­ten, die hier un­ten ru­hen.«




“And I to your long life.”

»Und ich auf dein lan­ges Le­ben!«




He again took my arm, and we pro­ceeded.

Er nahm von neu­em mei­nen Arm, und wir gin­gen wei­ter.




“These vaults,” he said, “are ex­tens­ive.”

»Die­se Ge­wöl­be«, sag­te er, »sind weit­läu­fig.«




“The Montre­sors,” I replied, “were a great and nu­mer­ous fam­ily.”

»Die Mon­tre­sors«, er­wi­der­te ich, »wa­ren eine große und zahl­rei­che Fa­mi­lie.«




“I for­get your arms.”

»Ich ver­gaß dein Wap­pen­zei­chen.«




“A huge hu­man foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a ser­pent rampant whose fangs are im­bed­ded in the heel.”

»Ein rie­si­ger gol­de­ner Fuß in blau­em Fel­de; der Fuß zer­tritt eine sich bäu­men­de Schlan­ge, de­ren Zäh­ne ihm in der Fer­se sit­zen.«




“And the motto?”

»Und das Mot­to?«




“Nemo me im­pune la­ces­sit.”




“Good!” he said.

»Gut!« sag­te er.




The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc.

Der Wein fla­cker­te aus sei­nen Au­gen, und die Glöck­chen klin­gel­ten. Auch mir stieg der Mé­doc zu Kopfe.

We had passed through walls of piled bones, with casks and puncheons in­ter­ming­ling, into the in­most re­cesses of cata­combs.

Wir wa­ren an ei­ner gan­zen Rei­he auf­ge­sta­pel­ter Ske­let­te und Fäs­ser vor­bei bis in den ent­fern­tes­ten Teil der Ka­ta­kom­ben ge­langt.

I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize For­tu­nato by an arm above the el­bow.

Ich blieb wie­der ste­hen, und dies­mal wag­te ich es, For­tu­na­to am Arm zu rüt­teln.




“The nitre!” I said; “see, it in­creases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are be­low the river’s bed.

»Der Sal­pe­ter!« sag­te ich. »Sieh, wie es im­mer mehr wird. Er hängt an den Wöl­bun­gen wie Moos. Wir sind un­ter dem Fluß­bett.

The drops of mois­ture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough —”

Die Näs­se tropft durch die Ske­let­te. Komm, wir wol­len um­keh­ren, ehe es zu spät ist. Dein Hus­ten –«




“It is noth­ing,” he said; “let us go on. But first, an­oth­er draught of the Medoc.”

»Nicht der Rede wert«, sag­te er; »laß uns wei­ter­ge­hen. Vor­her aber … noch einen Schluck Mé­doc.«




I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emp­tied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light.

Ich schlug ei­ner Fla­sche de Gra­ve den Hals ab und reich­te sie ihm. Er leer­te sie mit ei­nem Zug. In sei­nen Au­gen fla­cker­te ein wil­des Licht.

He laughed and threw the bottle up­wards with a ges­tic­u­la­tion I did not un­der­stand.

Er lach­te und warf die Fla­sche mit ei­ner selt­sa­men Be­we­gung zur De­cke – eine Ges­te, die ich nicht ver­stand.




I looked at him in sur­prise. He re­peated the move­ment — a grot­esque one.

Ich sah ihn ver­wun­dert an. Er wie­der­hol­te die ab­son­der­li­che Ges­te.




“You do not com­pre­hend?” he said.

»Du ver­stehst nicht?« frag­te er.




“Not I,” I replied.

»Nicht im ge­rings­ten«, ant­wor­te­te ich.




“Then you are not of the broth­er­hood.”

»Du ge­hörst nicht zur Bru­der­schaft!«




“How?”

»Wie?«




“You are not of the ma­sons.”

»Du bist kein Mau­rer.«




“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.”

»Ja, ja«, sag­te ich. »Ja­wohl, ja.«




“You? Im­possible! A ma­son?”

»Du? Un­mög­lich! Ein Mau­rer?«




“A ma­son,” I replied.

»Ein Mau­rer«, ant­wor­te­te ich.




“A sign,” he said, “a sign.”

»Ein Zei­chen!« sag­te er.




“It is this,” I answered, pro­du­cing a trow­el from be­neath the folds of my roquelaire.

