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ABSTRACT

This thesis is entitled “Semiotic Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories”, a research about semiotic codes by Roland Barthes. This research represents the results of Barthes’ Five Codes in three Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories. The main theory used in supporting this research is a theory of semiotic codes as proposed by Roland Barthes (1974). To support this research, the researcher applies descriptive qualitative method since the data of this research are in forms of words, phrases, clauses, and sentences in the horror short stories titled, “Berenice”, “The Tell-Tale Heart”, and “The Mask of Red Death”, by Edgar Allan Poe. The results of this research indicate that there are Barthes’ five codes found in the selected horror short stories of Edgar Allan Poe, the five codes are such as: Hermeneutic Code, Proairetic Code, Semantic Code, Symbolic Code, and Cultural Code.
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ABSTRAK

Thesis ini berjudul Kode Semiotik dalam Cerita Pendek Horor Edgar Allan Poe, adalah penelitian tentang kode semiotic dari Roland Barthes. Penelitian ini merepresentasikan hasil-hasil dari Lima Kode Barthes di dalam cerita pendek horor Edgar Allan Poe. Teori utama yang digunakan untuk mendukung penelitian ini ialah teori kode semiotic yang dikemukakan oleh Roland Barthes (1974). Untuk mendukung penelitian ini, peneliti menggunakan metode deskriptif kualitatif karena data pada penelitian ini berbentuk kata-kata, frasa-frasa, klausa-klausa, dan kalimat-kalimat di dalam cerita pendek horor berjudul, “Berenice”, “The Tell-Tale Heart”, dan “The Mask of Red Death”, oleh Edgar Allan Poe. Hasil dari penelitian ini mengindikasikan bahwa adanya lima kode Barthes ditemukan di dalam cerita pendek horor pilihan yang ditulis oleh Edgar Allan Poe, seperti: Kode Hermeneutik, Kode Proairetik, Kode Semantik, Kode Simbolik, dan Kode Budaya.

Kata-Kata Kunci: Cerita Pendek Horor Pilihan, Lima Kode Barthes, Kode Semiotik, Edgar Allan Poe

TABLE OF CONTENTS

ABSTRACT	i
ABSTRAK	ii
TABLE OF CONTENTS	iii
TABLE OF CONTENTS	iv
TABLE OF ABBREVIATIONS/SYMBOLS	v
LIST OF TABLES 	vi
LIST OF SCHEMES .............................................................................................................vii
CHAPTER I INTRODUCTION	1
1.1 The Background of the Research	1
1.2 The Problems of the Research	4
1.3 The Objectives of the Research 	5
1.4 The Scopes of the Research 	5
1.5 The Significances of the Research 	5
CHAPTER II REVIEW OF LITERATURE	6
2.1 Semiotics 	6
2.2 Roland Barthes’ Five Codes 	7
2.3 Short Stories 	9
2.4 Related Studies 	10
2.5 Conceptual Framework 	12
CHAPTER III RESEARCH METHODOLOGY 	...................................................13
3.1 Research Design 	13
3.2 Data and Source of Data 	13
3.3 Data Collection 	14
3.4 Technique of Data Analysis 	15
3.4.1 Data Collection..............................................................................................................15
	3.4.2 Data Condensation...................................................................................15
           	3.4.3 Data Display.............................................................................................17
 3.4.4 Verification and Data Drawing.....................................................................................18
CHAPTER IV ANALYSIS AND FINDINGS 	.19
4.1 Berenice (1835)	19
4.1.1 Hermeneutic Codes in Berenice (1835)	26
4.1.2 Proairetic Codes in Berenice (1835)	27
4.1.3 Semantic Codes in Berenice (1835)..............................................................................27
4.1.4 Symbolic Codes in Berenice  (1835).............................................................................28
4.1.5 Cultural Codes in Berenice (1835)	28
4.2. The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)………………………………………………………...…..29
4.2.1 Hermeneutic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)……….………………….………29
4.2.2 Proairetic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)………………...................................32
4.2.3 Semantic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)………………....................................33
4.2.4 Symbolic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)………………………………….…...33
4.2.5 Cultural Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)……………………………….……….34
4.3 The Mask of the Red Death (1850)…………………………………………………..….34
4.3.1 Hermeneutic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)…………………………...37
4.3.2 Proairetic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)………………..……...……...37
4.3.3 Semantic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)………………………………38
4.3.4 Symbolic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)……………………………...39
4.3.5 Cultural Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)…...…………………………...39
4.4 Findings…………………………………………………………………………,….…..40
4.4.1 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories Berenice (1835)…………………………………………………………………………………...……40
4.4.2 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)……………………………………………………………………………..…...41
4.4.3 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories The Masque of the Red Death (1850)……………………………………………………………………...…42
CHAPTER V CONCLUSIONS AND SUGGESTIONS 	44
5.1 Conclusions 	44
5.2 Suggestions 	44
REFERENCES 	45
REFERENCES 	46
APPENDICES 	47



TABLE OF ABBREVIATIONS/SYMBOLS

	ABBREVIATIONS/SYMBOLS
	MEANING OF ABBREVIATIONS/SYMBOLS

	HER
	Hermeneutical Codes

	ACT
	Proaeretic Codes

	SEM
	Semantic Codes

	SYM
	Symbolic Codes

	REF
	Cultural Codes






LIST OF TABLES
Table 3.4.3 Data Display of Analysis of Barthes’ Five Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s  Selected Horror Short Stories……………………………………………………………..17
Table 4.4.1 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
Berenice (1835)…………………………………………………….……………41
Table 4.4.2 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)………………………….…………………………..42
Table 4.4.3 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
The Masque of the Red Death (1850)………………….………………………..43


LIST OF SCHEMES 
Scheme 2.1 Conceptual Framework of the Research……………………………..………...12
Scheme 3.4 Component of Data Analysis Interactive Model (Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña: 2014)…………………………………………………………………………...15







CHAPTER I 
INTRODUCTION 

1.1 The Background of the Research
The study of semiotic code has become an important aspect of this research to identify and realize Barthes’ five codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories, as they contain plenty of hidden meanings. For example, in one of the selected horror short stories, The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), a short story that talks about a murderer’s guilt, in the first paragraph, “I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind?”, is identified to be hermeneutic code, because hemeneutic code refers to any element of a story that is not fully explained and hence becomes a mystery to the reader, also the full truth is often avoided, and the purpose of the author in this is typically to keep the audience guessing, and the quotation above is realized to be hermeneutic code, because it makes a reader guess of whom does he talk to, when in fact, in the short story, he actually talks with  himself.
Linguistics and literature have a tight connection or relation for each other, as linguistics studies language as an object of scientific inquiry, literature uses language as a medium for producing works of art. A linguist and a literary scholar could both study a poem, but the linguist would focus on its form, content, and structures, while a literary scholar would focus on its metrical and alliterative attributes. Linguistics encompasses knowledges of a language that relate to literature. If linguistics discusses about how language is formed, then literature has a role in designing or decorating the language more beautifully made or arranged. Besides, literature has great function in developing human’s feelings, ideas, and interests. Literature also functions to contribute values of human lives. In education program, literature may give significant contribution for students’ development and knowledge. The contribution of literature in education covers intrinsic values and extrinsic values. The intrinsic values are the reward of a lifetime of wide reading recognizable in the truly literate person while the intrinsic values facilitate the development of language skills and knowledge. 
Literature is well written, and poetically has meanings, instead, linguistics is a structure that contains within literature. Semiotics is a branch of linguistic study that deals with how symbols and signs are interpreted, yet, semantics is a branch linguistic study that deals with how language are interpreted. In linguistics, semiotics is more into the meaning of a visual, yet, semantics is more into the meaning of language, like texts or sentences. Which means, semantics is more likely to be found within short stories or novels. As previously stated that linguistics and literature have a tight connection or relation for each other, the point is that we can find linguistic elements in a literature, and we can find literature elements in linguistics. Literature is identic with beautifully or well written language within romantic stories, hence so many people love literature, but do not get mistaken, within horror stories, there are also symbolic meanings, which are likely to be found within Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories.
Edgar Allan Poe was an American writer, editor, and literary critic that is best known for his poetry and short stories, particularly his tales of mystery and the macabre. Edgar Allan Poe has a unique and dark way of writing. His mysterious style of writing appeals to emotion and drama. Poe’s most impressionable works of fiction are gothic. His stories tend to have the same recurring theme of either death, lost love or both. Making horror short stories is Edgar Allan Poe’s forte. He is the best in writing horror short stories because his short stories can bring the readers into his perfect imagination. Details are written and provided perfectly that the mind of the readers can imagine being in the story. Edgar Allan Poe has so many famous horror short stories, and those make him the best in horror short stories, hence the researcher chooses him instead of any other horror short story writers. Edgar Allan Poe tends to present hidden meanings and puzzles within his short stories in purpose to deliver messages to his readers and also to make his short stories more entertaining and exciting. Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories are able to make the readers give assumptions, guesses, and predictions, which any of those are frequently different from other common horror short stories that we would expect. Our expectations on a horror short story usually go about ghosts, vampires, zombies, and other scary creatures, yet Edgar Allan Poe gives us more than that, he gives us realism through his horror short stories.
Horror stories are spooky, creepy, and terrifying, but many people still enjoy them. Tartakovsky (2018), in her article states that why some people love horror movies while others hate them retrieved from psychcentral.com due to some reasons. People love horror movies because of the excitation transfer process, different adrenaline rush, and getting real-like fantasy.
Horror stories are proven to exist in Edgar Allan Poe’s era, because he is a famous writer, and is famous for his horror and gloomy stories, hence many people love his works. Many horror stories are adapted into movies. Throughout the years, a lot of horror movies are released and have a good rating in the market. Glenn Walters (2004) an article in Media Psychology journal that horror movies have three elements that excite their viewers, which are offering surprising sensation and mystery, these two have relevant elements that can be related to personal experience, culture, and fear of death. The last thing is unrealism. Haidt, McCauley, and Rozin (1994) in an article about personality and individualism differences, are three experts who conducted research about movie documentary that make people nauseous. The viewers are asked to watch three movies about cows beheading, monkey beating, then eating the brain of the monkey, and facial operation. Nearly 90% of them are unable to continue watching them and they say that they are better to watch horror movies. After further research, it turns out that people prefer horror stories than horror movies because fiction stories give control to its readers, making sure that they are just a story. Horror movie or anything contains the genre of horror tries to drag out emotions, such as fear and terror to its audience.
A part of Poe's greatness lies in the diversity of his creativity, and everything he wrote carries with it the distinctive trademark that would identify it as being a work by Edgar Allan Poe. Poe assumed that any man, at any given moment, is capable of performing the most irrational and horrible act imaginable; every mind, he believed, is capable of falling into madness at any given moment. Thus, his stories deal with those subconscious mental activities which cause a person who leads a so-called normal existence to suddenly change and perform drastic, horrible deeds.
There are two previous researches on Edgar Allan Poe’s short story. First, a research by Masyita (2016), who analyzed the Indonesian translated collocation of Edgar Allan Poe’s short story. The research is focused on analyzing the Indonesian translated collocations of Edgar Allan Poe's short story The Black Cat. The purpose of the research is to find the collocations in the short story and to analyze whether the English collocations are also translated as collocations in the target language. Second, a research which conducted by Fa (2017) was about the usage of deixis in Edgar Allan Poe’s short story. The purposes of the research are to investigate the deixis found in Edgar Allan Poe’s short story The Mask of the Red Death and to identify the types of the deixis used in Edgar Allan Poe’s short story The Mask of the Red Death.
This research is different from those two previous researches on Edgar Allan Poe’s works, in terms of theory. People tend not to realize Barthes’ five codes have been in literary works, especially in Edgar Allan Poe’s short stories. The five codes of Barthes allow readers to see any literary work not just as a single narrative line but as a constellation or a group of meanings. Hence, in this research, the researcher will analyze how Barthes’ five codes theory is identified and realized in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories. Roland Barthes’ theory is one semiotic theories that deals with codes. Barthes proposes a theory of five codes that helps the reader to unfold and understand a narrative, like short story, into several meanings. Barthes (1974), identifies five different kinds of semiotic elements that are common to all texts. He gathers these signifiers into five codes, they are hermeneutic code, proairetic code, semantic code, symbolic code, and cultural code.

