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1: SparkNotes: Poeâ€™s Short Stories: â€œThe Black Catâ€• (), page 2
The Black Cat. by Edgar Allan Poe (published ) FOR the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen, I
neither expect nor solicit belief.

The fact that the Narrator would even wonder if his horrible story would ever be considered a "series of mere
household events," and the casual, almost off-handed way he contemplates his actions immediately informs
the reader that the opinion of the Narrator and the facts of the story he is relating may turn out to be something
completely different from what is first presented. He tells us in the beginning of the story that "tomorrow I die.
The fact that the Narrator is in jail and has been sentenced to death only adds to the irony of his musings. He
looks back on the events with "awe," yet thinks that others, sometime in the future, will understand and
sympathize with him, finding what he did not odd at all. In the end we know he will die because in the
beginning he has still, only hours before his death, come to terms and accepted responsibility for the
consequences of his actions. In the very first paragraph of the story he points the finger of blame at "these
events" which he claims "have terrifiedâ€” have torturedâ€”have destroyed me. As a reading of the story
quickly demonstrates, nothing could be farther from the truth. He dismisses his awful cat mutilation as a "vile
or silly action" committed, perhaps, like other foolish acts committed by "Man" "for no other reason than
because he knows he should not. His married life is a shambles and he lives, as we will learn later in the story,
with a murderous, suppressed rage. But he barely mentions his wife until the end, when, in fact, he kills her;
and he calmly goes about his daily life as if nothing were wrong, giving no hint that this peaceful facade is
about to crumble. In addition to his distorted sense regarding his relationships, the Narrator views his drinking
problem as some alien, outside force. He conveniently blames his alcoholism for his miserable behavior, as if
he had nothing to do with it himself. At the outset of the story he details his love of animals, describing his
"partiality for domestic pets" and goes on at length about his "friendship" with Pluto, the first black cat. He
goes on to blame "the Fiend Intemperance" which caused the "radical alteration" in his mood. Thus, he
remains the good-natured animal lover, pointing the finger at alcoholism instead of himself, thereby freeing
himself from any responsibility regarding the cat, or any of the events that follow. Preferring not to examine
his own motivations too closely, the Narrator adopts the attitude of a bewildered victim, acknowledging the
dreadful nature of his deeds, yet remaining aloof from them at the same time. When the satirist makes use of
irony, he pretends to take his opponents seriously, accepting their premises and values and methods of
reasoning in order to eventually to expose their absurdity. His lame reasoning and weak excuses become more
ludicrous as his actions become more vicious. But Poe does take his Narrator seriously, allowing him to reveal
himself as he desperately attempts to explain his awful behavior, hoping that someone will understand.
However, this, too, is treated in a sardonic fashion by Poe. The Narrator explains that his attitude towards his
wife and his beloved pets changed once he started drinking: I grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable,
more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife. At length,
I even offered her personal violence. He simply relates the facts and the consequences. Throughout the story,
Poe allows the Narrator to find excuses for his vilest deeds as the noose tightens around his neck. At the outset
of the story, the Narrator quickly shows himself to be something of a pompous egotist, placing himself in the
role of the observer as he describes his first cat, Pluto, in glowing terms, contrasting him to the "paltry
friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. He claims to love Pluto, but it is hard to believe that he really
means it. The Narrator says that "from my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my
disposition. But having admitted earlier that he is awaiting the sentence of death, and by making such a point
of his kind nature, the Narrator immediately becomes a suspicious character, and when seen in the context of
the entire story, a ridiculous figure. Here is this wife and cat killer piously describing his sweet nature. His
denial is frightening and funny at the same time. As the story proceeds, the Narrator continues to expose his
increasingly hostile feelings towards his cats. At that point, he declares the deed a "hideous murder," and not
an accident at all, as if it had been a crime he had been plotting all along. He never really says it was an
accident, yet he never admits having violent designs on his wife, either. The murder has been accomplished,
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and the reader should simply accept that fact. The Narrator turns his attention to a discussion of his excellent
masonry skills. Suspicious at first, the police, after questioning the Narrator and searching his home, find no
evidence of the missing wife. Finally satisfied, the inspectors are about to depart when the Narrator delays
them. Too nervous to fully realize that he was about to get away with the crime, the Narrator triumphantly
boasts about the wonderful construction of his house. His bragging, superior attitude, on display since the
beginning of the story when he was denigrating "mere Man," at this moment serves only to trip him up at a
critical time. His obnoxious arrogance coupled with his nervous guilt conspire to help expose the murder.
