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Walter Scott Story of fers

2 new conclusion to
Eigar Allen Poe’s
““Cask of .dmontillado’

The Sequel

OBERED on the instant—the pad-
lock bad clicked when )ontresor
passed the chain about my waist
and thus fastened me to. the
wall—I stood upright in the little
dungeon, the blood running cold in my

f

through the gloomy catacombs of his
ancestors and re-echoed along the wind-

mimadononply. Cold beads of fear
started from my - -brow as I strained
against the chain and listened .to_the
soft thud of the stones he was buildin
inmthoopeningwuukem‘ywmbm
the accompanving tinkle of his trowel.
Even then, I ired, perforce; the
ili.mme- with which he had secured

rev

It was the night of the carnival. He
had found me-in the strests, dazed with

y wine, and, pretending that he wanted

m rdpnnon.mkohhe , had
l’ my . staggering feet n;rt'o the
El.oony under his palazzo. And

hngmtm-inbthhw

L. Fortunato. to die walled

in by Montrerorl I cursed him and

his line. T wrenched at the chain with

ferocious strength, more eager to‘}n\'e
|
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hima by the thrvat than to be free to
live. I called upon all the saiuts and
particuiarly t0 my patron :aint. You
shail see that [ was not unbeird.

The wail :ﬂ'ew high—to his breast—
and in the light of his flambeau set
soniewhere in the wall outzide I could
see Montresor's sweating face as he la-
hored with the stones. _

~addeniv he thrust hiz torch throush
the opening. now no larger than his
neul—and to «deceive him I prostrated
myzelf upon the door and laughed the
laugh of a dving man.

[ heard the Aud of another stone. and
lonked up quickly. My tHambean had
died out: Montre:or's had Jisappeared.
And there was no openiag! I wasin a
tomb of stone!

Absolute darknesz surrounded me.
and the wall: s:eemed to pres in upon
me like icy blankets. And silence as
aosolute as the darkness reigned.

I le:ge«i w my feet. Silence! 8i-
lence. absolute silence. :ave for my own
labored breathing. Maria! Su
the mortar hardened ere I could throw
my weight against the poor wall he had
built. Then [ were loet! \

I called out aloud to mv holy saint.
Lucky It was that I had the bedily
strength of two. I strained‘upon the
chain wildly; I seized it in mv hands
and tore as it with savage determina-
tion. [ would nat die thus! In des-
peration. frantic with and fear, I
made one last violent, prodigious ef-
fort to free myself. with strength
enough t0 make the palazzo tremble.
and in that last great effort the staples
of the chain tore loose from the half-
rotten stone in which they were fast-
ened.

Hot tears of jov welled in my eves.
I vowed & hundred candles to the Vir
gin: but I could not then take time to
give thanks.

Threwing mrvzelf upon the wall Mon-
tresor had jnst reared. myv feet desper-
atelv hraced nn the rough floar, I fought
for libertx like a tiger. Heavens! It
gave/—the wall zove!

Tt vielded like a <tiff canvas aguinst *

the push of a hand. gave slowly, but
<sarelv—"- 1] ged ontward. then went

‘. heavv stupor, as drun

THE =SEQUEL

rumbling down! [ chrust myzelf
throurh the jagged orening into the
catacombs. I was free

What joy if Montresor had been
there, even though he wore his rapier
und I bad but my poinard!

It was very dark. and-vet I could see
a gleam of Tlight in the direction irom
which we had come. Montresor crazed
with the thought of sweet revenge. I
drunk with wine. I paused and thought.
Shouid I find him 1n the streets in this
gay time and siay him. No! I laughed
in:anely, vet clearly. Nol There was
a better thing to do.

With haste and no mean skill, I
builded up the wall anew. closing the
opening of what might bave been my
tomb—bhad I been a weak man—and

inst this new wail erected a rampart
old bones: then. thrusting the
dangiing ends of the chain within m
doublet. began to rewrace mry feet to
om. ‘

I struck my foot agxinst some small,
soft object. and halted with a start, [
leaned over. I had kicked aguinst
?ontreor’s mask, and I put it over my
ace.

2 1o enjoy the cormiral. bar ot wousd
gwWay 10 en) 3t
do oo hnrmuyto wear tIIm mna-k—n.nd;ht
served my. purpose. I passed throu
the. crvpt and walked back swifily and
steadily through the range of low arches
through which [ had come smaggering
to an awful doom. ,

Soon I was above in my false friend"s
rich suites in the cheerful glow of many
lichts. But all was quiet No ome
stirred. I was alone—asafe!

I went light-footed through the de
serted bouze—I could hear the .sheuts
and laughter of the merry people in the
street—nntil I came to the passage lead-
ing w the plaza.

There [ stopped. with the blood ramp-
ing through my veins.ike wildfire.
In this hall, in the corner upon a low
settee. lay Montresor. sprawling in a
k with wine as [
had been when I had trusifully entered
within his doors. 1 over his
body. Within my bosom was the dag-
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f" with, which I never part. And yet
let him lie there unharmed.

When I elbowed my way, masked,
through the square. it was twelve
Yelock. I was in time to keep my ap-

intment with his wifel I laughed.
Vhat a jest!

And Montressor’s wife was awaiting
me in the usual place. Such & beaut-
ful woman! I really loved her—and I
hoped ke did.

I was as clever as I was brave—I
indeed, an exceedingly clever man.
had seen my creditors pressing and all
things turning teward ruin, and that
was why I had converted ewerything
possible into gold and ious stones.

That night I crept unseen into my
own houss, from which my servants,
like Montreeor’s, had stolen away to en-
joy the carnival, and, securing all the
wealth I had secreted. wes up snd away,

.tenor, who disap

121

my chain astricken of by an obscure
armorer. [ have no doubt that my body-
servant was executed for the theft of my
fortune—as indeed he should have been
for watching my belongings so pooriy.
But I know not. )

Then we left the city while the streets
were atill crowded and gay—)Mon-
tresor’s wife and I—and went-to Eng-
land, where we have lived a long life
very happily. -

20 I heard a vague rumor that
Monuweesor believed his beautiful wife
had gone away with Giovanna, the
at about that
time. Baut it was not 0. As for Ladv

o may have guessed the
tru

And Montresor will:believe until he
dies that my bones lie cmmblinghi.: the
little in dungeon below his pe-