1.2 The Problems of the Research
		In this research, the researcher tries to analyze some problems, which are: 
1. What are the semiotic codes found in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories?
2. How are the semiotic codes realized in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories?


1.3 	The Objectives of the Research
	Based on the problems that the researcher explained above, the objectives of this
research, such as: 
1. To identify the semiotic codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories.
2. To describe how the semiotic codes are realized in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories.

1.4 	The Scopes of the Research
	To analyze this research, the researcher only focuses and discusses about the analysis of  five codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories using the semiotic theory as proposed by Roland Barthes. In this research, the researcher analyzes three of the selected horror short stories authored by Edgar Allan Poe, they are:
· Berenice (1835)
· The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
· The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
Edgar Allan Poe has written a lot of literary works, such as short story and poems, and he has written over eighty short stories. The reasons why the researcher chooses only three short stories above among the rest of Edgar Allan Poe’s short stories are because they are Edgar Allan Poe’s most famous, most selling, most read, and most high-rated short stories. Also, the three short stories above contain plenty of hidden meanings which could be unveiled by using Barthes’ five codes theory.

1.5 	The Significances of the Research
The researcher hopes that this research will be able to benefit the readers theoretically and practically. Theoretically, this research is able to be used as a reference in a scientific writing, especially about a research related to Semiotics, Barthes’ five codes. The reader can also know the kinds of branch of linguistics. As practically, the researcher hopes by this study, beginners can apply semiotic codes into their writing or their literary work. 
CHAPTER II
REVIEW OF LITERATURE 

2.1	Semiotics
	The core unit of semiotics is the sign, a fusion of form and meaning (Kress: 2010). Semiotics is a broad diverse field that involves the study of multiple kinds of signs conveyed via varied channels and media, of socially-organized and evolutionarily-generated sign systems, and of the conditions of signification or semiosis i.e., the processes of making meaning from signs (Prior: 2014).
	Saussure, one of the theorists in Semiotics (1857-1913) founded semiology early in the 20th century, as well as linguistics, as a science which studies the role of signs as part of social life. The origins of semiotics can be linked to structuralism, which also has its origins in Saussure’s thinking.
	Semiotics is concerned with everything that can be taken as a sign. A sign is something that represents or stands for something else in the mind of someone. A sign is composed in the first instance of an expression, suchas word, sound, or symbol, and a content, or something that is seen as completing themeaning of the expression (Hjemslev, 1961). For example, a lily is an expression linked conventionally with death, Easter, and resurrection as a context. Smoke is linked to cigarettes and to cancer, and Marilyn Monroe to sex. Not only signs in pictures, some signs also contain in written text, for example Barthes codes in short story.
2.2 	Roland Barthes’ Five Codes
	Roland Barthes (1974) identifies five different kinds of semiotic elements that are common to all texts. He gathers these signifiers into five codes: Hermeneutic, Proairetic, Semantic, Symbolic, and Cultural. 
	The term codes can be misleading. Rather than a set of rules for how a text should be interpreted, Barthes’s codes are a perspective from which you can view a text. Reading a text with the five codes in mind is like looking at an image through a series of coloured lenses. The image remains the same but your impression of it changes.
1. The Hermeneutic Code (HER) 
[bookmark: pro]The Hermeneutic Code refers to any element of the story that is not fully explained and hence becomes a mystery to the reader. The full truth is often avoided. The purpose of the author in this is typically to keep the audience guessing, arresting the enigma, until the final scenes when all is revealed and all loose ends are tied off and closure is achieved. For example:
· Snares		: deliberately avoiding the truth.
· Equivocations	: partial or incomplete answers.
· Jammings		: openly acknowledge that there is no answer to a problem.
· A person vanishes into thin air for no apparent reason.
· A hero or a protagonist appears to be killed, but not really.
· Most detectives stories are built almost entirely on hermeneutic codes.

2. The Proairetic Code (ACT)
The Proairetic Code also builds tension, referring to any other action or event that indicates something else is going to happen, and which hence gets the reader guessing as to what will happen next. For example:
· A person walks or appears into a scene.
· A tile falls off the roof of a building.

Here is an example with a sentence:
· John goes to the hospital as soon as Mary hears the news about her sister injured. Here, the readers are able to guess as to what will happen next. This makes the story more interesting to the readers as the readers feel they can take part of guessing or predicting of what will happen next. Maybe Mary and John will meet, or maybe John gets an accident which will cause Mary to be unable to meet John at the hospital.
The Hermeneutic and Proairetic Codes work as a pair to develop the story's tensions and keep the reader interested. Barthes described them as:
"...dependent on ... two sequential codes: the revelation of truth and the coordination of the actions represented: there is the same constraint in the gradual order of melody and in the equally gradual order of the narrative sequence."

3. The Semantic Code (SEM)
This code refers to connotation within the story that gives additional meaning over the basic denotative meaning of the word. It is by the use of extended meaning that can be applied to words that authors can paint rich pictures with relatively limited text and the way they do this is a common indication of their writing skills. For example:
· [bookmark: sym]Haunted house: the readers can picture already how the haunted house is, such as inhabited, abandoned, no one takes care of it, ashes everywhere, and many else. Instead of writing a long sentence just to describe the haunted house, which the readers can actually picture or imagine how it is.

4. The Symbolic Code (SYM)
This is similar to the Semantic Code, but acts at a wider level, organizing semantic meanings into broader and deeper sets of meaning. This is typically done in the use of antithesis, where new meaning arises out of opposing and conflict ideas. Antithesis is a figure of speech in which an opposition or contrast of ideas is expressed by parallelism of words that are the opposites, for example:
· They may have taken our blood, but they will never take our freedom.
· Write quickly and you will never write well; write well and you will soon write quickly.
· That’s one small step for a man, but one giant leap for mankind.

5. [bookmark: cul]The Cultural Code (REF)
This code refers to anything that is founded on some kind of canonical works that cannot be challenged and is assumed to be a foundation for truth. Typically this involves either science or religion, although other canons such as magical truths may be used in fantasy stories. The Gnomic Code is a cultural code that particularly refers to sayings, proverbs, cliches, and other common meaning-giving word sets. For example:
· Thor is the son of Odin who are blessed with the power of thunder.
· Zeus is one of the Olympian Gods who possesses the strongest power.
These both are referred to Nordic and Greek cultures. Other examples can also be their cultural sayings or proverbs.

2.3 	Short Stories 
[bookmark: sem]	Short story, brief fictional prose narrative that is shorter than a novel and that usually deals with only a few characters. The short story is usually concerned with a single effect conveyed in only one or a few significant episodes or scenes. The form encourages economy of setting, concise narrative, and the omission of a complex plot; character is disclosed in action and dramatic encounter but is seldom fully developed. Despite its relatively limited scope, though, a short story is often judged by its ability to provide a “complete” or satisfying treatment of its characters and subject. The short stories used are written by Edgar Allan Poe because he is a very famous and popular horror short story writer until now even though he has passed away, but his works are still going.

2.4 	Related Studies 
	To support this research, the researcher uses some journals, books, and internet resource to support this research. Besides that, the researcher also takes some relevants studies from previous research to find the differences among the researches.
	Purwanti (2013), in his research, examined Tennessee Williams’ The Glass Menagerie based on Roland Barthes’ five codes. The research contributes to this research by helping the researcher understand the meaning of the text, the theme, and the story based on Barthes’ five codes. This thesis uses the same theory as the researcher’s research. The result of the thesis shows that The Glass Menagerie is rich with the proairetic, hermeneutic, cultural, semantic and symbolic code of Roland Barthes.
	Zaib and Mashori (2014), in their research, did a post-structural analysis on Shahraz’ Story A Pair of Jeans. The research contributes to this research by helping the researcher understand the hidden voices or codes hidden within the story A Pair of Jeans by using Barthes’ five codes. The article aims to decode the hidden voices of the target story and follows Barthes’ theoretical framework as ‘text is a galaxy of signifiers that can be unfolded and understood through the application of five codes, namely: proairetic, hermeneutic, semantic, symbolic, and cultural, on it.’ Relying on text-based analysis, the research journal, study, shows that the target story has several words and dialogues that have multiple meanings. There are certain referential (Cultural Code) words including sari, shawl, duppata, etc., these are things known that represent India, which share the cultural knowledge or code.
	Ikhwanudien (2014), in his research, analyzed about the interpretation of Gus Jakfar Story by Gus Mus by using Barthes’ five codes. The research contributes to this research by showing how Barthes’ codes theory is applied, and showing how to recognize well about Barthes’ five codes theory.
	Booryazadeh (2014), in his research, analyzed about an intertextual reading of Araby by James Joyce by using semiotic codes of Barthes. The research contributes to this research by showing how Barthes’ codes theory is applied, and showing how to identify the semiotic codes of Barthes.
	Novak (1997), in his research, analyzed The Fiddler’s Child by Janacek using Barthes’ codes as a technique for the analysis of programmatic music. The research contributes to this research by showing how Barthes’ codes theory is applied, and showing how to identify the semiotic codes of Barthes.
	Tohar, Asaf, Kainan, and Shahar (2007), in their research, analyzed about an alternative approach for personal narrative interpretation. The research contributes to this research by showing how Barthes’ semiotic codes theory is applied, and showing a new way of analyzing personal stories by using the semiotic codes of Barthes.
	

2.5 	Conceptual Framework 
	The researcher uses Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories as the data, and the researcher uses semiotic codes in analyzing the data. The semiotic codes are from Barthes’ five codes, they are hermeneutic code, proairetic code, semantic code, symbolic code, and cultural code. In the research, the researcher identifies and realizes Barthes’ five codes in  Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories.
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Scheme 2.1 Conceptual Framework of the Research

CHAPTER III
RESEARCH METHODOLOGY 

Based on the explanation in the previous chapters, this chapter focused on research metholodogy, which meant how the researcher searched the data, got the source of the data, collected the data, and analyzed the data. Research methodology was an important step to know the way the researcher analyzed the data and made the framework.

3.1 	Research Design 
	To analyze the data, the researcher used the descriptive qualitative research. The researcher used interactive model by Miles, Huberman, and Saldana (2014). Qualitative research was well suited for understanding phenomena within their context, uncovering links among concepts and behaviors, and generating and refining model (Miles, Huberman, and Saldana, 2014). In the handbook of qualitative research Denzin and Lincoln (2005) described qualitative research as involving “… an interpretive naturalistic approach to the world. This meant that qualitative researchers studied things in their natural settings, attempting to make sense of or interpret phenomena in terms of the meanings people bring to them.” 
The results of qualitative methods were more descriptive and the inferences could be drawn quite easily from the data that was obtained. The reason why the researcher chose this method to analyze the data was because it was more suitable with the data, which were Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories that did not need any numerical or counting process when analyzing it. As the data of this research contained words, therefore it was not suitable to use quantitative method. 

3.2 	Data and Source of Data
		The data of this research were texts in the form of words, phrases, clauses, and sentences that contained semiotic codes found in Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories.
		The source of data was taken from three Edgar Allan Poe’s selected famous horror short stories. They were Berenice (1835), The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), and The Mask of the Red Death (1850). The reasons why the researcher took only three Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories were because they were the greatest and the most popular ones among the rest of Edgar Allan Poe’s masterpiece works. Taking the year of Victorian era, as romanticisms, poetries, and novels were the dominant ones in that era, yet Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short stories were able to compete with other literary works, and became so popular for his horror short stories.

