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SYNOPSIS




Amid a deadly cholera epidemic, the narrator retreats to the countryside, hoping to escape the horrors unfolding in the city. However, his attempts at peace are disturbed when he witnesses a monstrous creature crawling down a distant hillside. Stricken with terror, he struggles to comprehend the meaning of this terrifying apparition, fearing it may be a harbinger of doom.
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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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During

the dread reign of the Cholera in New York, I had accepted the invitation of a relative

to spend a fortnight with him in the retirement of his cottage orné on the

banks of the Hudson. We had here around us all the ordinary means of summer amusement;

and what with rambling in the woods, sketching, boating, fishing, bathing, music

and books, we should have passed the time pleasantly enough, but for the fearful

intelligence which reached us every morning from the populous city. Not a day elapsed

which did not bring us news of the decease of some acquaintance. Then, as the fatality

increased, we learned to expect daily the loss of some friend. At length we trembled

at the approach of every messenger. The very air from the South seemed to us redolent

with death. That palsying thought, indeed, took entire possession of my soul. I

could neither speak, think, nor dream of anything else. My host was of a less excitable

temperament, and, although greatly depressed in spirits, exerted himself to sustain

my own. His richly philosophical intellect was not at any time affected by unrealities.

To the substances of terror he was sufficiently alive, but of its shadows he had

no apprehension.
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