What, perhaps, brought him to this desperate stage, his pomposity and hidden rage, has now led to his
undoing. Although, to the end, the Narrator insists on blaming his misfortune on a source other than himself.
As he did with his alcoholism in the beginning, now at the end, he finds another scapegoat, this time the black
cat: I had walled the monster up within the tomb! But the ironic element that Poe employs takes the story in a
different direction, allowing the hidden character of the Narrator, and the truth of the situation to be revealed.
The black cat may have been the agent that was instrumental in his downfall, but it is the man himself who is
wholly responsible and Poe leaves little doubt of that. His guilt, self-hatred, and need for punishment are all
exposed when he bangs on the wall, prompting the black cat to howl, and revealing to the stunned policemen
the secret hidden behind the wall. University of Wisconsin Press.
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2: The Black Cat Summary by Edgar Allan Poe: Research Paper Examples - A Research Guide for Studen
The Black Cat. For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief.
Mad indeed would I be to expect it in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence.

Once again another excellent Dark Tales game. Scenes, music and mood is creepy and so is the mansion.
Another must-have game that can be replayed over the years with the Premature Burial. You have the clues
and you have your suspicions but finding the proof? Good graphics and music. Puzzles and minigames are
fine. One of the better games in the Dark Tales series. One of my favourite series, these are true to Poe in their
creepiness and subtleness. The artwork fits and the gloomy atmosphere is well-suited for the plot. Its simple
but beautiful in its simplicity. The Poe series never disappoints. Mark Davies has reported his wife Sarah,
missing for nearly two weeks and Detective Dupin has asked for your assistance once again. People around
town are beginning to believe that this is either a hoax or a haunting because people have actually seen Sarah
walking the streets with her beloved black cat more like creepy with that single red eye! I do have a few gripes
with the mechanics of this game, mainly in the fact that there is no hint button other than in a hidden object
scene, and the strategy guide and Collectors Edition extras is only available if you purchase the game.
Personally, I want to see what goodies are inside before I buy. There are no voiceovers, you will have to read a
lot of dialog boxes, and they sometimes get frustrating when you click on an item and the dialog box pops up
directly on top of the item you are trying to figure out what to do with, and you have to click the continue
button or click out of the zoomed in area and return to the area. Other than that this is a fantastic story, I loved
the graphics and the characters are very well drawn. The soundtracks are creepy and pleasant all rolled into
one! The Hidden Object Scenes are slightly interactive list finds requiring you to click to open drawers or
doors to expose more items. The Collectors Edition has wallpapers and soundtracks available as well as a
Strategy guide not available on demo and of course a bonus chapter. I think the strategy guide in the collectors
edition is a wise choice due to the lack of a hint or directional button, but I plan on checking out the Standard
Edition next, enjoy! I live the story, the graphics and the challenge level was great. I never tire of it. The
scenes are beautifully done. The story moves along nicely and I never get bored playing it. There are HO
scenes and things to find and do. This game, in my opinion, is a real keeper. Anyone who may think this is a
story about a cat is mistaken. The cat is a small part of the story. The bonus match 3 games at at the end can
keep me amused for an hour or more at a time. This time, the adventure takes you to a contraption-filled
mansion that was once home to an illusionist, and currently belongs to a man named Mark Davies. But all is
not as it seems, because a mysterious black cat keeps appearing Lots of genuinely scary moments in here, but
all in good fun. I loved the mansion where the game takes place. The music enhances the atmosphere without
being overwhelming, and the bonus chapter makes everything that much more deliciously creepy as you learn
what caused everything to go horribly wrong. I enjoy more hunting for clues than mostly HO and puzzles. All
the dark tales are good.
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3: The Black Cat (short story) - Wikipedia
The code has been copied to your clipboard. The URL has been copied to your clipboard We present the short story
"The Black Cat," by Edgar Allen Poe. The story was originally adapted and recorded.