»Hier ist es«, er­wi­der­te ich, aus den Fal­ten mei­nes Über­wurfs eine Mau­rer­kel­le her­vor­zie­hend.




“You jest,” he ex­claimed, re­coil­ing a few paces. “But let us pro­ceed to the Amon­til­lado.”

»Du spa­ßest«, rief er aus und wich vor mir zu­rück. »Aber komm wei­ter zum Amon­til­la­do!«




“Be it so,” I said, re­pla­cing the tool be­neath the cloak and again of­fer­ing him my arm.

»Gut also«, sag­te ich, nahm die Kel­le wie­der un­ten den Man­tel und bot ihm den Arm.

He leaned upon it heav­ily. We con­tin­ued our route in search of the Amon­til­lado.

Er lehn­te sich schwer dar­auf. Wir setz­ten un­se­ren Weg fort.

We passed through a range of low arches, des­cen­ded, passed on, and des­cend­ing again, ar­rived at a deep crypt,

Wir gin­gen durch meh­re­re nie­de­re Bo­gen­gän­ge, gin­gen hin­ab, hin­auf und wie­der hin­ab, und be­tra­ten nun eine tie­fe Gruft,

in which the foul­ness of the air caused our flam­beaux rather to glow than flame.

wo die Luft so mod­rig war, daß un­se­re Fa­ckeln nicht mehr flamm­ten, son­dern nur noch schwel­ten.




At the most re­mote end of the crypt there ap­peared an­oth­er less spa­cious.

Am ent­le­gens­ten Ende der Gruft kam eine an­de­re, klei­ne­re zum Vor­schein.

Its walls had been lined with hu­man re­mains, piled to the vault over­head, in the fash­ion of the great cata­combs of Par­is.

An ih­ren Wän­den wa­ren bis zur De­cke hin­auf Men­schen­kno­chen auf­ge­sta­pelt ge­we­sen, ähn­lich wie in den großen Ka­ta­kom­ben von Pa­ris.

Three sides of this in­teri­or crypt were still or­na­men­ted in this man­ner.

Drei Sei­ten die­ser in­ners­ten Gruft­kam­mer wa­ren noch jetzt so ge­schmückt.

From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promis­cu­ously upon the earth, form­ing at one point a mound of some size.

Von der vier­ten wa­ren die Kno­chen weg­ge­räumt; sie la­gen auf dem Bo­den her­um und wa­ren an ei­ner Stel­le zu ei­nem Hau­fen auf­ge­türmt.

With­in the wall thus ex­posed by the dis­pla­cing of the bones, we per­ceived a still in­teri­or re­cess,

In­mit­ten der so bloß­ge­leg­ten Mau­er be­merk­ten wir noch eine letz­te Höh­lung.

in depth about four feet in width three, in height six or sev­en.

Sie war etwa vier Fuß tief, drei Fuß breit und sechs bis sie­ben Fuß hoch.

It seemed to have been con­struc­ted for no es­pe­cial use with­in it­self,

Sie schi­en nicht zu ir­gend­ei­nem be­son­de­ren Zwe­cke ge­macht wor­den zu sein,

but formed merely the in­ter­val between two of the co­lossal sup­ports of the roof of the cata­combs,

son­dern bil­de­te le­dig­lich den Zwi­schen­raum zwi­schen drei der mäch­ti­gen Stütz­pfei­ler, die die De­cken­wöl­bung der Ka­ta­kom­ben tru­gen;

and was backed by one of their cir­cum­scrib­ing walls of sol­id gran­ite.

ihre Rück­wand wur­de von ei­ner der mas­si­ven Gra­nit­mau­ern ge­bil­det.




It was in vain that For­tu­nato, up­lift­ing his dull torch, en­deav­oured to pry into the depth of the re­cess.

Ver­geb­lich hob For­tu­na­to sei­ne trü­be Fa­ckel, um in die Tie­fe der Höh­lung zu spä­hen.

Its ter­min­a­tion the feeble light did not en­able us to see.

Das schwa­che Licht ge­stat­te­te nicht, die Rück­wand zu er­bli­cken.




