The Black Cat
Based on the story by Edgar Allan Poe

For the most wild, yet most simple narrative I am about to write, I neither expect nor ask for belief. I would be crazy to expect it when I have a hard time believing it myself. Yet, I am not crazy and it is not a dream. My purpose is to simply tell the world of a series of household events. These events have terrified - have tortured - have destroyed me.
From my infancy I was submissive and obedient. My tenderness of heart stood out so much that it made me the joke of my companions. I especially loved animals, and was given a variety of pets by my parents. This odd fondness of animals grew with me to adulthood. 
I married young and was happy to find a wife that loved animals too. We had birds, goldfish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. The cat was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and wise to an astonishing degree. The cat, Pluto, was my favorite pet and playmate. Only I fed him, and he followed me wherever I went around the house. Our friendship was like this for several years. 

Throughout these years I drank too much and grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more careless of the feelings of others. I was abusive towards my wife and neglected my pets. I tried to be nice to Pluto. But my disease grew upon me - for what disease is like Alcohol! - and at length even Pluto, who was now becoming old - even Pluto began to experience the effects of my bad temper.
One night, returning home very drunk, I felt that the cat avoided me. When I grabbed him, he bit my hand. I became so angry it was like I was possessed by a demon. I knew myself no longer. I held the poor beast by the throat and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I write. When I woke up I felt guilty—but not enough to stop drinking. Instead, I drank more to forget the memory. 
The cat’s eye recovered. He acted normal but, as expected, he fled in extreme terror when I came near. I had so much of my old heart left, I was saddened to be disliked by a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon became irritation. Who has not found himself committing a terrible or silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Don’t we have the constant desire to break a Law simply because it is one? This feeling to do wrong for wrong’s sake only led to my final action. One morning, I slipped a noose around its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; hung it with tears streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; hung it because I knew that it had loved me; hung it because I knew that in doing so I was committing a sin—a deadly sin that would jeopardize my immortal soul.

That night, I was awoken by the cry of fire. The whole house was blazing, but my wife, a servant, and myself made our escape. The destruction was complete. My entire wealth was gone. I am not suggesting this next part caused the fire. But I am detailing a chain of facts - and wish not to leave anything out.
One the day after the fire, I visited the ruins. Only one wall of the house was standing. This was the wall that the head of my bed was on. The plaster had here resisted the fire - I thought because it had been recently spread. A crowd of people were gathered around the wall. I approached and saw, imprinted on the wall, a figure of a gigantic cat. There was a rope around the animal’s neck. 

When I first saw this I was extremely terrified. For months I could not stop thinking about the cat. I regretted the loss of the animal and looked for another one to take its place.

One night as I sat, half drunk, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat - a very large one - that looked like Pluto, except for this cat had a large shapeless patch of white fur on his chest. Upon my touching him, he purred loudly and appeared to like me. I found that he was a stray and allowed him to follow me home, where he became immediately a great favorite with my wife.

For my own part, I began to dislike the cat. Its fondness of myself disgusted and annoyed me. My feelings grew to hatred. I avoided the creature; my shame from my previous act kept me from abusing it. But, I came to look at it with loathing. 

Adding to my hatred, I found that, like Pluto, the beast was missing one eye. This trait only made my wife love it more. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. My wife pointed out, more than once, the mark of white hair, the only difference between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. This mark was not significant at first, but now, this white patch began to look like an image of a hideous - of a ghastly thing - of the gallows! 
This beast would not leave me alone. I would find him breathing in my face; sitting on my chest and I would awake thinking that I could not move him. This torment caused evil thoughts to consume me.  I developed a hatred of all things and of all people. My poor wife was the one who suffered from my outbursts of fury.

One day my wife went with me down to the cellar. The cat followed me down the steep stairs nearly throwing me down them, which caused me to lose my temper. Uplifting an axe, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have been instantly deadly had it fallen as I wished. But this blow was stopped by the hand of my wife. Provoked, by her interference, into a demonic rage, I drew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder done, I had to find a way to hide the body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house without being seen by the neighbors. I thought of cutting the corpse into pieces and destroying them by fire, or digging a grave in the cellar floor. Finally, I decided to wall it up in the cellar - as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up their victims.

The cellar walls were loosely constructed. I used a crow-bar to dislodge the bricks, carefully placed the body inside, propped it up, and re-laid the whole structure. I prepared a plaster that looked exactly like the old kind and cleaned up the floor. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right.
My next step was to look for the beast that had caused this wretchedness; for I had firmly decided to put it to death. It appeared that the animal was alarmed at the violence of my anger and disappeared. It did not come back during the night - and for one night since it came to the house, I soundly slept; yes, slept even with the guilt of murder upon my soul! 

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me only a little.

On the fourth day the police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded to investigate. I was confident in my work and did not quiver a muscle when they went to the cellar. My heart beat calmly as a person who sleeps in innocence. The police were satisfied and prepared to depart. I was so happy that I had to say something to them to reassure my guiltlessness.

“Gentlemen,” I said at last, as they ascended the steps, “I am glad to have put your suspicions to rest. I wish you all health. By the way, this—this is a very well-constructed house. These walls—are you going, gentlemen?—these walls are solidly put together,” and here, though the uncontrolled excitement of my pride, I rapped heavily, with a cane I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work that covered the corpse of my wife.

But may God shield and deliver me! No sooner had the sound of my blows sunk into silence, then I was answered by a voice from within the tomb! by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, then quickly becoming one long, loud, and continuous scream. It was inhuman—a howl—a shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, that might only have risen out of hell.

Fainting, I staggered to the opposite wall. For an instant, the policemen were motionless. Then, a dozen arms were tearing at the wall. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood before the onlookers. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft has seduced me into murder, and whose voice had delivered me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb!

