"The Gothic as an Aspect of American Romanticism”

Naturally American writers could not avoid references to European experiences, particularly
British romantic poets and German philosophy. However they succeeded in adapting them to
their own cultural circumstances. American response to British Romanticism accelerated in two

directions. One of them was Transcendentalism. ?/ Tadn %M O % 5%

tenets: rtultln is m tworthy the : expressmg deepiy felt experience is more
valuable than elaborating universal prmmples the individual is at the centre of life and God is at
centre of the individual, nature is an array of physwal symbols from which knowledge of the
supernatural can be mtmted and we should aspire to the Ideal, to changing what is to what ought

to he."

It is not hard to believe that Emerson's Transcendentahsm was very popuim
mﬂnentlal To his foilowers and friends be {

and share some
conscience man.
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erters deplctlon gamed 1ts own spec1a1 character, |

That skepucism was one of many other sxgmﬁcant factors which dafferentxated Rornantzcasm and
Dark Remant:msm G R Thompson in Introduction Romanticism and the Gothlc Tradition, m

While Transcendentalists were convinced that perfection is inborn quality of mankind and ignore
less praiseworthy nature of human, Dark Romantics uttered something completely opposite,




An interesting case makes up the American poet and writer Washmgton AHston Allston was
mamiy known as a talented pamter His hterary actmty had been ignored and his works

cha}mcter o Storn's Tomanee- yainter, v AST Beautiful wife but also very jealous
chﬁ rGod ﬁ'lend who envy him his talent and of course W]fe The fee}mg of ] eanusy is what

The character of man, who kills innocent woman also appeared in Allston's brother-in-law and
closest friend writings- Richard Henry Dana Sr. Dana was the first American literary critic. He
wrote for the North American Review and even planed to be its editor but his candidacy was
rejected. Dana did not disincline and in order to gain national audience started to publish under
the pseudonym, the Idle Man.



Richard Henry Dana in his writing was focusing on youn romantic heroes, who were inspired
by romantlc principle to "feel deeply ~

and the other Splrltuahsts or Supematurahsts or whatever they are called, or may be p}eased to
call themselves... [have] madness in their hearts."”

The parting with romantic Transcendentalism Dana blatantly announced in his last story
published at Idle Man, Paul Felton. Paul is a perfect example of romantic hero, focused on
imagination and deep feelings. Unfortunately, his obsession with his own mind precludes finding
happiness and leads Paul into destructive egoism. He loses control of his emotions, starts to
believe that is demented by Satan, who finally commands him to kill his wife. After Paul realizes
what he has done, the shock kills him.

The message is pretty clear- the power of imagination can be pernicious for those, who are
unable to leave beyond the transcendental vision and see themselves. For Richard Henry Dana
the expressing of this opinion also turned out to be disastrous. He was abused by critics and after
his wife death stopped writing.

Naturally that was not the end of romantic considerations, on the contrary.

The Pyncheon family is haunted by the death of Colonel Pyncheon, who seems to have died with
"marks of fingers on his throat, and the print of a bloody hand on his plaited ruff." Everything
points that the original house landlord, Matthew Maule, has returned to kiil the Colonel, thereby
anathematized the entire family.

sale. Of course the ghosts that haunt the Pyncheon famﬂv are not supematural bemgs bmught on
by the curse but very human deeds and sins passed down from generation to generation.



reflection of Hawthorne's interests makes up his most famous novel The Scarlet Letter. The plot
is set in 19th century Puritan Massachusetts and presents the story of Hester Prynne a fallen

The Scarlet Letter became one of America's first mass-published books, thanks to which
Hawthorne gained respect among New England's literary establishment. Nathahiel Hawthorne
soon after that befriended with Herman Melville. Melville dedicated him his great Moby Dick.
Hawthorne probably did not know how great honor was that. Herman Melville is a major
American literary figure of the nineteenth century and his novel is considered a classic of world
literature. Melville in Moby Dick presents the story of Ishmael, who after several cruises on the
traders decides to go on whale expedition. Along with his new friend Queequeg lands on Pequod
ship, which is lead by gloomy and mysterious Captain Ahab. Ahab in the follow-up of fight with
whale lost his leg. Soon it turns out that the captain 1s possessed by mad desire of revenge. He
wants to get and destroy his "assassin,” the legendary giant sperm whale.

The conclusion of the story, a eventful three-day combat between the white whale and the
Pequod's crew is viewed as mans struggle with forces of natural world. Moreover, the whale has
been interpreted in various ways: as God, evil, good, and symbol of the ambiguity of nature. The
critics opine that Melville's purpose was to capture the psychological terror by using
claustrophobic setting and mysterious, unexplainable events. Although Herman Melville is not
qualified as gothic writer, all those facts enforce his connection with gothic literature.

mentally ill while lie successfully edited The Southern therary Messenger. Unlike his
contemporaries Poe was very popular and interested in beauty not morality.