“Pro­ceed,” I said; “herein is the Amon­til­lado. As for Luchesi —”

»Geh wei­ter«, sag­te ich. »Hier drin ist der Amon­til­la­do. Üb­ri­gens könn­te Lu­che­si –«




“He is an ig­nora­mus,” in­ter­rup­ted my friend, as he stepped un­stead­ily for­ward, while I fol­lowed im­me­di­ately at his heels.

»Er ist ein Dumm­kopf«, fiel mir mein Freund ins Wort, wäh­rend er un­si­cher vor­wärts schritt; ich folg­te ihm auf den Fer­sen.

In an in­stant he had reached the ex­tremity of the niche, and find­ing his pro­gress ar­res­ted by the rock, stood stu­pidly be­wildered.

Einen Au­gen­blick spä­ter hat­te er das Ende der Höh­lung er­reicht; ver­dutzt stand er vor der Mau­er, die ihm Halt ge­bot.

A mo­ment more and I had fettered him to the gran­ite.

Und noch einen Au­gen­blick spä­ter hat­te ich ihn an den Gra­nit ge­fes­selt.

In its sur­face were two iron staples, dis­tant from each oth­er about two feet, ho­ri­zont­ally.

In der Mau­er be­fan­den sich auf glei­cher Höhe und in zwei Fuß Ent­fer­nung von­ein­an­der zwei Schließ­ha­ken;

From one of these de­pended a short chain, from the oth­er a pad­lock.

an ei­nem der­sel­ben hing eine kur­ze Ket­te, am an­dern ein Vor­le­ge­schloß.

Throw­ing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to se­cure it.

Ich warf die Ket­te um For­tu­na­tos Leib und be­fes­tig­te sie im Schloß. Das Gan­ze war das Werk we­ni­ger Se­kun­den.

He was too much astoun­ded to res­ist. With­draw­ing the key I stepped back from the re­cess.

Er war zu ver­blüfft, um Wi­der­stand ent­ge­gen­zu­set­zen. Ich zog den Schlüs­sel ab und trat aus der Ni­sche zu­rück.




“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you can­not help feel­ing the nitre. In­deed, it is very damp.

»Streich mit der Hand über die Mau­er«, sag­te ich. »Du wirst den Sal­pe­ter füh­len. Wahr­haf­tig, es ist be­denk­lich feucht dar­in.

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

Noch ein­mal: laß dich be­schwö­ren, um­zu­keh­ren! Nein? Dann muß ich dich wirk­lich ver­las­sen.

But I must first render you all the little at­ten­tions in my power.”

Aber zu­erst muß ich dir noch alle die klei­nen Auf­merk­sam­kei­ten er­wei­sen, die in mei­ner Macht ste­hen.«




“The Amon­til­lado!” ejac­u­lated my friend, not yet re­covered from his as­ton­ish­ment.

»Der Amon­til­la­do!« rief mein Freund, der sich von sei­nem Er­stau­nen noch nicht er­holt hat­te.




“True,” I replied; “the Amon­til­lado.”

»Wahr«, er­wi­der­te ich; »der Amon­til­la­do.«




As I said these words I busied my­self among the pile of bones of which I have be­fore spoken.

Bei die­sen Wor­ten mach­te ich mir am Kno­chen­hau­fen zu schaf­fen, von dem ich vor­hin ge­spro­chen habe.

Throw­ing them aside, I soon un­covered a quant­ity of build­ing stone and mor­tar.

Ich warf die Kno­chen bei­sei­te und leg­te bald eine An­zahl Bau­stei­ne und ein Häuf­chen Mör­tel bloß.

With these ma­ter­i­als and with the aid of my trow­el, I began vig­or­ously to wall up the en­trance of the niche.

Mit die­sen Ma­te­ria­li­en und mit Hil­fe der Mau­rer­kel­le be­gann ich, ei­lig den Ein­gang der Ni­sche zu­zu­mau­ern.




I had scarcely laid the first tier of the ma­sonry when I dis­covered that the in­tox­ic­a­tion of For­tu­nato had in a great meas­ure worn off.

Ich hat­te kaum die ers­te Rei­he des Mau­er­werks er­rich­tet, als ich ent­deck­te, daß For­tu­na­tos Be­trun­ken­heit sehr nach­ge­las­sen hat­te.

The earli­est in­dic­a­tion I had of this was a low moan­ing cry from the depth of the re­cess.

Das ers­te An­zei­chen da­für gab mir ein lei­ser kla­gen­der Schrei, der aus der Tie­fe der Höh­lung kam.

