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SYNOPSIS




"Manuscript Found In A Bottle" is a short story by Edgar Allan Poe that tells the story of a man who, after a shipwreck caused by a storm, finds himself on board a mysterious ghost ship with a crew destined for an unknown and catastrophic fate.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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Qui n’a plus qu’un moment a vivre


N’a plus rien a dissimuler.













—Quinault—Atys.




 




Of my country and of my family I have little to say.

Ill usage and length of years have driven me from the one, and estranged me

from the other. Hereditary wealth afforded me an education of no common order,

and a contemplative turn of mind enabled me to methodize the stores which early

study very diligently garnered up. — Beyond all things, the study of the German

moralists gave me great delight; not from any ill-advised admiration of their

eloquent madness, but from the ease with which my habits of rigid thought

enabled me to detect their falsities. I have often been reproached with the

aridity of my genius; a deficiency of imagination has been imputed to me as a

crime; and the Pyrrhonism of my opinions has at all times rendered me

notorious. Indeed, a strong relish for physical philosophy has, I fear,

tinctured my mind with a very common error of this age — I mean the habit of

referring occurrences, even the least susceptible of such reference, to the

principles of that science. Upon the whole, no person could be less liable than

myself to be led away from the severe precincts of truth by the ignes fatui of

superstition. I have thought proper to premise thus much, lest the incredible

tale I have to tell should be considered rather the raving of a crude

imagination, than the positive experience of a mind to which the reveries of

fancy have been a dead letter and a nullity.




After many years spent in foreign travel, I sailed in

the year 18—, from the port of Batavia, in the rich and populous island of

Java, on a voyage to the Archipelago of the Sunda islands. I went as

passenger—having no other inducement than a kind of nervous restlessness which

haunted me as a fiend.




Our vessel was a beautiful ship of about four hundred

tons, copper-fastened, and built at Bombay of Malabar teak. She was freighted

with cottonwool and oil, from the Lachadive islands. We had also on-board coir,

jaggeree, ghee, cocoa-nuts, and a few cases of opium. The stowage was clumsily

done, and the vessel consequently crank.




We got under way with a mere breath of wind, and for

many days stood along the eastern coast of Java, without any other incident to

beguile the monotony of our course than the occasional meeting with some of the

small grabs of the Archipelago to which we were bound.




One evening, leaning over the taffrail, I observed a

very singular, isolated cloud, to the N.W. It was remarkable, as well for its

color, as from its being the first we had seen since our departure from

Batavia. I watched it attentively until sunset, when it spread all at once to

the eastward and westward, girting in the horizon with a narrow strip of vapor,

and looking like a long line of low beach. My notice was soon afterwards

attracted by the dusky-red appearance of the moon, and the peculiar character of

the sea. The latter was undergoing a rapid change, and the water seemed more

than usually transparent. Although I could distinctly see the bottom, yet,

heaving the lead, I found the ship in fifteen fathoms. The air now became

intolerably hot, and was loaded with spiral exhalations similar to those

arising from heat iron. As night came on, every breath of wind died away, an

more entire calm it is impossible to conceive. The flame of a candle burned

upon the poop without the least perceptible motion, and a long hair, held

between the finger and thumb, hung without the possibility of detecting a

vibration. However, as the captain said he could perceive no indication of

danger, and as we were drifting in bodily to shore, he ordered the sails to be

furled, and the anchor let go. No watch was set, and the crew, consisting

principally of Malays, stretched themselves deliberately upon deck. I went

below—not without a full presentiment of evil. Indeed, every appearance

warranted me in apprehending a Simoom. I told the captain my fears; but he paid

no attention to what I said and left me without deigning to give a reply. My

uneasiness, however, prevented me from sleeping, and about midnight I went upon

deck. As I placed my foot upon the upper step of the companion-ladder, I was

startled by a loud, humming noise, like that occasioned by the rapid revolution

of a millwheel, and before I could ascertain its meaning, I found the ship

quivering to its center. In the next instant, a wilderness of foam hurled us

upon our beam-ends, and, rushing over us fore and aft, swept the entire decks

from stem to stern.
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