The narrator in the story realizes his deteriorating mental condition and accepts the he needs to do something
about it before it is too late. The story revolves around guilt psychology and around a murderer who commits a
crime and is able to conceal his crime. However, the guilt feeling resulting from the crime pushes him to the
edge and he reveals himself. This paper will look at the theme of violence as contained in the story. At the
beginning of the story, the narrator lived happily with his pet cat and wife. Life seemed to go on smoothly
apart from minor incidences here and there. The unnamed narrator says that says that he started by getting
easily irritated even when around close friends. The narrator started by being verbally abusive towards his
wife every time they would have an argument. However, this did not last long and he started abusing his wife
physically. It was not his wife only who was subjected to violence by the narrator, but also his beloved cat. In
the beginning, the narrator loved the cat so much and spent majority of his time pampering it. The narrator
starts his violence towards animals by hanging his first cat, Pluto, after coming home drunk. Soon after,
another cat came to live with him, he also mistreats it Silverman The theme of violence in the story climaxes
when narrator kills his wife out of range. One point worth noting is that the narrator blames his violent act on
alcoholism. When he was not drunk, he was a caring and gentle person who treated people and animals with
tenderness. However, it is worth pointing out that towards the end of the story, the narrator no longer blames
his violent acts on alcohol but instead he blames on some supernatural power that grabbed him whenever he
was drunk. These animals included dogs, apes, and even donkeys. The theme of violence is also portrayed
when the narrator, realizing his mistake, turned on himself and started harming himself using the knife that he
always carried with him. The other theme in the story is that of loyalty. Before the narrator started drinking, he
was loyal to his wife and pet cat, Pluto. The theme of loyalty is also shown when the narrator gorges out the
eye of his cat. Despite the fact that his wife saw the kind of cruelty he had subjected the cat to, he still
remained loyal to him. Additionally, the theme of loyalty is portrayed by the cat itself. After the narrator
gouged out the eye of the cat, the cat still played with the narrator after the eye socked of the gouged eye had
healed. Under normal circumstances, the cat would have fled the home and relocated to another house away
from the brutality. Having difficulties with choosing your research topic? The deadlines are pressing and you
have no time to handle all your academic assignments? Get help from experienced and well-trained writers
holding a college or a PhD degree! We also offer proofreading and essay writing service. Click the button to
proceed!
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4: "The Black Cat"
A summary of "The Black Cat" () in Edgar Allan Poe's Poe's Short Stories. Learn exactly what happened in this chapter,
scene, or section of Poe's Short Stories and what it means. Perfect for acing essays, tests, and quizzes, as well as for
writing lesson plans.

Overview I like teaching this unit because I find that the subject matter is conducive to students doing a close
reading. The focus of this unit is to prepare students to look for specific elements in a literary work. Because
of the nature of Gothic Literature, students especially love looking for Gothic structures because of their love
of the macabre. It seems to be a rite of passage. I find that once they get accustomed to looking for elements
very closely I can transfer that practice to more complicated works. I want to make sure the vocabulary is the
same. Of course, students will have an opportunity to present their poems, which is a leftover from the prior
week. This is a great way to break up the block and encourage more student-centered activities. Daily
Language Practice 10 minutes In this section, I will put two sentences on the projector and ask students to look
for errors. I ask for volunteers or I pull popsicle sticks to call on students. We review the errors whole class. I
like to take the opportunity to ensure that we are all on the same page as far as terms and their meanings. I will
focus on the bleak setting, supernatural, the psychological disorder of the narrator, and the element of
violence. I will have students complete a guided reading check as they move through the story to ensure they
are getting the basic plot points. Following the completion of the story, students will complete a Gothic
Elements worksheet that asks them to identify Gothic elements that are present in the story and align them
with specific text in the work. Depending on time, this activity may be done for homework. I have included a
video to reinforce the story if time permits. Sometimes, Poe can be very rich in description and vocabulary. It
sometimes loses students. Depending on their aptitude, I may or may not show this clip. The class will take
notes on the projects and be ready to take an open notebook test on them when the presentations are complete.
I have passed out a Gothic Technique sheet that is generic in nature in that not all elements will fit. However,
students will look for the element that does fit and match it to a piece of text and complete the worksheet. We
will discuss this assignment the next day in class.