It was not the cry of a drunk­en man. There was then a long and ob­stin­ate si­lence.

Es war nicht der Schrei ei­nes Be­trun­ke­nen. Dann folg­te ein lan­ges ei­gen­sin­ni­ges Schwei­gen.

I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard the furi­ous vi­bra­tions of the chain.

Ich mau­er­te eine zwei­te Rei­he – und eine drit­te und vier­te; und dann hör­te ich das wü­ten­de Sto­ßen und Schwin­gen der fest­ge­spann­ten Ket­te.

The noise las­ted for sev­er­al minutes, dur­ing which, that I might hearken to it with the more sat­is­fac­tion, I ceased my la­bours and sat down upon the bones.

Das Ge­räusch dau­er­te meh­re­re Mi­nu­ten, wäh­rend wel­cher ich, um bes­ser lau­schen zu kön­nen, mei­ne Ar­beit ein­stell­te und mich auf den Kno­chen­hau­fen setz­te.

When at last the clank­ing sub­sided, I re­sumed the trow­el,

Als das has­ti­ge Klir­ren end­lich auf­hör­te, er­griff ich von neu­em die Kel­le

and fin­ished without in­ter­rup­tion the fifth, the sixth, and the sev­enth tier.

und vollen­de­te ohne Un­ter­bre­chung die fünf­te, die sechs­te und die sie­ben­te Rei­he.

The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast.

Der Wall war nun fast in glei­cher Höhe mit mei­ner Brust.

I again paused, and hold­ing the flam­beaux over the ma­son-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the fig­ure with­in.

Ich hielt von neu­em inne, hob die Fa­ckel über das Mau­er­werk und warf da­mit ein paar schwa­che Strah­len auf die Ge­stalt da drin­nen.




A suc­ces­sion of loud and shrill screams, burst­ing sud­denly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me vi­ol­ently back. For a brief mo­ment I hes­it­ated — I trembled.

Da stieß der Ge­fes­sel­te plötz­lich wil­de Schreie aus – vie­le lau­te gel­len­de Schreie, die mich zu­rück­tau­meln mach­ten. Einen Au­gen­blick zö­ger­te ich – zit­ter­te ich.

Un­sheath­ing my rapi­er, I began to grope with it about the re­cess; but the thought of an in­stant re­as­sured me.

Ich zog den De­gen und stach da­mit in das Dun­kel der Ni­sche hin­ein. Doch nach kur­z­er Über­le­gung be­ru­hig­te ich mich wie­der.

I placed my hand upon the sol­id fab­ric of the cata­combs, and felt sat­is­fied.

Ich leg­te die Hand auf das mas­si­ge Ge­mäu­er der Ka­ta­kom­ben und war be­frie­digt.

I re­approached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who clam­oured.

Ich trat wie­der an mei­ne Mau­er. Ich ant­wor­te­te auf das Ge­heul des Ru­fen­den.

I re-echoed — I aided — I sur­passed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clam­our­er grew still.

Ich ahm­te es nach – ver­stärk­te es – über­tön­te es. Das tat ich eine Wei­le, und der Schrei­er wur­de still.




It was now mid­night, and my task was draw­ing to a close. I had com­pleted the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier.

Es war jetzt Mit­ter­nacht, und mei­ne Ar­beit nah­te sich ih­rem Ende. Ich hat­te die ach­te, die neun­te und die zehn­te Rei­he vollen­det.

I had fin­ished a por­tion of the last and the el­ev­enth; there re­mained but a single stone to be fit­ted and plastered in.

Ich hat­te einen Teil der elf­ten und letz­ten Rei­he be­en­det; es blieb nur noch ein ein­zi­ger Stein ein­zu­set­zen und festz­u­mau­ern.

I struggled with its weight; I placed it par­tially in its destined po­s­i­tion.

Ich rang mit sei­nem Ge­wicht. Ich hob ihn an sei­nen Platz, konn­te ihm je­doch nicht so­gleich eine rich­ti­ge Lage ge­ben.

But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erec­ted the hairs upon my head.

Jetzt kam aus der Ni­sche ein lei­ses La­chen, das mir die Haa­re auf dem Kopf zu Ber­ge ste­hen mach­te.