3.3  	Data Collection
According to Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña (2014), data collection was divided into 4 types, those were observation, questionaire, interview, and study of document. In this research, the researcher chose the study of document method. These followings were the steps in collecting the data:
1. Downloading the selected horror short stories of Edgar Allan Poe’s from internet:
· Berenice (1835), from pinkmonkey.com.
· The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), from americanenglish.state.gov.
· The Mask of the Red Death (1850), from americanenglish.state.gov.
2. Classifying the texts in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected short stories based on Barthes’ five codes.
2.1. The Hermeneutic Code (HER), refered to any element of a story that was not fully explained and hence became a mystery to the reader.
2.2. The Proairetic Code (ACT), refered to any other action or event that indicated something else was going to happen, and which got the reader guessing as to what would happen next.
2.3.  The Semantic Code (SEM), refered to connotation within a story that gave additional meaning over the basic denotative meaning of the word. It was by the use of extended meaning that could be applied to words that authors could paint rich pictures with relatively limited text and the way they did this was a common indication of their writing skills.
2.4.  The Symbolic Code (SYM), was very similar to the Semantic Code, but acted at a wider level, organizing semantic meanings into broader and deeper sets of meaning. This was typically done in the use of antithesis, where new meaning arises out of opposing and conflict ideas.
2.5.  The Cultural Code (REF), refered to anything that was found on some kind of canonical worked that could not be challenged and was assumed to be a foundation for truth. Typically this involved either science, religion, or a thing or a word that represented one’s culture, although other canons such as magical truths might be used in fantasy stories.

3.4 The  Technique of Data Analysis
The data of this research were analyzed based on interactive models proposed by Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña (2014) with four phases of data analysis. The four phases of data analysis were data collection, data condensation, data display, and conclusion which is to draw or verify.
[image: Related image]

Scheme 3.4 Component of Data Analysis Interactive Model
 (Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña: 2014)

3.4.1 Data Collection
Data collection meant how the data were collected in this research that was explained in the previous sub-chapter.

3.4.2 Data Condensation 
Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña (2014) state that “Data condensation refered to the process of selecting data, focusing, abstracting, simplifying and transforming the data that appear in written up field notes or transcription.” 

The data condensation in this research were:
a. Selecting 
Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña (2014) stated that in choosing the data for the research, a researcher should do it selectively, for what information could be collected and analyzed. For this research, the researcher selected the data related to Barthes’ five codes found in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories. The steps of selecting were reading the selected horror short story, selecting the words, phrases, clauses, and sentences that contain semiotic codes, and then categorizing the selected words, phrases, clauses, and sentences that contained semiotic codes based on Barthes’ five codes. 

b. Focusing 
Miles, Huberman, and Saldaña (2014) stated that focusing data is a form of based on research problems, which were identyfing and realizing Barthes’ five codes found in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories. This step was a continuation of the data selection. The researcher limited the data and only focused on the research problems, which were identifying and realizing Barthes’ five codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories. In identifying, the researcher identified the words, phrases, clauses, and sentences that contained semiotic codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories based on Barthes’ five codes. In realizing, the researcher realized the semiotic codes depending on the situation of the selected horror short stories of Edgar Allan Poe, because in a different situation, the words, phrases, clauses, and sentences contained different meaning.

c. Abstracting 
Abstracting was to summarize the data of the research to get the important part of the data mentioned and to get the data with suitable qualities to be analyzed by semiotic codes that proposed by Barthes (1974). For example, sentences in the first paragraph of Edgar Allan Poe’s horror short story, The Tell-Tale Hearts, “I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind?”, were categorized as hermeneutic code, because the sentences caused the reader to guess to whom does he talk, when in fact, in the horror short story, he actually talked to himself.

d. Simplifying and Transforming 
The data in this research was further simplified and transformed into Barthes’ five codes, such as through rigorous selection, by summary or short description and transforming the data into a broader pattern. HER was the abbreviation of hermeneutic code, ACT was the abbreviation of proairetic code, SEM was the abbreviation of semantic code, SYM was the abbreviation of symbolic code, and REF was the abbreviation of cultural code.

3.4.3 Data Display 
Data display was used to draw the conclusion from the mass of data. Miles and Huberman suggested that to have a good display of data, it was essential to present the data in the form of tables and charts. The data display of this research was presented in the table below:
	Barthes’
Five Codes
	Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Short Stories
(The Tell-Tale Hearts)

	HER
	“I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind?”

	ACT
	“Listen! Listen, and I will tell you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind is.”

	SEM
	“He was dead! Dead as a stone.”

	SYM
	“I heard sounds from heaven; and I heard sounds from hell!”

	REF
	-


Table 3.4.3 Data Display of Analysis of Barthes’ Five Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories

3.4.4 Verification and Data Drawing 
In this research, the researcher did the data condensation which was the sentences in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Short Stories. The steps of analyzing the data, were:
1. Reading and understanding the materials and references about the Barthes’ five codes
2. Analyzing the sentences in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories based on the five codes theory of Barthes (1974)
3. Classifying the sentences in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories


CHAPTER IV
ANALYSIS AND FINDINGS
	
This chapter describes the analysis and findings of the data to answer the problems of the research as explained in the first chapter, which are to identify the semiotic codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories, and to describe how the semiotic codes are realized in Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories. The selected horror short stories of Edgar Allan Poe are Berenice (1835), The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), and The Mask of the Red Death (1850).