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5: Dark Tales: â„¢ Edgar Allan Poe's The Black Cat Walkthrough, Guide, & Tips | Big Fish
This is the Official Guide for Dark Tales: Edgar Allan Poe's The Black Cat, a chilling Hidden Object Puzzle Adventure!
Click on PLAY (A) to access the main chapters in the game.

Mad indeed would I be to expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I
not - and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would unburthen my soul. My
immediate purpose is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere
household events. In their consequences, these events have terrified - have tortured - have destroyed me. Yet I
will not attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented little but Horror - to many they will seem less
terrible than barroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm to the
common-place - some intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, which will
perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural
causes and effects. From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. My
tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond
of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my time,
and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew with my
growth, and in my manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who have
cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature
or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love
of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship
and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not
uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring
those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. This
latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In
speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent
allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was
ever serious upon this point - and I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it happens, just now,
to be remembered. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It was even with
difficulty that I could prevent him from following me through the streets. Our friendship lasted, in this
manner, for several years, during which my general temperament and character - through the instrumentality
of the Fiend Intemperance - had I blush to confess it experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day
by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use
intemperate language to my wife. At length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course, were
made to feel the change in my disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still
retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits,
the monkey, or even the dog, when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease
grew upon me - for what disease is like Alcohol! One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of
my haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him; when, in his fright at my
violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed
me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body and a more
than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-pocket a
pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket!
I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in
wine all memory of the deed. In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, it
is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual,
but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at
first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon
gave place to irritation. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives,
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than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the human heart - one of the indivisible primary
faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found
himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Have we
not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we
understand it to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. One morning, in cool
blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; - hung it with the tears streaming from
my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; - hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and because
I felt it had given me no reason of offence; - hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a sin - a
deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it - if such a thing wore possible - even
beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God. On the night of the day on
which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in
flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made
our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed
up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair. I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a
sequence of cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts - and
wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls,
with one exception, had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which
stood about the middle of the house, and against which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here,
in great measure, resisted the action of the fire - a fact which I attributed to its having been recently spread.
About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion
of it with very minute and eager attention. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas relief upon the white
surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly marvellous. When I first
beheld this apparition - for I could scarcely regard it as less - my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at
length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house.
Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the crowd - by some one of whom the
animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This had
probably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the
victim of my cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and
the ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it. Although I thus readily
accounted to my reason, if not altogether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the
less fail to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the
cat; and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse.
I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts which I now
habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to
supply its place. One night as I sat, half stupified, in a den of more than infamy, my attention was suddenly
drawn to some black object, reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum,
which constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead
for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the object
thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat - a very large one - fully as large as
Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his
body; but this cat had a large, although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the
breast. Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared
delighted with my notice. This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at once offered to
purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no claim to it - knew nothing of it - had never seen it before. I
continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I
permitted it to do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it
domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite with my wife. For my own part, I soon
found a dislike to it arising within me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but - I know not
how or why it was - its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees, these
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feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of
shame, and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I did
not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually - very gradually - I came to look
upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a
pestilence. What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on the morning after I brought
it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only
endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling
which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.
With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps
with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch
beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it
would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress,
clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet
withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly - let me confess it at once - by
absolute dread of the beast. This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil - and yet I should be at a loss
how otherwise to define it. My wife had called my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of
white hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference between the strange beast
and the one I had destroyed.
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6: The Poe Decoder - "The Black Cat"
Edgar Allan Poe's "The Black Cat" delivers all of the spooky elements that make a terrifying and haunting tale. This
particular dark short story combines fear and guilt with brutality and violence, ultimately leading to the murder of the
narrator's wife.