It was suc­ceeded by a sad voice, which I had dif­fi­culty in re­cog­niz­ing as that of the noble For­tu­nato. The voice said —

Dann sprach eine trau­ri­ge Stim­me, die ich nur schwer als die Stim­me des ed­len For­tu­na­to er­ken­nen konn­te. Die Stim­me sag­te:




“Ha! ha! ha! — he! he! he! — a very good joke in­deed — an ex­cel­lent jest. We shall have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo — he! he! he! — over our wine — he! he! he!”

»Ha ha ha – he he – wahr­haf­tig ein gu­ter Spaß, wir wer­den im Pa­laz­zo noch oft dar­über la­chen – he he he – über un­sern Wein – he he he!«




“The Amon­til­lado!” I said.

»Den Amon­til­la­do!« sag­te ich.




“He! he! he! — he! he! he! — yes, the Amon­til­lado.

»He he he – he he he – ja, den Amon­til­la­do.

But is it not get­ting late? Will not they be await­ing us at the palazzo, the Lady For­tu­nato and the rest? Let us be gone.”

Aber ist es nicht schon spät? Wer­den sie uns nicht im Pa­laz­zo er­war­ten? Die Lady For­tu­na­to und die an­dern? Laß uns ge­hen.«




“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.”

»Ja«, sag­te ich, »laß uns ge­hen.«




“For the love of God, Montre­sor!”

»Bei der Lie­be Got­tes, Mon­tre­sor!«




“Yes,” I said, “for the love of God!”

»Ja«, sag­te ich, »bei der Lie­be Got­tes!«




But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew im­pa­tient. I called aloud —

Aber auf die­se Wor­te er­war­te­te ich ver­geb­lich eine Ant­wort. Ich wur­de un­ge­dul­dig, ich rief laut:




“For­tu­nato!”




No an­swer.

Kei­ne Ant­wort.

I called again —

Ich rief wie­der:




“For­tu­nato —”




No an­swer still.

Noch kei­ne Ant­wort.

I thrust a torch through the re­main­ing aper­ture and let it fall with­in. There came forth in reply only a jingling of the bells.

Ich nahm sei­ne Fa­ckel, stieß sie durch die Öff­nung und ließ sie drin­nen zu Bo­den fal­len. Als Ant­wort kam nur ein Klin­geln der Schel­len.

My heart grew sick on ac­count of the damp­ness of the cata­combs. I hastened to make an end of my la­bour.

Mein Herz wur­de schwer – in­fol­ge der Mo­der­luft in den Ka­ta­kom­ben. Ich be­eil­te mich, mei­ne Ar­beit zu be­en­den.

I forced the last stone into its po­s­i­tion; I plastered it up. Against the new ma­sonry I re-erec­ted the old ram­part of bones.

Ich zwang den letz­ten Stein in sei­ne rich­ti­ge Lage. Ich mau­er­te ihn ein. Ge­gen das neue Mau­er­werk türm­te ich den al­ten Kno­chen­wall auf.

For the half of a cen­tury no mor­tal has dis­turbed them. In pace re­qui­es­cat!

Seit ei­nem hal­b­en Jahr­hun­dert hat kein Sterb­li­cher ihn an­ge­rührt. In pace re­qui­es­cat!








THE thou­sand in­jur­ies of For­tu­nato I had borne as I best could, but when he ven­tured upon in­sult, I vowed re­venge. 
You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not sup­pose, however, that 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 pun­ish with im­pun­ity. 
A wrong is un­re­dressed when re­tri­bu­tion over­takes its re­dress­er. 
It is equally un­re­dressed when the avenger fails to make him­self felt as such to him who has done the wrong. 



It must be un­der­stood that neither by word nor deed had I giv­en For­tu­nato cause to doubt my good will. 
I con­tin­ued, as was my 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 wore mot­ley. 
He had on a tight-fit­ting parti-striped dress, and his head was sur­moun­ted by the con­ic­al cap and bells. 
I was so pleased to see him, that I thought I should nev­er have done wringing his hand. 



I said to him — “My dear For­tu­nato, you are luck­ily met. 
How re­mark­ably well you are look­ing to-day! But I have re­ceived a pipe of what passes for Amon­til­lado, and I have my doubts.” 



“How?” said he. “Amon­til­lado? A pipe? Im­possible! And in the middle of the car­ni­val!” 