4.1	Berenice (1835)
Here is the horror short story, Berenice (1835), by Edgar Allan Poe:
Dicebant mihi sodales, si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas. - Ebn Zaiat.
MISERY is manifold. The wretchedness of earth is multiform. Overreaching the wide horizon as the rainbow, its hues are as various as the hues of that arch, --as distinct too, yet as intimately blended. Overreaching the wide horizon as the rainbow! How is it that from beauty I have derived a type of unloveliness? --from the covenant of peace a simile of sorrow? But as, in ethics, evil is a consequence of good, so, in fact, out of joy is sorrow born. Either the memory of past bliss is the anguish of to-day, or the agonies which are have their origin in the ecstasies which might have been.
My baptismal name is Egaeus; that of my family I will not mention. Yet there are no towers in the land more time-honored than my gloomy, gray, hereditary halls. Our line has been called a race of visionaries; and in many striking particulars --in the character of the family mansion --in the frescos of the chief saloon --in the tapestries of the dormitories --in the chiselling of some buttresses in the armory --but more especially in the gallery of antique paintings --in the fashion of the library chamber --and, lastly, in the very peculiar nature of the library's contents, there is more than sufficient evidence to warrant the belief.
The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that chamber, and with its volumes --of which latter I will say no more. Here died my mother. Herein was I born. But it is mere idleness to say that I had not lived before --that the soul has no previous existence. You deny it? --let us not argue the matter. Convinced myself, I seek not to convince. There is, however, a remembrance of aerial forms --of spiritual and meaning eyes --of sounds, musical yet sad --a remembrance which will not be excluded; a memory like a shadow, vague, variable, indefinite, unsteady; and like a shadow, too, in the impossibility of my getting rid of it while the sunlight of my reason shall exist.
In that chamber was I born. Thus awaking from the long night of what seemed, but was not, nonentity, at once into the very regions of fairy-land --into a palace of imagination --into the wild dominions of monastic thought and erudition --it is not singular that I gazed around me with a startled and ardent eye --that I loitered away my boyhood in books, and dissipated my youth in reverie; but it is singular that as years rolled away, and the noon of manhood found me still in the mansion of my fathers --it is wonderful what stagnation there fell upon the springs of my life --wonderful how total an inversion took place in the character of my commonest thought. The realities of the world affected me as visions, and as visions only, while the wild ideas of the land of dreams became, in turn, --not the material of my every-day existence-but in very deed that existence utterly and solely in itself.
Berenice and I were cousins, and we grew up together in my paternal halls. Yet differently we grew --I ill of health, and buried in gloom --she agile, graceful, and overflowing with energy; hers the ramble on the hill-side --mine the studies of the cloister --I living within my own heart, and addicted body and soul to the most intense and painful meditation --she roaming carelessly through life with no thought of the shadows in her path, or the silent flight of the raven-winged hours. Berenice! --I call upon her name --Berenice! --and from the gray ruins of memory a thousand tumultuous recollections are startled at the sound! Ah! vividly is her image before me now, as in the early days of her light-heartedness and joy! Oh! gorgeous yet fantastic beauty! Oh! sylph amid the shrubberies of Arnheim! --Oh! Naiad among its fountains! --and then --then all is mystery and terror, and a tale which should not be told. Disease --a fatal disease --fell like the simoom upon her frame, and, even while I gazed upon her, the spirit of change swept, over her, pervading her mind, her habits, and her character, and, in a manner the most subtle and terrible, disturbing even the identity of her person! Alas! the destroyer came and went, and the victim --where was she, I knew her not --or knew her no longer as Berenice.
Among the numerous train of maladies superinduced by that fatal and primary one which effected a revolution of so horrible a kind in the moral and physical being of my cousin, may be mentioned as the most distressing and obstinate in its nature, a species of epilepsy not unfrequently terminating in trance itself --trance very nearly resembling positive dissolution, and from which her manner of recovery was in most instances, startlingly abrupt. In the mean time my own disease --for I have been told that I should call it by no other appelation --my own disease, then, grew rapidly upon me, and assumed finally a monomaniac character of a novel and extraordinary form --hourly and momently gaining vigor --and at length obtaining over me the most incomprehensible ascendancy. This monomania, if I must so term it, consisted in a morbid irritability of those properties of the mind in metaphysical science termed the attentive. It is more than probable that I am not understood; but I fear, indeed, that it is in no manner possible to convey to the mind of the merely general reader, an adequate idea of that nervous intensity of interest with which, in my case, the powers of meditation (not to speak technically) busied and buried themselves, in the contemplation of even the most ordinary objects of the universe.
To muse for long unwearied hours with my attention riveted to some frivolous device on the margin, or in the topography of a book; to become absorbed for the better part of a summer's day, in a quaint shadow falling aslant upon the tapestry, or upon the door; to lose myself for an entire night in watching the steady flame of a lamp, or the embers of a fire; to dream away whole days over the perfume of a flower; to repeat monotonously some common word, until the sound, by dint of frequent repetition, ceased to convey any idea whatever to the mind; to lose all sense of motion or physical existence, by means of absolute bodily quiescence long and obstinately persevered in; --such were a few of the most common and least pernicious vagaries induced by a condition of the mental faculties, not, indeed, altogether unparalleled, but certainly bidding defiance to anything like analysis or explanation.
Yet let me not be misapprehended. --The undue, earnest, and morbid attention thus excited by objects in their own nature frivolous, must not be confounded in character with that ruminating propensity common to all mankind, and more especially indulged in by persons of ardent imagination. It was not even, as might be at first supposed, an extreme condition or exaggeration of such propensity, but primarily and essentially distinct and different. In the one instance, the dreamer, or enthusiast, being interested by an object usually not frivolous, imperceptibly loses sight of this object in a wilderness of deductions and suggestions issuing therefrom, until, at the conclusion of a day dream often replete with luxury, he finds the incitamentum or first cause of his musings entirely vanished and forgotten. In my case the primary object was invariably frivolous, although assuming, through the medium of my distempered vision, a refracted and unreal importance. Few deductions, if any, were made; and those few pertinaciously returning in upon the original object as a centre. The meditations were never pleasurable; and, at the termination of the reverie, the first cause, so far from being out of sight, had attained that supernaturally exaggerated interest which was the prevailing feature of the disease. In a word, the powers of mind more particularly exercised were, with me, as I have said before, the attentive, and are, with the day-dreamer, the speculative.
My books, at this epoch, if they did not actually serve to irritate the disorder, partook, it will be perceived, largely, in their imaginative and inconsequential nature, of the characteristic qualities of the disorder itself. I well remember, among others, the treatise of the noble Italian Coelius Secundus Curio "de Amplitudine Beati Regni dei"; St. Austin's great work, the "City of God"; and Tertullian "de Carne Christi," in which the paradoxical sentence "Mortuus est Dei filius; credible est quia ineptum est: et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia impossibile est" occupied my undivided time, for many weeks of laborious and fruitless investigation.
Thus it will appear that, shaken from its balance only by trivial things, my reason bore resemblance to that ocean-crag spoken of by Ptolemy Hephestion, which steadily resisting the attacks of human violence, and the fiercer fury of the waters and the winds, trembled only to the touch of the flower called Asphodel. And although, to a careless thinker, it might appear a matter beyond doubt, that the alteration produced by her unhappy malady, in the moral condition of Berenice, would afford me many objects for the exercise of that intense and abnormal meditation whose nature I have been at some trouble in explaining, yet such was not in any degree the case. In the lucid intervals of my infirmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me pain, and, taking deeply to heart that total wreck of her fair and gentle life, I did not fall to ponder frequently and bitterly upon the wonder-working means by which so strange a revolution had been so suddenly brought to pass. But these reflections partook not of the idiosyncrasy of my disease, and were such as would have occurred, under similar circumstances, to the ordinary mass of mankind. True to its own character, my disorder revelled in the less important but more startling changes wrought in the physical frame of Berenice --in the singular and most appalling distortion of her personal identity.
During the brightest days of her unparalleled beauty, most surely I had never loved her. In the strange anomaly of my existence, feelings with me, had never been of the heart, and my passions always were of the mind. Through the gray of the early morning --among the trellised shadows of the forest at noonday --and in the silence of my library at night, she had flitted by my eyes, and I had seen her --not as the living and breathing Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream --not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the abstraction of such a being-not as a thing to admire, but to analyze --not as an object of love, but as the theme of the most abstruse although desultory speculation. And now --now I shuddered in her presence, and grew pale at her approach; yet bitterly lamenting her fallen and desolate condition, I called to mind that she had loved me long, and, in an evil moment, I spoke to her of marriage.
And at length the period of our nuptials was approaching, when, upon an afternoon in the winter of the year, --one of those unseasonably warm, calm, and misty days which are the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon*, --I sat, (and sat, as I thought, alone,) in the inner apartment of the library. But uplifting my eyes I saw that Berenice stood before me.
For as Jove, during the winter season, gives twice seven days of warmth, men have called this clement and temperate time the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon. - Simonides.
Was it my own excited imagination --or the misty influence of the atmosphere --or the uncertain twilight of the chamber --or the gray draperies which fell around her figure --that caused in it so vacillating and indistinct an outline? I could not tell. She spoke no word, I --not for worlds could I have uttered a syllable. An icy chill ran through my frame; a sense of insufferable anxiety oppressed me; a consuming curiosity pervaded my soul; and sinking back upon the chair, I remained for some time breathless and motionless, with my eyes riveted upon her person. Alas! its emaciation was excessive, and not one vestige of the former being, lurked in any single line of the contour. My burning glances at length fell upon the face.
The forehead was high, and very pale, and singularly placid; and the once jetty hair fell partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow temples with innumerable ringlets now of a vivid yellow, and Jarring discordantly, in their fantastic character, with the reigning melancholy of the countenance. The eyes were lifeless, and lustreless, and seemingly pupil-less, and I shrank involuntarily from their glassy stare to the contemplation of the thin and shrunken lips. They parted; and in a smile of peculiar meaning, the teeth of the changed Berenice disclosed themselves slowly to my view. Would to God that I had never beheld them, or that, having done so, I had died!
The shutting of a door disturbed me, and, looking up, I found that my cousin had departed from the chamber. But from the disordered chamber of my brain, had not, alas! departed, and would not be driven away, the white and ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not a speck on their surface --not a shade on their enamel --not an indenture in their edges --but what that period of her smile had sufficed to brand in upon my memory. I saw them now even more unequivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth! --the teeth! --they were here, and there, and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; long, narrow, and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them, as in the very moment of their first terrible development. Then came the full fury of my monomania, and I struggled in vain against its strange and irresistible influence. In the multiplied objects of the external world I had no thoughts but for the teeth. For these I longed with a phrenzied desire. All other matters and all different interests became absorbed in their single contemplation. They --they alone were present to the mental eye, and they, in their sole individuality, became the essence of my mental life. I held them in every light. I turned them in every attitude. I surveyed their characteristics. I dwelt upon their peculiarities. I pondered upon their conformation. I mused upon the alteration in their nature. I shuddered as I assigned to them in imagination a sensitive and sentient power, and even when unassisted by the lips, a capability of moral expression. Of Mad'selle Salle it has been well said, "que tous ses pas etaient des sentiments," and of Berenice I more seriously believed que toutes ses dents etaient des idees. Des idees! --ah here was the idiotic thought that destroyed me! Des idees! --ah therefore it was that I coveted them so madly! I felt that their possession could alone ever restore me to peace, in giving me back to reason.
And the evening closed in upon me thus-and then the darkness came, and tarried, and went --and the day again dawned --and the mists of a second night were now gathering around --and still I sat motionless in that solitary room; and still I sat buried in meditation, and still the phantasma of the teeth maintained its terrible ascendancy as, with the most vivid hideous distinctness, it floated about amid the changing lights and shadows of the chamber. At length there broke in upon my dreams a cry as of horror and dismay; and thereunto, after a pause, succeeded the sound of troubled voices, intermingled with many low moanings of sorrow, or of pain. I arose from my seat and, throwing open one of the doors of the library, saw standing out in the antechamber a servant maiden, all in tears, who told me that Berenice was --no more. She had been seized with epilepsy in the early morning, and now, at the closing in of the night, the grave was ready for its tenant, and all the preparations for the burial were completed.
I found myself sitting in the library, and again sitting there alone. It seemed that I had newly awakened from a confused and exciting dream. I knew that it was now midnight, and I was well aware that since the setting of the sun Berenice had been interred. But of that dreary period which intervened I had no positive --at least no definite comprehension. Yet its memory was replete with horror --horror more horrible from being vague, and terror more terrible from ambiguity. It was a fearful page in the record my existence, written all over with dim, and hideous, and unintelligible recollections. I strived to decypher them, but in vain; while ever and anon, like the spirit of a departed sound, the shrill and piercing shriek of a female voice seemed to be ringing in my ears. I had done a deed --what was it? I asked myself the question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber answered me, "what was it?"
On the table beside me burned a lamp, and near it lay a little box. It was of no remarkable character, and I had seen it frequently before, for it was the property of the family physician; but how came it there, upon my table, and why did I shudder in regarding it? These things were in no manner to be accounted for, and my eyes at length dropped to the open pages of a book, and to a sentence underscored therein. The words were the singular but simple ones of the poet Ebn Zaiat, "Dicebant mihi sodales si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas." Why then, as I perused them, did the hairs of my head erect themselves on end, and the blood of my body become congealed within my veins?
There came a light tap at the library door, and pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe. His looks were wild with terror, and he spoke to me in a voice tremulous, husky, and very low. What said he? --some broken sentences I heard. He told of a wild cry disturbing the silence of the night --of the gathering together of the household-of a search in the direction of the sound; --and then his tones grew thrillingly distinct as he whispered me of a violated grave --of a disfigured body enshrouded, yet still breathing, still palpitating, still alive!
He pointed to garments;-they were muddy and clotted with gore. I spoke not, and he took me gently by the hand; --it was indented with the impress of human nails. He directed my attention to some object against the wall; --I looked at it for some minutes; --it was a spade. With a shriek I bounded to the table, and grasped the box that lay upon it. But I could not force it open; and in my tremor it slipped from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled out some instruments of dental surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white and ivory-looking substances that were scattered to and from about the floor.

4.1.1	Hermeneutic Codes in Berenice (1835)
1. that of my family I will not mention
→ How is it realized:  The sentence above is not explained further and it becomes a mystery to the readers.  
2. I had done a deed —what was it? I asked myself the question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber answered me, “what was it?”
	→ How is it realized: The sentence above is not fully explained as what deed he had done.
3. But I could not force it open; and in my tremor it slipped from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled out some instruments of dental surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white and ivory-looking substances that were scattered to and fro about the floor.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above clearly shows that those thirty-two small, white, and ivory-looking substances are human teeth, but it is still a mystery of whose teeth those are.

4.1.2	Proairetic Codes in Berenice (1835)
1. The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that chamber, and with its volumes —of which latter I will say no more..
→ How is it realized: The sentences above creates tension as to what will happen next. In fact, in that chamber, lies his dead mother.
2. I arose from my seat and, throwing open one of the doors of the library,
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is going to happen after the door is opened.
3. In that chamber was I born.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above makes the readers guess if he was born in a chamber and his mother died in the same chamber.
4.  I saw them now even more unequivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth! —the teeth! —they were here, and there, and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; long, narrow, and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them,
→ How is it realized: The sentences above make the readers guess if he was hallucinating.
5.  There came a light tap at the library door, and pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something was going to happen after a menial entered upon tiptoe.

4.1.3	Semantic Codes in Berenice (1835)
1. MISERY is manifold. The wretchedness of earth is multiform.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above gives additional meaning to the word ‘misery’ and the phrase ‘the wretchedness of earth’.
2. gorgeous yet fantastic beauty!
→ How is it realized: The phrase above gives additional meaning to the word 'gorgeous’.


4.1.4	Symbolic Codes in Berenice (1835)
1. the covenant of peace a simile of sorrow
→ How is it realized: The phrase above is an antithesis.
2. evil is a consequence of good
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
3. out of joy is sorrow born.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
4. I ill of health
→ How is it realized: The phrase above is an antithesis.
5. the destroyer came and went
→ How is it realized: The phrase above is an antithesis.
6. not as the living and breathing Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream
→ How is it realized: The phrases above are antithesis.
7. not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the abstraction of such a being-not as a thing to admire
→ How is it realized: The phrases above are antithesis.
8. then the darkness came, and tarried, and went
→ How is it realized: The prases above are antithesis.

4.1.5	Cultural Codes in Berenice (1835)
1. My baptismal name is Egaeus
→ How is it realized: It is a Christian culture to have a baptismal name.
	