Mad indeed would I be to expect it in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet mad am I
notâ€”and very surely do I not dream. But tomorrow I die, and today I would unburthen my soul. My
immediate purpose is to place before the world plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere
household events. In their consequences these events have terrifiedâ€”have torturedâ€”have destroyed me. Yet
I will not attempt to expound them. To me they presented little but horrorâ€”to many they will seem less
terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm to the
commonplaceâ€”some intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, which will
perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural
causes and effects. From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. My
tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond
of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my time,
and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew with my
growth, and in my manhood I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who have
cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature
or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love
of a brute which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship
and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not
uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring
those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. This
latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In
speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent
allusion to the ancient popular notion which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was
ever serious upon this point, and I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it happens just now
to be remembered. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It was even with
difficulty that I could prevent him from following me through the streets. Our friendship lasted in this manner
for several years, during which my general temperament and characterâ€”through the instrumentality of the
Fiend Intemperanceâ€”had I blush to confess it experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by
day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use
intemperate language to my wife. At length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets of course were
made to feel the change in my disposition. I not only neglected but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still
retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits,
the monkey, or even the dog, when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease
grew upon meâ€”for what disease is like Alcohol! One night, returning home much intoxicated from one of
my haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him, when, in his fright at my
violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed
me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed at once to take its flight from my body, and a more
than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fiber of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-pocket a
penknife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I
blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in
wine all memory of the deed. In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, it
is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual,
but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left as to be at
first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon
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gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of Perverseness.
Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives than I am that
perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the human heartâ€”one of the indivisible primary faculties or
sentiments which gave direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself
committing a vile or a silly action for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Have we not a
perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we
understand it to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. One morning, in cool
blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; hung it with the tears streaming from
my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; hung it because I knew it had loved me, and because I felt
it had given me no reason of offence; hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a sinâ€”a
deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it, if such a thing were possible, even beyond
the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God. On the night of the day on which
this cruel deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames.
The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our
escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed up,
and I resigned myself forward to despair. I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause
and effect between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts, and wish not to leave even
a possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls with one exception had
fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about the middle of the
house, and against which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here in great measure resisted the
action of the fire, a fact which I attributed to its having recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were
collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with very minute and eager
attention. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas relief upon the white surface the figure of a gigantic cat.
The impression was given with an accuracy truly marvellous. When I first beheld this apparitionâ€”for I could
scarcely regard it as lessâ€”my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid.
The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire this garden
had been immediately filled by the crowd, by some one of whom the animal must have been cut from the tree
and thrown through an open window into my chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing
me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the
freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames and the ammonia from the carcass, had then
accomplished the portraiture as I saw it. Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to
my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail to make a deep impression upon my
fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat, and during this period there came back
into my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss of the
animal, and to look about me among the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented for another pet of the
same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its place. One night, as I sat
half-stupefied in a den of more than infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing
upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of gin or of rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the
apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now caused me
surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with
my hand. It was a black catâ€”a very large oneâ€”fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every
respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although
indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the breast. Upon my touching him he
immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then,
was the very creature of which I was in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person
made no claim to itâ€”knew nothing of itâ€”had never seen it before. I continued my caresses, and when I
prepared to go home the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so, occasionally
stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became
immediately a great favourite with my wife. For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me.
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This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated, butâ€”I know not how or why it wasâ€”its evident
fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees these feelings of disgust and annoyance
rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my
former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike or
otherwise violently ill-use it, but graduallyâ€”very graduallyâ€”I came to look upon it with unutterable
loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence as from the breath of a pestilence. What added, no doubt,
to my hatred of the beast was the discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had
been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have
already said, possessed in a high degree that humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait,
and the source of my simplest and purest pleasures. With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for
myself seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the
reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair or spring upon my knees, covering me
with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down,
or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber in this manner to my breast. At such times,
although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my
former crime, but chieflyâ€”let me confess it at onceâ€”by absolute dread of the beast. This dread was not
exactly a dread of physical evilâ€”and yet I should be at a loss how otherwise to define it.
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7: 'The Black Cat,' by Edgar Allan Poe
of 39 results for "the black cat edgar allen poe" Did you mean: the black cat edgar allan poe. Showing selected results.