“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full Amon­til­lado price without con­sult­ing you in the mat­ter. 
You were not to be found, and I was fear­ful of los­ing a bar­gain.” 



“Amon­til­lado!” 



“I have my doubts.” 



“Amon­til­lado!” 



“And I must sat­is­fy them.” 



“Amon­til­lado!” 



“As you are en­gaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any one has a crit­ic­al turn, it is he. He will tell me —” 



“Luchesi can­not tell Amon­til­lado from Sherry.” 



“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.” 



“Come, let us go.” 



“Whith­er?” 



“To your vaults.” 



“My friend, no; I will not im­pose upon your good nature. I per­ceive you have an en­gage­ment. 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 him­self 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 that led into the vaults. 
I passed down a long and wind­ing stair­case, re­quest­ing him to be cau­tious as he fol­lowed. 
We came at length to the foot of the des­cent, and stood to­geth­er 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 will 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 replied; “and, in­deed, I had no in­ten­tion of alarm­ing you un­ne­ces­sar­ily — but you should use all prop­er cau­tion. 
A draught of this Medoc will de­fend us from the damps.” 



Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fel­lows that lay upon the mould. 



“Drink,” I said, present­ing him the wine. 



He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nod­ded to me fa­mil­iarly, while his bells jingled. 



“I drink,” he said, “to the bur­ied that re­pose around us.” 



“And I to your long life.” 



He again took my arm, and we pro­ceeded. 



“These vaults,” he said, “are ex­tens­ive.” 



“The Montre­sors,” I replied, “were a great and nu­mer­ous fam­ily.” 



“I for­get your arms.” 



“A huge hu­man foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a ser­pent rampant whose fangs are im­bed­ded in the heel.” 



“And the motto?” 



“Nemo me im­pune la­ces­sit.” 



“Good!” he said. 



The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. 
We had passed through walls of piled 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 hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are be­low the river’s bed. 
The drops of mois­ture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough —” 



“It is noth­ing,” he said; “let us go on. But first, an­oth­er draught of the Medoc.” 



I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emp­tied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. 
He laughed and threw the bottle up­wards with a ges­tic­u­la­tion I did not un­der­stand. 



I looked at him in sur­prise. He re­peated the move­ment — a grot­esque one. 



“You do not com­pre­hend?” he said. 



“Not I,” I replied. 



“Then you are not of the broth­er­hood.” 



“How?” 



“You are not of the ma­sons.” 



“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.” 



“You? Im­possible! A ma­son?” 



“A ma­son,” I replied. 



“A sign,” he said, “a sign.” 



“It is this,” I answered, pro­du­cing a trow­el from be­neath the folds of my roquelaire. 



“You jest,” he ex­claimed, re­coil­ing a few paces. “But let us pro­ceed to the Amon­til­lado.” 



“Be it so,” I said, re­pla­cing the tool be­neath the cloak and again of­fer­ing him my arm. 
He leaned upon it heav­ily. We con­tin­ued our route in search of the Amon­til­lado. 
We passed through a range of low arches, des­cen­ded, passed on, and des­cend­ing again, ar­rived at a deep crypt, 
in which the foul­ness of the air caused our flam­beaux rather to glow than flame. 



At the most re­mote end of the crypt there ap­peared an­oth­er less spa­cious. 
Its walls had been lined with hu­man re­mains, piled to the vault over­head, in the fash­ion of the great cata­combs of Par­is. 
Three sides of this in­teri­or crypt were still or­na­men­ted in this man­ner. 
From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promis­cu­ously upon the earth, form­ing at one point a mound of some size. 
With­in the wall thus ex­posed by the dis­pla­cing of the bones, we per­ceived a still in­teri­or re­cess, 
in depth about four feet in width three, in height six or sev­en. 
It seemed to have been con­struc­ted for no es­pe­cial use with­in it­self, 
but formed merely the in­ter­val between two of the co­lossal sup­ports of the roof of the cata­combs, 
and was backed by one of their cir­cum­scrib­ing walls of sol­id gran­ite. 



It was in vain that For­tu­nato, up­lift­ing his dull torch, en­deav­oured to pry into the depth of the re­cess. 
Its ter­min­a­tion the feeble light did not en­able us to see. 