4.2	The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
Here is the horror short story, The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), by Edgar Allan Poe:
IT’S TRUE! YES, I HAVE BEEN ILL, very ill. But why do you say that I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind? Is it not clear that I am not mad? Indeed, the illness only made my mind, my feelings, my senses stronger, more powerful. My sense of hearing especially became more powerful. I could hear sounds I had never heard before. I heard sounds from heaven; and I heard sounds from hell!
Listen! Listen, and I will tell you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind is.
It is impossible to say how the idea first entered my head. There was no reason for what I did. I did not hate the old man; I even loved him. He had never hurt me. I did not want his money. I think it was his eye. His eye was like the eye of a vulture, the eye of one of those terrible birds that watch and wait while an animal dies, and then fall upon the dead body and pull it to pieces to eat it. When the old man looked at me with his vulture eye a cold feeling went up and down my back; even my blood became cold. And so, I finally decided I had to kill the old man and close that eye forever!	
So you think that I am mad? A madman cannot plan. But you should have seen me. During all of that week I was as friendly to the old man as I could be, and warm, and loving.
Every night about twelve o’clock I slowly opened his door. And when the door was opened wide enough I put my hand in, and then my head. In my hand I held a light covered over with a cloth so that no light showed. And I stood there quietly. Then, carefully, I lifted the cloth, just a little, so that a single, thin, small light fell across that eye. For seven nights I did this, seven long nights, every night at midnight. Always the eye was closed, so it was impossible for me to do the work. For it was not the old man I felt I had to kill; it was the eye, his Evil Eye.
And every morning I went to his room, and with a warm, friendly voice I asked him how he had slept. He could not guess that every night, just at twelve, I looked in at him as he slept.
The eighth night I was more than usually careful as I opened the door. The hands of a clock move more quickly than did my hand. Never before had I felt so strongly my own power; I was now sure of success.
The old man was lying there not dreaming that I was at his door. Suddenly he moved in his bed. You may think I became afraid. But no. The darkness in his room was thick and black. I knew he could not see the opening of the door. I continued to push the door, slowly, softly. I put in my head. I put in my hand, with the covered light. Suddenly the old man sat straight up in bed and cried, “Who’s there??!”
I stood quite still. For a whole hour I did not move. Nor did I hear him again lie down in his bed. He just sat there, listening. Then I heard a sound, a low cry of fear which escaped from the old man. Now I knew that he was sitting up in his bed, filled with fear; I knew that he knew that I was there. He did not see me there. He could not hear me there. He felt me there. Now he knew that Death was standing there.
Slowly, little by little, I lifted the cloth, until a small, small light escaped from under it to fall upon — to fall upon that vulture eye! It was open — wide, wide open, and my anger increased as it looked straight at me. I could not see the old man’s face. Only that eye, that hard blue eye, and the blood in my body became like ice.
Have I not told you that my hearing had become unusually strong? Now I could hear a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall. It was the beating of the old man’s heart. I tried to stand quietly. But the sound grew louder. The old man’s fear must have been great indeed. And as the sound grew louder my anger became greater and more painful. But it was more than anger. In the quiet night, in the dark silence of the bedroom my anger became fear — for the heart was beating so loudly that I was sure some one must hear. The time had come! I rushed into the room, crying, “Die! Die!” The old man gave a loud cry of fear as I fell upon him and held the bedcovers tightly over his head. Still his heart was beating; but I smiled as I felt that success was near. For many minutes that heart continued to beat; but at last the beating stopped. The old man was dead. I took away the bedcovers and held my ear over his heart. There was no sound. Yes. He was dead! Dead as a stone. His eye would trouble me no more!
So I am mad, you say? You should have seen how careful I was to put the body where no one could find it. First I cut off the head, then the arms and the legs. I was careful not to let a single drop of blood fall on the floor. I pulled up three of the boards that formed the floor, and put the pieces of the body there. Then I put the boards down again, carefully, so carefully that no human eye could see that they had been moved.
As I finished this work I heard that someone was at the door. It was now four o’clock in the morning, but still dark. I had no fear, however, as I went down to open the door. Three men were at the door, three officers of the police. One of the neighbors had heard the old man’s cry and had called the police; these three had come to ask questions and to search the house.
I asked the policemen to come in. The cry, I said, was my own, in a dream. The old man, I said, was away; he had gone to visit a friend in the country. I took them through the whole house, telling them to search it all, to search well. I led them finally into the old man’s bedroom. As if playing a game with them I asked them to sit down and talk for a while.
My easy, quiet manner made the policemen believe my story. So they sat talking with me in a friendly way. But although I answered them in the same way, I soon wished that they would go. My head hurt and there was a strange sound in my ears. I talked more, and faster. The sound became clearer. And still they sat and talked.
Suddenly I knew that the sound was not in my ears, it was not just inside my head. At that moment I must have become quite white. I talked still faster and louder. And the sound, too, became louder. It was a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall, a sound I knew well. Louder it became, and louder. Why did the men not go? Louder, louder. I stood up and walked quickly around the room. I pushed my chair across the floor to make more noise, to cover that terrible sound. I talked even louder. And still the men sat and talked, and smiled. Was it possible that they could not hear??
No! They heard! I was certain of it. They knew! Now it was they who were playing a game with me. I was suffering more than I could bear, from their smiles, and from that sound. Louder, louder, louder! Suddenly I could bear it no longer. I pointed at the boards and cried, “Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed him. But why does his heart not stop beating?! Why does it not stop!?”


4.2.1	Hermeneutic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
1. But why do you say that I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind?
→ How is it realized: It becomes a mystery for the readers because in fact, he is talking to himself.
2. I pointed at the boards and cried, “Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed him. But why does his heart not stop beating?! Why does it not stop!?”
→ How is it realized: It becomes a mystery for the readers because he is not talking about him killing himself to a mirror, but he actually has killed someone and felt the guilt for it, hence he is now hallucinating.
4.2.2	Proairetic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
1. Listen! Listen, and I will tell you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind is.
→ How is it realized: The sentences above indicate that he is going to tell how something happened.
2. Every night about twelve o’clock I slowly opened his door.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is about to happen as the readers may start guessing or predicting of what is going to happen.
3. The eighth night I was more than usually careful as I opened the door.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is about to happen as the readers may start guessing or predicting of what is going to happen.
4. Suddenly the old man sat straight up in bed and cried, “Who’s there??!”
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is about to happen as the readers may start guessing or predicting of what is going to happen.
5. Slowly, little by little, I lifted the cloth, until a small, small light escaped from under it to fall upon — to fall upon that vulture eye!
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is about to happen as the readers may start guessing or predicting of what is going to happen.
6. The time had come!
→ How is it realized: What time? The sentence above makes readers guessing or predicting of what or whose time.
7. As I finished this work I heard that someone was at the door.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above indicates that something is about to happen as the readers may start guessing or predicting of what is going to happen.
4.2.3	Semantic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
1. His eye was like the eye of a vulture, the eye of one of those terrible birds that watch and wait while an animal dies, and then fall upon the dead body and pull it to pieces to eat it.
→ How is it realized: The author adds additional meaning to his eye, creating details of how it seems.
2. The darkness in his room was thick and black.
→ How is it realized: Darkness is darkness, but the author adds additional meaning of how dark it is.
3. Only that eye, that hard blue eye, and the blood in my body became like ice.
→ How is it realized: Additional meaning to that eye.
4. Now I could hear a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall.
→ How is it realized: The author adds additional meaning to the sound, creating details of how it seems.
5. He was dead! Dead as a stone.
→ How is it realized: Dead, but the author adds additional meaning as he was dead, still like a stone.
4.2.4	Symbolic Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
1. I heard sounds from heaven; and I heard sounds from hell!
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
2. I did not hate the old man; I even loved him.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
3. a cold feeling went up and down my back
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
4. that heart continued to beat; but at last the beating stopped.
→ How is it realized: The sentence above is an antithesis.
4.2.5	Cultural Codes in The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
4.3	The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
Here is the horror short story, The Mask of the Red Death (1850), by Edgar Allan Poe:
	The Red Death had long been feeding on the country. No sickness had ever been so deadly — so great a killer — or so fearful to see. Blood was its mark — the redness and the horror of blood. There were sharp pains, and a sudden feeling that the mind was rushing in circles inside the head. Then there was bleeding through the skin, though it was not cut or broken — and then, death! The bright red spots upon the body and especially upon the face of the sick man made other men turn away from him, afraid to try to help. And the sickness lasted, from the beginning to the end, no more than half an hour.
	But Prospero, the ruler of that land, was happy and strong and wise. When half the people of his land had died, he called to him a thousand healthy, happy friends, and with them went far away to live in one of his palaces. This was a large and beautiful stone building he had planned himself. A strong, high wall circled it. This wall had gates of iron. The gentlemen, after they had entered, brought fire to heat the iron of the gates to make them close so firmly that nobody could open them. Here they could forget the sickness, the Red Death. They would leave the outside world to care for itself.
	Prospero had supplied everything they needed for pleasure. There was music, there was dancing, there was beauty, there was food to eat and wine to drink. All these were within the wall, and within the wall they would be safe. Outside the wall walked the Red Death.
	It was near the end of their fifth month there that Prospero asked his friends all to come together for a dancing party, a masquerade. Everyone was asked to come dressed in fine clothes and with his eyes, or perhaps his whole face, covered by a cloth mask.
	It was a scene of great richness, that masquerade. There were seven rooms in which Prospero’s friends danced. In many old palaces the doors can be opened in such a way that rooms like these seven can be seen all at the same time. In this palace it was different. Little more than one of them could be seen at one time. There was a turn every twenty or thirty yards. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, was a tall pointed window. The windows were of colored glass, of the same color that was used in each room. The first room had blue cloth hangings on the walls — and blue were its windows. The second room had wall hangings of that blue-red known as purple, and here the windows were purple. The third was green, and so was the glass of the windows. The fourth had hangings and windows of yellow — the fifth of white — the sixth of violet. But the seventh room had hangings on the walls made of a rich soft cloth which was black, black as night, and the floor, too, was covered with the same heavy black cloth. In this room the color of the windows was not the same. It was red — a deep blood color.
	All the rooms were lighted through the outside windows. The resulting light was strange indeed, as it colored the shapes of the dancers. But the light that fell on the black hangings through the blood-colored glass was the most fearful of them all. It produced so wild a look on the faces of those who entered that there were few of the dancers who dared to step within those dark walls.
	In this room stood a great clock of black wood. Gently it marked the seconds as they passed; and when it was time to mark the hour the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music, but so strange that the music and the dancing stopped and the dancers stood still to listen. And then, after another sixty minutes, after another three thousand and six hundred seconds of Time, of flying Time, the clock struck again, and the dancers stopped as before.
	Nevertheless, it was a happy and beautiful masquerade. And you may be sure that the clothes the dancers chose to wear, their costumes, were strange and wonderful. The dancers looked like the forms we might see in troubled dreams. And these — the dreams — danced softly through the rooms, taking the color of the rooms as they moved. It did not seem that their steps followed the music, but that the music rose from their steps. But into the seventh room the dancers do not go, for the red light coming through the windows, and the blackness of the wall hangings, make them afraid — and he who enters hears more deeply the striking of the great black clock.
	But the other rooms are crowded, and in them beats hotly the heart of life. And the dance goes on until at last the clock begins to strike twelve. Again the music stopped. Again the dancers stood without moving while the slow striking sound continued. Before the clock was quiet again, many in the crowd saw that in the first room, the blue room, there was a masquerader who had not been seen before. As they talked softly to each other about him a feeling of surprise spread through all the dancers, then a feeling of fear and of sickening horror.
	In such a group as this, only a very strange masquerader could have caused such a feeling. Even among those who laugh at both life and death, some matters cannot be laughed at. Everyone seemed now deeply to feel that the stranger should not have been allowed to come among them dressed in such clothes. He was tall and very thin, and covered from head to foot like a dead man prepared for the grave. The mask which covered his face — or was it really a mask? — the mask which covered his face was so much like the face of a dead man that the nearest eye could not see the difference. And yet all this might have been acceptable — but the masquerader whom nobody knew had made himself look like the Red Death itself! His clothes were spotted with blood. And the mask over his face was covered with the terrible red spots…or perhaps it was indeed his face!
	When Prospero looked upon this fearful form he was first filled with terror — and then with anger. “Who dares?” he cried. “Take him! Seize him! Pull off his mask so that we may know who we must hang at sunrise!”
	Prospero stood in the blue room when he spoke these words. They sounded through the seven rooms, loud and clear. At first, as he spoke, some of the dancers started to rush toward the strange masquerader. But they stopped, afraid, and no one dared to put out a hand to touch him. The stranger started to walk toward the second room. He passed within a few feet of Prospero, who stood still, surprised. And while the dancers moved back from the center of the room, the stranger moved quietly, without being stopped, with a slow and measured step, through the blue room to the purple room — through the purple room to the green room — through the green to the yellow — through this to the white — and then to the violet room.
	As the stranger was entering the seventh room, Prospero suddenly and angrily rushed through the six rooms. No one dared to follow him. He held a sharp knife high over his head, ready to strike the stranger. When he was within three or four feet of the strange masquerader, the stranger turned and stood silent, looking firmly into Prospero’s eyes. There was a cry — and the knife dropped shining upon the black floor, upon which a minute later Prospero himself fell, dead. The dancers then rushed into the black room. The strongest of the men tried to hold the masquerader, whose tall form stood beside the black clock; but when they put their hands on him they found inside the grave-clothes no human form, no body — nothing!
	Now they knew that it was the Red Death itself that had come in the night. One by one the dancers fell, and each died as he fell. And the fires died. And the clock stopped. And darkness and decay and the Red Death ruled forever over all.