Plot[ edit ] Illustration for "The Black Cat" by Aubrey Beardsley â€” The story is presented as a first-person
narrative using an unreliable narrator. He is a condemned man at the outset of the story. He and his wife have
many pets, including a large, beautiful black cat as described by the narrator named Pluto. This cat is
especially fond of the narrator and vice versa. Their mutual friendship lasts for several years, until the narrator
becomes an alcoholic. One night, after coming home completely intoxicated, he believes the cat to be avoiding
him. At first, the narrator is remorseful and regrets his cruelty. And then came, as if to my final and
irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of perverseness. That very night, his house mysteriously catches fire, forcing
the narrator, his wife and their servant to flee the premises. At first, this image deeply disturbs the narrator, but
gradually he determines a logical explanation for it, that someone outside had cut the cat from the tree and
thrown the dead creature into the bedroom to wake him during the fire. The narrator begins to miss Pluto and
hate himself for his actions, feeling guilty. Some time later, he finds a similar cat in a tavern. It is the same
size and color as the original and is even missing an eye. The narrator takes it home, but soon begins to fear
and loathe the creature, due to the fact that it amplifies his feeling of guilt. This terrifies and angers him more,
and he avoids the cat whenever possible. To conceal her body he removes bricks from a protrusion in the wall,
places her body there, and repairs the hole. The cat, which he intended to kill as well, has also gone missing.
This grants him the freedom to sleep, even with the burden of murder. On the last day of the investigation, the
narrator accompanies the police into the cellar. They still find nothing significant. A loud, inhuman wailing
sound fills the room. The terrified narrator is immediately shattered completely by this reminder of his crime,
which he had believed to be safe from discovery, and the appearance of the cat. As he words it: At the time,
the publication was using the temporary title United States Saturday Post. Near the beginning of the tale, the
narrator says he would be "mad indeed" if he should expect a reader to believe the story, implying that he has
already been accused of madness. Additionally, his failure to understand his excessive love of animals
foreshadows his inability to explain his motives for his actions. Poe owned a black cat. The writer of this
article is the owner of one of the most remarkable black cats in the world - and this is saying much; for it will
be remembered that black cats are all of them witches. The titular cat is named Pluto after the Roman god of
the Underworld. The alcohol pushes the narrator into fits of intemperance and violence, to the point at which
everything angers him â€” Pluto in particular, who is always by his side, becomes the malevolent witch who
haunts him even while avoiding his presence. Diazeugma emphasizes actions and makes the narrative swift
and brief. The Black Cat, â€”
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8: The Black Cat by Edgar Allan Poe
"The Black Cat" is an Edgar Allan Poe classic that belongs in everybody's collection. Its disturbing but very entertaining
and its one of those books that its hard to put down. Because its a short story, its easy to complete in one sit down.

A single sparkle indicates an interactive area in the game. A cluster of sparkles indicates a Hidden Object
Scene which will grant an inventory item upon completion. Certain Hidden Object Scenes will require you to
uncover hidden areas within the scene. Click on the Eye Icon, when it appears, to take a closer look at a
section, or to read valuable information regarding the game. The Hand Icon allows you to pick up inventory
items or explore certain areas. You will find an inventory item in each Hidden Object Scene, investigation site,
or after you solve a puzzle. Inventory Items can be used more than once and will remain in your inventory
until they are no longer of use. Inventory items will appear at the bottom of the scene E. Open your Journal F ,
in the lower right, to find clues and read part of the story. To use an inventory item, select the one you want to
use, drag it to the desired location, and click it into the spot in which you want it used. You can skip a
mini-game once the Skip Button fills. The Skip Button only appears in mini-game sections; it is located in the
lower right corner. You have unlimited hints in the game but you must wait for them to recharge between
uses. Zoom into the grid C in the lower right; click it to open it. Collect the RAG D in the lower left. Zoom
into the grid in the lower right C. Zoom into the left bench. Go through the gate. Zoom into the left window,
closest to the door. Click on the window and Madame Davies will appear. Exit the pop-up window and click
down twice. Zoom into the hotspot in the lower right. Return to the front of the Estate. Zoom into the front
door. Click on the ring to unlock the door. Go through the door. Play the Hidden Object Scene. Open the two
middle drawers. Look for the items on your list. Zoom into the right lion. Go in to the entryway in the lower
left. Play the Hidden Object Scene by the chair. Open the compartment on the right. Take any items on your
list. Zoom into the mirror. Wipe the mirror with the RAG until it shatters S. Go inside the Estate. Go into the
lower left entryway. Zoom into the right door. Go through the door to access the Entertainment Room. Return
to the Lobby. Zoom into the dresser on the left. Go outside the gate. Zoom into the hotspot by the right bench.