“Pro­ceed,” I said; “herein is the Amon­til­lado. As for Luchesi —” 



“He is an ig­nora­mus,” 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 pro­gress ar­res­ted by the rock, stood stu­pidly be­wildered. 
A mo­ment more and I had fettered him to the gran­ite. 
In its sur­face were two iron staples, dis­tant from each oth­er about two feet, ho­ri­zont­ally. 
From one of these de­pended a short chain, from the oth­er a pad­lock. 
Throw­ing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to se­cure it. 
He was too much astoun­ded to res­ist. With­draw­ing the key I stepped back from the re­cess. 



“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you can­not help feel­ing the nitre. In­deed, it is very damp. 
Once more let me im­plore you to re­turn. No? Then I must pos­it­ively leave you. 
But I must first render you all the little at­ten­tions in my power.” 



“The Amon­til­lado!” ejac­u­lated my friend, not yet re­covered from his as­ton­ish­ment. 



“True,” I replied; “the Amon­til­lado.” 



As I said these words I busied my­self among the pile of bones of which I have be­fore spoken. 
Throw­ing them aside, I soon un­covered a quant­ity of build­ing stone and mor­tar. 
With these ma­ter­i­als and with the aid of my trow­el, I began vig­or­ously to wall up the en­trance of the niche. 



I had scarcely laid the first tier of the ma­sonry when I dis­covered that the in­tox­ic­a­tion of For­tu­nato had in a great meas­ure worn off. 
The earli­est in­dic­a­tion I had of this was a low moan­ing cry from the depth of the re­cess. 
It was not the cry of a drunk­en man. There was then a long and ob­stin­ate si­lence. 
I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard the furi­ous vi­bra­tions of the chain. 
The noise las­ted for sev­er­al minutes, dur­ing which, that I might hearken to it with the more sat­is­fac­tion, I ceased my la­bours and sat down upon the bones. 
When at last the clank­ing sub­sided, I re­sumed the trow­el, 
and fin­ished without in­ter­rup­tion the fifth, the sixth, and the sev­enth tier. 
The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. 
I again paused, and hold­ing the flam­beaux over the ma­son-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the fig­ure with­in. 



A suc­ces­sion of loud and shrill screams, burst­ing sud­denly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me vi­ol­ently back. For a brief mo­ment I hes­it­ated — I trembled. 
Un­sheath­ing my rapi­er, I began to grope with it about the re­cess; but the thought of an in­stant re­as­sured me. 
I placed my hand upon the sol­id fab­ric of the cata­combs, and felt sat­is­fied. 
I re­approached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who clam­oured. 
I re-echoed — I aided — I sur­passed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clam­our­er grew still. 



It was now mid­night, and my task was draw­ing to a close. I had com­pleted the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. 
I had fin­ished a por­tion of the last and the el­ev­enth; there re­mained but a single stone to be fit­ted and plastered in. 
I struggled with its weight; I placed it par­tially in its destined po­s­i­tion. 
But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erec­ted the hairs upon my head. 
It was suc­ceeded by a sad voice, which I had dif­fi­culty in re­cog­niz­ing as that of the noble For­tu­nato. The voice said — 



“Ha! ha! ha! — he! he! he! — a very good joke in­deed — an ex­cel­lent jest. We shall have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo — he! he! he! — over our wine — he! he! he!” 



“The Amon­til­lado!” I said. 



“He! he! he! — he! he! he! — yes, the Amon­til­lado. 
But is it not get­ting late? Will not they be await­ing us at the palazzo, the Lady For­tu­nato and the rest? Let us be gone.” 



“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.” 



“For the love of God, Montre­sor!” 



“Yes,” I said, “for the love of God!” 



But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew im­pa­tient. I called aloud — 



“For­tu­nato!” 



No an­swer. 
I called again — 



“For­tu­nato —” 



No an­swer still. 
I thrust a torch through the re­main­ing aper­ture and let it fall with­in. There came forth in reply only a jingling of the bells. 
My heart grew sick on ac­count of the damp­ness of the cata­combs. I hastened to make an end of my la­bour. 
I forced the last stone into its po­s­i­tion; I plastered it up. Against the new ma­sonry I re-erec­ted the old ram­part of bones. 
For the half of a cen­tury no mor­tal has dis­turbed them. In pace re­qui­es­cat! 
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