4.3.1	Hermeneutic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
1. But Prospero, the ruler of that land, was happy and strong and wise.
→ How is it realized: It becomes a mystery at first, but yet explained later at the end of the story that Prospero is the man dead on the first paragraph.
2. The dancers looked like the forms we might see in troubled dreams.
→ How is it realized: The dancers are not fully explained why they act so strange.
3. The strongest of the men tried to hold the masquerader, whose tall form stood beside the black clock; but when they put their hands on him they found inside the grave-clothes no human form, no body — nothing!
→ How is it realized: The masquerader is later explained at the end of the story as the Red Death itself.
	
4.3.2	Proairetic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
1. but so strange that the music and the dancing stopped and the dancers stood still to listen.
→ How is it realized: It indicates that something is happening everytime the clock rings its bell.
2. Again the music stopped.
→ How is it realized: Then again, the music and the dancing also stop after and they stand still to listen.
3. Everyone seemed now deeply to feel that the stranger should not have been allowed to come among them dressed in such clothes.
→ How is it realized: It indicates that something is about to happen as to what will happen to the stranger.
4. He passed within a few feet of Prospero, who stood still, surprised.
→ How is it realized: The stranger comes closer to Prospero, indicating something is going to happen.
5. He held a sharp knife high over his head, ready to strike the stranger.
→ How is it realized: The reader starts guessing what is going to happen next whether is he really going to strike the stranger or not.
4.3.3	Semantic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
1. No sickness had ever been so deadly — so great a killer — or so fearful to see.
→ How is it realized: Additional meanings to explain further about the sickness.
2. Blood was its mark — the redness and the horror of blood.
→ How is it realized: Additional meaning to explain further about the symptom of the sickness.
3. There were sharp pains, and a sudden feeling that the mind was rushing in circles inside the head.
→ How is it realized: It explains further about how it feels when having the sickness.
4. This was a large and beautiful stone building he had planned himself. A strong, high wall circled it. This wall had gates of iron.
→ How is it realized: It adds meaning to explain about the palace where Prospero lives.
5. black as night
→ How is it realized: Adds meaning that the color black is like the darkness of a night.
6. when it was time to mark the hour the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music
→ How is it realized: Adds meaning to how the ringing of the clock sounds.
7. the mask which covered his face was so much like the face of a dead man
→ How is it realized: It adds meaning to explain
8. And the fires died. And the clock stopped. And darkness and decay and the Red Death ruled forever over all.
→ How is it realized: It semantically means that in the area, everything stops as everyone has died, killed by the Red Death.


4.3.4	Symbolic Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
1. from the beginning to the end
→ How is it realized: It contains anti-thesis.
2. half the people of his land had died, he called to him a thousand healthy
→ How is it realized: The sentence above consists of anti-thesis.
3. the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music, but so strange
→ How is it realized: The sentence above contains anti-thesis.

4.3.5	Cultural Codes in The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
1. Prospero asked his friends all to come together for a dancing party, a masquerade.
→ How is it realized: A masquarade is a cultural or religious event involving the wearing of masks.


4.4      Findings
After finding the analysis of Edgar Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories, the results are shown in the tables below: 
4.4.1 Barthes’ Five Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s Berenice (1835)
	Barthes’
Five Codes
	Edgar Allan Poe’s 
Berenice (1835)

	HER
	1. that of my family I will not mention 
2. I had done a deed —what was it? I asked myself the question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber answered me, “what was it?”
3. But I could not force it open; and in my tremor it slipped from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled out some instruments of dental surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white and ivory-looking substances that were scattered to and fro about the floor.

	ACT
	1. The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that chamber, and with its volumes —of which latter I will say no more..
2. I arose from my seat and, throwing open one of the doors of the library,
3. In that chamber was I born.
4. I saw them now even more unequivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth! —the teeth! —they were here, and there, and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; long, narrow, and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them,
5. There came a light tap at the library door, and pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe.

	SEM
	1. MISERY is manifold. The wretchedness of earth is multiform.
2. gorgeous yet fantastic beauty!

	SYM
	1. the covenant of peace a simile of sorrow
2. evil is a consequence of good
3. out of joy is sorrow born.
4. I ill of health
5. the destroyer came and went
6. not as the living and breathing Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream
7. not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the abstraction of such a being-not as a thing to admire
8. then the darkness came, and tarried, and went

	REF
	1. My baptismal name is Egaeus 


Table 4.4.1 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
Berenice (1835)

4.4.2 Barthes’ Five Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
	Barthes’
Five Codes
	Edgar Allan Poe’s
The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)

	HER
	1. But why do you say that I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind?
2. I pointed at the boards and cried, “Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed him. But why does his heart not stop beating?! Why does it not stop!?”

	ACT
	1. “Listen! Listen, and I will tell you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind is.”
2. Every night about twelve o’clock I slowly opened his door.
3. The eighth night I was more than usually careful as I opened the door.
4. Suddenly the old man sat straight up in bed and cried, “Who’s there??!”
5. Slowly, little by little, I lifted the cloth, until a small, small light escaped from under it to fall upon — to fall upon that vulture eye!
6. The time had come!
7. As I finished this work I heard that someone was at the door.

	SEM
	1. His eye was like the eye of a vulture, the eye of one of those terrible birds that watch and wait while an animal dies, and then fall upon the dead body and pull it to pieces to eat it.
2. The darkness in his room was thick and black.
3. Only that eye, that hard blue eye, and the blood in my body became like ice.
4. Now I could hear a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall.
5. He was dead! Dead as a stone.

	SYM
	1. I heard sounds from heaven; and I heard sounds from hell!
2. I did not hate the old man; I even loved him.
3. a cold feeling went up and down my backthat heart continued to beat; but at last the beating stopped.

	REF
	-


Table 4.4.2 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)

4.4.3 Barthes’ Five Codes in Edgar Allan Poe’s The Masque of the Red Death (1850)
	Barthes’
Five Codes
	Edgar Allan Poe’s The Masque of the Red Death (1850)

	HER
	1. But Prospero, the ruler of that land, was happy and strong and wise.
2. The dancers looked like the forms we might see in troubled dreams.
3. The strongest of the men tried to hold the masquerader, whose tall form stood beside the black clock; but when they put their hands on him they found inside the grave-clothes no human form, no body — nothing!

	ACT
	1. but so strange that the music and the dancing stopped and the dancers stood still to listen.
2. Again the music stopped.
3. Everyone seemed now deeply to feel that the stranger should not have been allowed to come among them dressed in such clothes.
4. He passed within a few feet of Prospero, who stood still, surprised.
5. He held a sharp knife high over his head, ready to strike the stranger.

	SEM
	1. No sickness had ever been so deadly — so great a killer — or so fearful to see.
2. Blood was its mark — the redness and the horror of blood.
3. There were sharp pains, and a sudden feeling that the mind was rushing in circles inside the head.
4. This was a large and beautiful stone building he had planned himself. A strong, high wall circled it. This wall had gates of iron.
5. black as night
6. when it was time to mark the hour the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music
7. the mask which covered his face was so much like the face of a dead man
8. And the fires died. And the clock stopped. And darkness and decay and the Red Death ruled forever over all.

	SYM
	1. from the beginning to the end
2. half the people of his land had died, he called to him a thousand healthy
3. the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music, but so strange

	REF
	1. Prospero asked his friends all to come together for a dancing party, a masquerade.


	Table 4.4.3 Barthes’ Five Code’s in Edgar Allan Poe’s Selected Horror Short Stories
The Masque of the Red Death (1850)





CHAPTER V
CONCLUSIONS AND SUGGESTIONS

5.1 Conclusions 
Based on the analysis by using semiotic codes’ theory as proposed by Barthes (1974), about five codes in Allan Poe’s selected horror short stories, found that in the first story – Berenice (1835), the five codes found in the story are 3 Hermeneutical Codes, 5 Proairetic Codes, 2 Semantic Codes, 8 Symbolic Codes, and 1 Cultural Codes. In the second story – The Tell-Tale Heart (1843), the five codes found in the story are 2 Hermeneutical Codes, 7 Proairetic Codes, 5 Semantic Codes, 4 Symbolic Codes, and no Cultural Codes found. In the third story – The Masque of the Read Death (1850), the five codes found in the story are 3 Hermeneutical Codes, 5 Proairetic Codes, 8 Semantic Codes, 3 Symbolic Codes, and 1 Cultural Codes found. 