Return to the Entertainment Room. Zoom into the couch on the left. Take a closer look at the hole in the
ground. Slide the flowers on the board until each one is below its matching flower. Using the screenshot
numbers A , click on the flowers in the following order to solve the puzzle: Go through the door after the
puzzle has been solved. Click on the bottom of the cage three times to open the compartment below the cage.
Zoom into the grandfather clock. Click down and then zoom into the left door. Place the TILE on the lock to
trigger a puzzle. Slide the tiles around the board until they are next to their matching symbols on the right.
You can reset the puzzle by clicking the right lever. You can only move tiles to empty spaces. Please look at
the screenshots for step-by-step solutions. Slide the tiles around the board until they are next to their matching
symbols on the right D. You can only move a tile to an empty space. Exit the pop-up window and then zoom
into the safe in the lower right. Turn the dials from left to right to 7, 2, 8, and 4 G. Click on the handle to open
the safe. Return to the Atrium. Slide the tiles around until the positions of the colors mirror those in the
diagram on the right side of the screen. Click on a tile to move the surrounding tiles in a clockwise fashion.
Return to the Fireplace Room. Zoom into the window in the lower right. Return to the Lobby and zoom into
the back door. Open the lid on the right and zoom into it; take any items on your list M. The SAW will be
added to inventory. Click down and then go left. Click on the vase and the brick, marked in white; take any
items on your list. The GLUE will be added to inventory. Click on the rope on the windmill to remove it N.
Zoom into the top of the tree. Cut the branch with the SAW O. Go through the door on the left. Go through the
right door to reach the Pool Room. Open the cover on the left, marked in red; take any items on your list. The
GEAR will be added to inventory. Go outside and then zoom into the fountain on the right. Go back; the
cupboard will be on the ground. Zoom into the wooden boards on the left X. Remove the boards with the
SAW by cutting them several times. Zoom into the coffee table by the window. Place the long pole on the
short pole; fix them together with the glue. Zoom into the cobweb in the ceiling. Return to the fountain
outside. Return to the Pool Room. Open the panel on the left; take any items in your inventory. Zoom into the
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chest in the lower right. Click on the chest to trigger a puzzle. Use the code on the scrap to solve the puzzle.
Each number represents the number of drops each button has. Click on the items in the order shown in the
screenshot to solve the puzzle. Click down and then go through the left door. Zoom into the table on the right.
Rotate the pieces to mirror the image in the screenshot.
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9: Eleventh grade Lesson Edgar Allan Poe: "The Black Cat"
"The Black Cat" based by E.A Poe's story. Rob Green (The Bunker, House, The Trick), a special director for the genre
of horror and thriller, made this short movie to Poe's story.

The story was originally adapted and recorded by the U. Tomorrow I die, and today I want to tell the world
what happened and thus perhaps free my soul from the horrible weight which lies upon it. Listen, and you
shall hear how I have been destroyed. When I was a child, I had a natural goodness of soul which led me to
love animals â€” all kinds of animals, but especially those animals we call pets, animals which have learned to
live with men and share their homes with them. There is something in the love of these animals which speaks
directly to the heart of the man who has learned from experience how uncertain and changeable is the love of
other men. I was quite young when I married. You will understand the joy I felt to find that my wife shared
with me my love for animals. Quickly she got for us several pets of the most likeable kind. We had birds,
some goldfish, a fine dog, and a cat. The cat was a beautiful animal, of unusually large size, and entirely black.
