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SYNOPSIS




Edgar Allan Poe's "The Oval Portrait" recounts the obsession of a painter who captures his wife's vitality in a portrait, consuming her life in the process. The narrative unfolds through the observation of a wounded man who discovers the tragic story behind the painting in an abandoned castle.
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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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The château into which my valet had ventured to make

forcible entrance, rather than permit me, in my desperately wounded condition,

to pass a night in the open air, was one of those piles of commingled gloom and

grandeur which have so long frowned among the Appennines, not less in fact than

in the fancy of Mrs. Radcliffe. To all appearance it had been temporarily and

very lately abandoned. We established ourselves in one of the smallest and

least sumptuously furnished apartments. It lay in a remote turret of the

building. Its decorations were rich, yet tattered and antique. Its walls were

hung with tapestry and bedecked with manifold and multiform armorial trophies,

together with an unusually great number of very spirited modern paintings in

frames of rich golden arabesque. In these paintings, which depended from the

walls not only in their main surfaces, but in very many nooks which the bizarre

architecture of the château rendered necessary—in these paintings my incipient

delirium, perhaps, had caused me to take deep interest; so that I bade Pedro to

close the heavy shutters of the room—since it was already night—to light the

tongues of a tall candelabrum which stood by the head of my bed, and to throw

open far and wide the fringed curtains of black velvet which enveloped the bed

itself. I wished all this done that I might resign myself, if not to sleep, at

least alternately to the contemplation of these pictures, and the perusal of a

small volume which had been found upon the pillow, and which purported to criticize

and describe them.



OEBPS/Images/capa-interna.jpg
EDGAR ALLAN POE

The Oval Portrait