5.2 Suggestions 
These are suggestions from the researcher to the readers of this research: 
1. The researcher suggests that this research to be used as a reference for any semiotic codes researches. 
2. The researcher suggests that this research can be used as a reference to help any researcher researching about Roland Barthes’ Theory. 
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Berenice (1835)
Dicebant mihi sodales, si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas. - Ebn Zaiat.
MISERY is manifold. The wretchedness of earth is multiform. Overreaching the wide horizon as the rainbow, its hues are as various as the hues of that arch, --as distinct too, yet as intimately blended. Overreaching the wide horizon as the rainbow! How is it that from beauty I have derived a type of unloveliness? --from the covenant of peace a simile of sorrow? But as, in ethics, evil is a consequence of good, so, in fact, out of joy is sorrow born. Either the memory of past bliss is the anguish of to-day, or the agonies which are have their origin in the ecstasies which might have been.
My baptismal name is Egaeus; that of my family I will not mention. Yet there are no towers in the land more time-honored than my gloomy, gray, hereditary halls. Our line has been called a race of visionaries; and in many striking particulars --in the character of the family mansion --in the frescos of the chief saloon --in the tapestries of the dormitories --in the chiselling of some buttresses in the armory --but more especially in the gallery of antique paintings --in the fashion of the library chamber --and, lastly, in the very peculiar nature of the library's contents, there is more than sufficient evidence to warrant the belief.
The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that chamber, and with its volumes --of which latter I will say no more. Here died my mother. Herein was I born. But it is mere idleness to say that I had not lived before --that the soul has no previous existence. You deny it? --let us not argue the matter. Convinced myself, I seek not to convince. There is, however, a remembrance of aerial forms --of spiritual and meaning eyes --of sounds, musical yet sad --a remembrance which will not be excluded; a memory like a shadow, vague, variable, indefinite, unsteady; and like a shadow, too, in the impossibility of my getting rid of it while the sunlight of my reason shall exist.
In that chamber was I born. Thus awaking from the long night of what seemed, but was not, nonentity, at once into the very regions of fairy-land --into a palace of imagination --into the wild dominions of monastic thought and erudition --it is not singular that I gazed around me with a startled and ardent eye --that I loitered away my boyhood in books, and dissipated my youth in reverie; but it is singular that as years rolled away, and the noon of manhood found me still in the mansion of my fathers --it is wonderful what stagnation there fell upon the springs of my life --wonderful how total an inversion took place in the character of my commonest thought. The realities of the world affected me as visions, and as visions only, while the wild ideas of the land of dreams became, in turn, --not the material of my every-day existence-but in very deed that existence utterly and solely in itself.
Berenice and I were cousins, and we grew up together in my paternal halls. Yet differently we grew --I ill of health, and buried in gloom --she agile, graceful, and overflowing with energy; hers the ramble on the hill-side --mine the studies of the cloister --I living within my own heart, and addicted body and soul to the most intense and painful meditation --she roaming carelessly through life with no thought of the shadows in her path, or the silent flight of the raven-winged hours. Berenice! --I call upon her name --Berenice! --and from the gray ruins of memory a thousand tumultuous recollections are startled at the sound! Ah! vividly is her image before me now, as in the early days of her light-heartedness and joy! Oh! gorgeous yet fantastic beauty! Oh! sylph amid the shrubberies of Arnheim! --Oh! Naiad among its fountains! --and then --then all is mystery and terror, and a tale which should not be told. Disease --a fatal disease --fell like the simoom upon her frame, and, even while I gazed upon her, the spirit of change swept, over her, pervading her mind, her habits, and her character, and, in a manner the most subtle and terrible, disturbing even the identity of her person! Alas! the destroyer came and went, and the victim --where was she, I knew her not --or knew her no longer as Berenice.
Among the numerous train of maladies superinduced by that fatal and primary one which effected a revolution of so horrible a kind in the moral and physical being of my cousin, may be mentioned as the most distressing and obstinate in its nature, a species of epilepsy not unfrequently terminating in trance itself --trance very nearly resembling positive dissolution, and from which her manner of recovery was in most instances, startlingly abrupt. In the mean time my own disease --for I have been told that I should call it by no other appelation --my own disease, then, grew rapidly upon me, and assumed finally a monomaniac character of a novel and extraordinary form --hourly and momently gaining vigor --and at length obtaining over me the most incomprehensible ascendancy. This monomania, if I must so term it, consisted in a morbid irritability of those properties of the mind in metaphysical science termed the attentive. It is more than probable that I am not understood; but I fear, indeed, that it is in no manner possible to convey to the mind of the merely general reader, an adequate idea of that nervous intensity of interest with which, in my case, the powers of meditation (not to speak technically) busied and buried themselves, in the contemplation of even the most ordinary objects of the universe.
To muse for long unwearied hours with my attention riveted to some frivolous device on the margin, or in the topography of a book; to become absorbed for the better part of a summer's day, in a quaint shadow falling aslant upon the tapestry, or upon the door; to lose myself for an entire night in watching the steady flame of a lamp, or the embers of a fire; to dream away whole days over the perfume of a flower; to repeat monotonously some common word, until the sound, by dint of frequent repetition, ceased to convey any idea whatever to the mind; to lose all sense of motion or physical existence, by means of absolute bodily quiescence long and obstinately persevered in; --such were a few of the most common and least pernicious vagaries induced by a condition of the mental faculties, not, indeed, altogether unparalleled, but certainly bidding defiance to anything like analysis or explanation.
Yet let me not be misapprehended. --The undue, earnest, and morbid attention thus excited by objects in their own nature frivolous, must not be confounded in character with that ruminating propensity common to all mankind, and more especially indulged in by persons of ardent imagination. It was not even, as might be at first supposed, an extreme condition or exaggeration of such propensity, but primarily and essentially distinct and different. In the one instance, the dreamer, or enthusiast, being interested by an object usually not frivolous, imperceptibly loses sight of this object in a wilderness of deductions and suggestions issuing therefrom, until, at the conclusion of a day dream often replete with luxury, he finds the incitamentum or first cause of his musings entirely vanished and forgotten. In my case the primary object was invariably frivolous, although assuming, through the medium of my distempered vision, a refracted and unreal importance. Few deductions, if any, were made; and those few pertinaciously returning in upon the original object as a centre. The meditations were never pleasurable; and, at the termination of the reverie, the first cause, so far from being out of sight, had attained that supernaturally exaggerated interest which was the prevailing feature of the disease. In a word, the powers of mind more particularly exercised were, with me, as I have said before, the attentive, and are, with the day-dreamer, the speculative.
My books, at this epoch, if they did not actually serve to irritate the disorder, partook, it will be perceived, largely, in their imaginative and inconsequential nature, of the characteristic qualities of the disorder itself. I well remember, among others, the treatise of the noble Italian Coelius Secundus Curio "de Amplitudine Beati Regni dei"; St. Austin's great work, the "City of God"; and Tertullian "de Carne Christi," in which the paradoxical sentence "Mortuus est Dei filius; credible est quia ineptum est: et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia impossibile est" occupied my undivided time, for many weeks of laborious and fruitless investigation.
Thus it will appear that, shaken from its balance only by trivial things, my reason bore resemblance to that ocean-crag spoken of by Ptolemy Hephestion, which steadily resisting the attacks of human violence, and the fiercer fury of the waters and the winds, trembled only to the touch of the flower called Asphodel. And although, to a careless thinker, it might appear a matter beyond doubt, that the alteration produced by her unhappy malady, in the moral condition of Berenice, would afford me many objects for the exercise of that intense and abnormal meditation whose nature I have been at some trouble in explaining, yet such was not in any degree the case. In the lucid intervals of my infirmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me pain, and, taking deeply to heart that total wreck of her fair and gentle life, I did not fall to ponder frequently and bitterly upon the wonder-working means by which so strange a revolution had been so suddenly brought to pass. But these reflections partook not of the idiosyncrasy of my disease, and were such as would have occurred, under similar circumstances, to the ordinary mass of mankind. True to its own character, my disorder revelled in the less important but more startling changes wrought in the physical frame of Berenice --in the singular and most appalling distortion of her personal identity.
During the brightest days of her unparalleled beauty, most surely I had never loved her. In the strange anomaly of my existence, feelings with me, had never been of the heart, and my passions always were of the mind. Through the gray of the early morning --among the trellised shadows of the forest at noonday --and in the silence of my library at night, she had flitted by my eyes, and I had seen her --not as the living and breathing Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream --not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the abstraction of such a being-not as a thing to admire, but to analyze --not as an object of love, but as the theme of the most abstruse although desultory speculation. And now --now I shuddered in her presence, and grew pale at her approach; yet bitterly lamenting her fallen and desolate condition, I called to mind that she had loved me long, and, in an evil moment, I spoke to her of marriage.
And at length the period of our nuptials was approaching, when, upon an afternoon in the winter of the year, --one of those unseasonably warm, calm, and misty days which are the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon*, --I sat, (and sat, as I thought, alone,) in the inner apartment of the library. But uplifting my eyes I saw that Berenice stood before me.
For as Jove, during the winter season, gives twice seven days of warmth, men have called this clement and temperate time the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon. - Simonides.
Was it my own excited imagination --or the misty influence of the atmosphere --or the uncertain twilight of the chamber --or the gray draperies which fell around her figure --that caused in it so vacillating and indistinct an outline? I could not tell. She spoke no word, I --not for worlds could I have uttered a syllable. An icy chill ran through my frame; a sense of insufferable anxiety oppressed me; a consuming curiosity pervaded my soul; and sinking back upon the chair, I remained for some time breathless and motionless, with my eyes riveted upon her person. Alas! its emaciation was excessive, and not one vestige of the former being, lurked in any single line of the contour. My burning glances at length fell upon the face.
The forehead was high, and very pale, and singularly placid; and the once jetty hair fell partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow temples with innumerable ringlets now of a vivid yellow, and Jarring discordantly, in their fantastic character, with the reigning melancholy of the countenance. The eyes were lifeless, and lustreless, and seemingly pupil-less, and I shrank involuntarily from their glassy stare to the contemplation of the thin and shrunken lips. They parted; and in a smile of peculiar meaning, the teeth of the changed Berenice disclosed themselves slowly to my view. Would to God that I had never beheld them, or that, having done so, I had died!
The shutting of a door disturbed me, and, looking up, I found that my cousin had departed from the chamber. But from the disordered chamber of my brain, had not, alas! departed, and would not be driven away, the white and ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not a speck on their surface --not a shade on their enamel --not an indenture in their edges --but what that period of her smile had sufficed to brand in upon my memory. I saw them now even more unequivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth! --the teeth! --they were here, and there, and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; long, narrow, and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them, as in the very moment of their first terrible development. Then came the full fury of my monomania, and I struggled in vain against its strange and irresistible influence. In the multiplied objects of the external world I had no thoughts but for the teeth. For these I longed with a phrenzied desire. All other matters and all different interests became absorbed in their single contemplation. They --they alone were present to the mental eye, and they, in their sole individuality, became the essence of my mental life. I held them in every light. I turned them in every attitude. I surveyed their characteristics. I dwelt upon their peculiarities. I pondered upon their conformation. I mused upon the alteration in their nature. I shuddered as I assigned to them in imagination a sensitive and sentient power, and even when unassisted by the lips, a capability of moral expression. Of Mad'selle Salle it has been well said, "que tous ses pas etaient des sentiments," and of Berenice I more seriously believed que toutes ses dents etaient des idees. Des idees! --ah here was the idiotic thought that destroyed me! Des idees! --ah therefore it was that I coveted them so madly! I felt that their possession could alone ever restore me to peace, in giving me back to reason.
And the evening closed in upon me thus-and then the darkness came, and tarried, and went --and the day again dawned --and the mists of a second night were now gathering around --and still I sat motionless in that solitary room; and still I sat buried in meditation, and still the phantasma of the teeth maintained its terrible ascendancy as, with the most vivid hideous distinctness, it floated about amid the changing lights and shadows of the chamber. At length there broke in upon my dreams a cry as of horror and dismay; and thereunto, after a pause, succeeded the sound of troubled voices, intermingled with many low moanings of sorrow, or of pain. I arose from my seat and, throwing open one of the doors of the library, saw standing out in the antechamber a servant maiden, all in tears, who told me that Berenice was --no more. She had been seized with epilepsy in the early morning, and now, at the closing in of the night, the grave was ready for its tenant, and all the preparations for the burial were completed.
I found myself sitting in the library, and again sitting there alone. It seemed that I had newly awakened from a confused and exciting dream. I knew that it was now midnight, and I was well aware that since the setting of the sun Berenice had been interred. But of that dreary period which intervened I had no positive --at least no definite comprehension. Yet its memory was replete with horror --horror more horrible from being vague, and terror more terrible from ambiguity. It was a fearful page in the record my existence, written all over with dim, and hideous, and unintelligible recollections. I strived to decypher them, but in vain; while ever and anon, like the spirit of a departed sound, the shrill and piercing shriek of a female voice seemed to be ringing in my ears. I had done a deed --what was it? I asked myself the question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber answered me, "what was it?"
On the table beside me burned a lamp, and near it lay a little box. It was of no remarkable character, and I had seen it frequently before, for it was the property of the family physician; but how came it there, upon my table, and why did I shudder in regarding it? These things were in no manner to be accounted for, and my eyes at length dropped to the open pages of a book, and to a sentence underscored therein. The words were the singular but simple ones of the poet Ebn Zaiat, "Dicebant mihi sodales si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas." Why then, as I perused them, did the hairs of my head erect themselves on end, and the blood of my body become congealed within my veins?
There came a light tap at the library door, and pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe. His looks were wild with terror, and he spoke to me in a voice tremulous, husky, and very low. What said he? --some broken sentences I heard. He told of a wild cry disturbing the silence of the night --of the gathering together of the household-of a search in the direction of the sound; --and then his tones grew thrillingly distinct as he whispered me of a violated grave --of a disfigured body enshrouded, yet still breathing, still palpitating, still alive!
He pointed to garments;-they were muddy and clotted with gore. I spoke not, and he took me gently by the hand; --it was indented with the impress of human nails. He directed my attention to some object against the wall; --I looked at it for some minutes; --it was a spade. With a shriek I bounded to the table, and grasped the box that lay upon it. But I could not force it open; and in my tremor it slipped from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled out some instruments of dental surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white and ivory-looking substances that were scattered to and from about the floor.