I named the cat Pluto, and it was the pet I liked best. I alone fed it, and it followed me all around the house. It
was even with difficulty that I stopped it from following me through the streets. Our friendship lasted, in this
manner, for several years, during which, however, my own character became greatly changed. I began to drink
too much wine and other strong drinks. As the days passed I became less loving in my manner; I became
quick to anger; I forgot how to smile and laugh. My wife â€” yes, and my pets, too, all except the cat â€” were
made to feel the change in my character. One night I came home quite late from the inn, where I now spent
more and more time drinking. Walking with uncertain step, I made my way with effort into the house. As I
entered I saw â€” or thought I saw â€” that Pluto, the cat, was trying to stay out of my way, to avoid me. This
action, by an animal which I had thought still loved me, made me angry beyond reason. My soul seemed to fly
from my body. I took a small knife out of my coat and opened it. Then I took the poor animal by the neck and
with one quick movement I cut out one of its fear-filled eyes! Slowly the cat got well. The hole where its eye
had been was not a pretty thing to look at, it is true; but the cat no longer appeared to suffer any pain. As might
be expected, however, it ran from me in fear whenever I came near. Why should it not run? Yet this did not
fail to anger me. I felt growing inside myself a new feeling. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself
doing wrong, some evil thing for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Are not we humans at
all times pushed, ever driven in some unknown way to break the law just because we understand it to be the
law? I hung it there until it was dead. I hung it there with tears in my eyes, I hung it because I knew it had
loved me, because I felt it had given me no reason to hurt it, because I knew that my doing so was a wrong so
great, a sin so deadly that it would place my soul forever outside the reach of the love of God! That same
night, as I lay sleeping, I heard through my open window the cries of our neighbors. I jumped from my bed
and found that the entire house was filled with fire. It was only with great difficulty that my wife and I
escaped. And when we were out of the house, all we could do was stand and watch it burn to the ground. I
thought of the cat as I watched it burn, the cat whose dead body I had left hanging in the cellar. It seemed
almost that the cat had in some mysterious way caused the house to burn so that it could make me pay for my
evil act, so that it could take revenge upon me. Months went by, and I could not drive the thought of the cat
out of my mind. One night I sat in the inn, drinking as usual. In the corner I saw a dark object that I had not
seen before. I went over to see what it could be. It was a cat, a cat almost exactly like Pluto. I touched it with
my hand and petted it, passing my hand softly along its back. The cat rose and pushed its back against my
hand. Suddenly, I realized that I wanted the cat. I offered to buy it from the innkeeper, but he claimed he had
never seen the animal before. As I left the inn, it followed me, and I allowed it to do so. It soon became a pet
of both my wife and myself. The morning after I brought it home, however, I discovered that this cat, like
Pluto, had only one eye. How was it possible that I had not noticed this the night before? This fact only made
my wife love the cat more. But I myself found a feeling of dislike growing in me. My growing dislike of the
animal only seemed to increase its love for me. It followed me, followed me everywhere, always. When I sat,
it lay down under my chair. When I stood up it got between my feet and nearly made me fall. Wherever I
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went, it was always there. At night, I dreamed of it. And I began to hate that cat! One day my wife called to
me from the cellar of the old building where we were now forced to live. As I went down the stairs, the cat,
following me as always, ran under my feet and nearly threw me down. In sudden anger, I took a knife and
struck wildly at the cat. Quickly my wife put out her hand and stopped my arm. She fell to the floor and died
without a sound. I spent a few moments looking for the cat, but it was gone. And I had other things to do, for I
knew I must do something with the body, and quickly. Suddenly, I noted a place in the wall of the cellar where
stones had been added to the wall to cover an old fireplace which was no longer wanted. The walls were not
very strongly built, and I found I could easily take down those stones. Behind them there was, as I knew there
must be, a hole just big enough to hold the body. With much effort I put the body in and carefully put the
stones back in their place. I was pleased to see that it was quite impossible for anyone to know that a single
stone had been moved. Still there was no cat. A few people came and asked about my wife, but I answered
them easily. Then one day several officers of the police came. Certain that they could find nothing, I asked
them in and went with them as they searched. Finally, they searched the cellar from end to end. I watched
them quietly, and, as I expected, they noticed nothing. But as they started up the stairs again, I felt myself
driven by some unknown inner force to let them know, to make them know, that I had won the battle.
Immediately I felt a cold feeling up and down my back as we heard coming out of the wall itself a horrible cry.
For one short moment, the officers stood looking at each other. Then quickly they began to pick at the stones,
and in a short time they saw before them the body of my wife, black with dried blood and smelling of decay.
Download a lesson plan to use with this story here. What do you do when you are so angry you feel you might
hurt your friends or loved ones? How can violence be avoided? Let us know in the comments section or on our
Facebook page.
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