The Tell-Tale Heart (1843)
IT’S TRUE! YES, I HAVE BEEN ILL, very ill. But why do you say that I have lost control of my mind, why do you say that I am mad? Can you not see that I have full control of my mind? Is it not clear that I am not mad? Indeed, the illness only made my mind, my feelings, my senses stronger, more powerful. My sense of hearing especially became more powerful. I could hear sounds I had never heard before. I heard sounds from heaven; and I heard sounds from hell!
Listen! Listen, and I will tell you how it happened. You will see, you will hear how healthy my mind is.
It is impossible to say how the idea first entered my head. There was no reason for what I did. I did not hate the old man; I even loved him. He had never hurt me. I did not want his money. I think it was his eye. His eye was like the eye of a vulture, the eye of one of those terrible birds that watch and wait while an animal dies, and then fall upon the dead body and pull it to pieces to eat it. When the old man looked at me with his vulture eye a cold feeling went up and down my back; even my blood became cold. And so, I finally decided I had to kill the old man and close that eye forever!	
So you think that I am mad? A madman cannot plan. But you should have seen me. During all of that week I was as friendly to the old man as I could be, and warm, and loving.
Every night about twelve o’clock I slowly opened his door. And when the door was opened wide enough I put my hand in, and then my head. In my hand I held a light covered over with a cloth so that no light showed. And I stood there quietly. Then, carefully, I lifted the cloth, just a little, so that a single, thin, small light fell across that eye. For seven nights I did this, seven long nights, every night at midnight. Always the eye was closed, so it was impossible for me to do the work. For it was not the old man I felt I had to kill; it was the eye, his Evil Eye.
And every morning I went to his room, and with a warm, friendly voice I asked him how he had slept. He could not guess that every night, just at twelve, I looked in at him as he slept.
The eighth night I was more than usually careful as I opened the door. The hands of a clock move more quickly than did my hand. Never before had I felt so strongly my own power; I was now sure of success.
The old man was lying there not dreaming that I was at his door. Suddenly he moved in his bed. You may think I became afraid. But no. The darkness in his room was thick and black. I knew he could not see the opening of the door. I continued to push the door, slowly, softly. I put in my head. I put in my hand, with the covered light. Suddenly the old man sat straight up in bed and cried, “Who’s there??!”
I stood quite still. For a whole hour I did not move. Nor did I hear him again lie down in his bed. He just sat there, listening. Then I heard a sound, a low cry of fear which escaped from the old man. Now I knew that he was sitting up in his bed, filled with fear; I knew that he knew that I was there. He did not see me there. He could not hear me there. He felt me there. Now he knew that Death was standing there.
Slowly, little by little, I lifted the cloth, until a small, small light escaped from under it to fall upon — to fall upon that vulture eye! It was open — wide, wide open, and my anger increased as it looked straight at me. I could not see the old man’s face. Only that eye, that hard blue eye, and the blood in my body became like ice.
Have I not told you that my hearing had become unusually strong? Now I could hear a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall. It was the beating of the old man’s heart. I tried to stand quietly. But the sound grew louder. The old man’s fear must have been great indeed. And as the sound grew louder my anger became greater and more painful. But it was more than anger. In the quiet night, in the dark silence of the bedroom my anger became fear — for the heart was beating so loudly that I was sure some one must hear. The time had come! I rushed into the room, crying, “Die! Die!” The old man gave a loud cry of fear as I fell upon him and held the bedcovers tightly over his head. Still his heart was beating; but I smiled as I felt that success was near. For many minutes that heart continued to beat; but at last the beating stopped. The old man was dead. I took away the bedcovers and held my ear over his heart. There was no sound. Yes. He was dead! Dead as a stone. His eye would trouble me no more!
So I am mad, you say? You should have seen how careful I was to put the body where no one could find it. First I cut off the head, then the arms and the legs. I was careful not to let a single drop of blood fall on the floor. I pulled up three of the boards that formed the floor, and put the pieces of the body there. Then I put the boards down again, carefully, so carefully that no human eye could see that they had been moved.
As I finished this work I heard that someone was at the door. It was now four o’clock in the morning, but still dark. I had no fear, however, as I went down to open the door. Three men were at the door, three officers of the police. One of the neighbors had heard the old man’s cry and had called the police; these three had come to ask questions and to search the house.
I asked the policemen to come in. The cry, I said, was my own, in a dream. The old man, I said, was away; he had gone to visit a friend in the country. I took them through the whole house, telling them to search it all, to search well. I led them finally into the old man’s bedroom. As if playing a game with them I asked them to sit down and talk for a while.
My easy, quiet manner made the policemen believe my story. So they sat talking with me in a friendly way. But although I answered them in the same way, I soon wished that they would go. My head hurt and there was a strange sound in my ears. I talked more, and faster. The sound became clearer. And still they sat and talked.
Suddenly I knew that the sound was not in my ears, it was not just inside my head. At that moment I must have become quite white. I talked still faster and louder. And the sound, too, became louder. It was a quick, low, soft sound, like the sound of a clock heard through a wall, a sound I knew well. Louder it became, and louder. Why did the men not go? Louder, louder. I stood up and walked quickly around the room. I pushed my chair across the floor to make more noise, to cover that terrible sound. I talked even louder. And still the men sat and talked, and smiled. Was it possible that they could not hear??
No! They heard! I was certain of it. They knew! Now it was they who were playing a game with me. I was suffering more than I could bear, from their smiles, and from that sound. Louder, louder, louder! Suddenly I could bear it no longer. I pointed at the boards and cried, “Yes! Yes, I killed him. Pull up the boards and you shall see! I killed him. But why does his heart not stop beating?! Why does it not stop!?”


The Mask of the Red Death (1850)
	The Red Death had long been feeding on the country. No sickness had ever been so deadly — so great a killer — or so fearful to see. Blood was its mark — the redness and the horror of blood. There were sharp pains, and a sudden feeling that the mind was rushing in circles inside the head. Then there was bleeding through the skin, though it was not cut or broken — and then, death! The bright red spots upon the body and especially upon the face of the sick man made other men turn away from him, afraid to try to help. And the sickness lasted, from the beginning to the end, no more than half an hour.
	But Prospero, the ruler of that land, was happy and strong and wise. When half the people of his land had died, he called to him a thousand healthy, happy friends, and with them went far away to live in one of his palaces. This was a large and beautiful stone building he had planned himself. A strong, high wall circled it. This wall had gates of iron. The gentlemen, after they had entered, brought fire to heat the iron of the gates to make them close so firmly that nobody could open them. Here they could forget the sickness, the Red Death. They would leave the outside world to care for itself.
	Prospero had supplied everything they needed for pleasure. There was music, there was dancing, there was beauty, there was food to eat and wine to drink. All these were within the wall, and within the wall they would be safe. Outside the wall walked the Red Death.
	It was near the end of their fifth month there that Prospero asked his friends all to come together for a dancing party, a masquerade. Everyone was asked to come dressed in fine clothes and with his eyes, or perhaps his whole face, covered by a cloth mask.
	It was a scene of great richness, that masquerade. There were seven rooms in which Prospero’s friends danced. In many old palaces the doors can be opened in such a way that rooms like these seven can be seen all at the same time. In this palace it was different. Little more than one of them could be seen at one time. There was a turn every twenty or thirty yards. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, was a tall pointed window. The windows were of colored glass, of the same color that was used in each room. The first room had blue cloth hangings on the walls — and blue were its windows. The second room had wall hangings of that blue-red known as purple, and here the windows were purple. The third was green, and so was the glass of the windows. The fourth had hangings and windows of yellow — the fifth of white — the sixth of violet. But the seventh room had hangings on the walls made of a rich soft cloth which was black, black as night, and the floor, too, was covered with the same heavy black cloth. In this room the color of the windows was not the same. It was red — a deep blood color.
	All the rooms were lighted through the outside windows. The resulting light was strange indeed, as it colored the shapes of the dancers. But the light that fell on the black hangings through the blood-colored glass was the most fearful of them all. It produced so wild a look on the faces of those who entered that there were few of the dancers who dared to step within those dark walls.
	In this room stood a great clock of black wood. Gently it marked the seconds as they passed; and when it was time to mark the hour the clock spoke with a loud, clear voice, a deep tone as beautiful as music, but so strange that the music and the dancing stopped and the dancers stood still to listen. And then, after another sixty minutes, after another three thousand and six hundred seconds of Time, of flying Time, the clock struck again, and the dancers stopped as before.
	Nevertheless, it was a happy and beautiful masquerade. And you may be sure that the clothes the dancers chose to wear, their costumes, were strange and wonderful. The dancers looked like the forms we might see in troubled dreams. And these — the dreams — danced softly through the rooms, taking the color of the rooms as they moved. It did not seem that their steps followed the music, but that the music rose from their steps. But into the seventh room the dancers do not go, for the red light coming through the windows, and the blackness of the wall hangings, make them afraid — and he who enters hears more deeply the striking of the great black clock.
	But the other rooms are crowded, and in them beats hotly the heart of life. And the dance goes on until at last the clock begins to strike twelve. Again the music stopped. Again the dancers stood without moving while the slow striking sound continued. Before the clock was quiet again, many in the crowd saw that in the first room, the blue room, there was a masquerader who had not been seen before. As they talked softly to each other about him a feeling of surprise spread through all the dancers, then a feeling of fear and of sickening horror.
	In such a group as this, only a very strange masquerader could have caused such a feeling. Even among those who laugh at both life and death, some matters cannot be laughed at. Everyone seemed now deeply to feel that the stranger should not have been allowed to come among them dressed in such clothes. He was tall and very thin, and covered from head to foot like a dead man prepared for the grave. The mask which covered his face — or was it really a mask? — the mask which covered his face was so much like the face of a dead man that the nearest eye could not see the difference. And yet all this might have been acceptable — but the masquerader whom nobody knew had made himself look like the Red Death itself! His clothes were spotted with blood. And the mask over his face was covered with the terrible red spots…or perhaps it was indeed his face!
	When Prospero looked upon this fearful form he was first filled with terror — and then with anger. “Who dares?” he cried. “Take him! Seize him! Pull off his mask so that we may know who we must hang at sunrise!”
	Prospero stood in the blue room when he spoke these words. They sounded through the seven rooms, loud and clear. At first, as he spoke, some of the dancers started to rush toward the strange masquerader. But they stopped, afraid, and no one dared to put out a hand to touch him. The stranger started to walk toward the second room. He passed within a few feet of Prospero, who stood still, surprised. And while the dancers moved back from the center of the room, the stranger moved quietly, without being stopped, with a slow and measured step, through the blue room to the purple room — through the purple room to the green room — through the green to the yellow — through this to the white — and then to the violet room.
	As the stranger was entering the seventh room, Prospero suddenly and angrily rushed through the six rooms. No one dared to follow him. He held a sharp knife high over his head, ready to strike the stranger. When he was within three or four feet of the strange masquerader, the stranger turned and stood silent, looking firmly into Prospero’s eyes. There was a cry — and the knife dropped shining upon the black floor, upon which a minute later Prospero himself fell, dead. The dancers then rushed into the black room. The strongest of the men tried to hold the masquerader, whose tall form stood beside the black clock; but when they put their hands on him they found inside the grave-clothes no human form, no body — nothing!
	Now they knew that it was the Red Death itself that had come in the night. One by one the dancers fell, and each died as he fell. And the fires died. And the clock stopped. And darkness and decay and the Red Death ruled forever over all.
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