In 1839 Poe published collection, Tales of the Groteque and Arabesque, which contéinéﬁ one of
his most famous wotk, The Fall of the House of Usher. The novel was inspired by two factors:
Empiricism and Transcendentalism.




Poe's opposition toward the transcendental believes is obvious here, every element of his novel
confirms his convictions, from the main characters Roderick Usher and Madeline Usher, the
environment to the eponymous house. Roderick Usher represents central transcendental views:
morbid sharpness of senses, connection with the "oversoul." His sister, on the other hand, suffers
from a gradual wastmg away of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a




History of the Gothic: American Gothic by Charles L. Crow (review)
From: Western American Literature
Volume 49, Number 1, Spring 2014 pp. 132-134

In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content:

As horror literature and film rise in popularity, Charles L. Crow’s American Gothic attempts to
deepen our understandmg of the context of Gothic i in the Umted States. 1

to Gothic llterature The series goal is actually to discover “groundbreaking scholarship” in the
genre. Crow accomplishes this goal through careful connection between history and Gothic,
showing the shifting definitions through numerous examples.

Crow spends time near the beginning brmgmg new schoiars to the field of GOtth literature up to

Wi NGt [End Page }33} only has Crow prowded the list, but he has given the
_compiex hxstory behmd each theme. In this 1s Crow s greatest strength: his work has the potentlal

Amber Bowden Whitlock
Utah State University
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The Castle of Otranto: The creepy tale that launched gothic fiction
13 December 2014

Tragic tales of doomed romance and supernatural horror, often set in baroque castles,
have thrilled readers for centuries. But many modern-day fans of gothic literature may not
be familiar with the 18th Century novel that inspired the genre, writes Peter Ray Allison.




In fact, the roots of the genre can be traced back to the publication of Horace Walpole's 18th
Century novel The Castle of Otranto - a work whose aesthetics have shaped modern-day gothic
books, films, art and music as well as the goth subculture.

Walpole - the son of Sir Robert Walpole, the first prime minister - was a member of parliament

for the Whig party and it was _dhring his tenure as MP for King's Lynn in 1764 that he wrote The

Castle of Otranto.




Walpole initially claimed that The Castle of Otranto was a translation of an earlier manuscript
from 1529. The novel employs an archaic style of writing to further reinforce this subterfuge. It
was only in the second edition that Walpole admitted authorship - fiction generally being
considered a waste of a gentleman's time in the 1760s,

However, the tale was a big success and inspired many contemporary imitators, including Clara
Reeve's The Old English Baron in 1778 and MG Lewis's The Monk in 1796. Jane Austen's
Northanger Abbey affectionately played with gothic tropes for comic effect.

In her preface, Reeves admits: "This Story is the literary offspring of The Castle of Otranto,
written upon the same plan, with a design to unite the most attractive and interesting
circumstances of the ancient Romance and modern Novel."




in extraordinary situations.

The core elements of The Castle of Otranto quickly became staples of gothic fiction. Despite

being written 250 years ago, the legacy of The Castle of Otranto continues to be found within
modern fiction.

Take Stephenie Meyer's hugely popular Twilight novels, in which Bella is romantically pursued
by the vampire Edward and the werewolf Jacob while fleeing the supernatural machinations of
the vampires James and Victoria.
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Overlook Hotel in The Shining acts as a replacement for the traditional gothic castle, whilst Jack

Torrance 1s a villain tinged with tragedy who seeks redemption.




While not gothic per se, the horror in HP Lovecraft's writing was undoubtedly influenced by the
gothic tales told by his grandfather.

Gothic cinema has rarely been far from the screen, as proven by the British Film Institute's recent

season dedicated to the gothic. Many of the early gothic movies, such as a Nosferatu, are still
hailed as classics to this day, while Bram Stoker's Dracula has repeatedly been adapted for film.

What is Gothic?




3 The wdeo game Fatal Frame (aiso
known as Project Zero) features an autocratlc family master, ancient curses and tragic romance.

Then there are the goth or gothic bands who emerged in the 1980s such as The Cure and Sisters
of Mercy, inspired by the gothic literature and with lyrical themes of death, love, spirituality and

identity. The Cure's The Drowning Man, for example, was directly influenced by writer and
illustrator Mervyn Peake's gothic Gormennghast Trilog

The exotic aspect of gothic literature that Walpole fi
mfluenced the gothic subculture.

t introduced in The Castle of Otranto



» Eclectically influenced by the look of medieval castles and cathedrals, in contrast to
classicism of many 18th Century buildings

Wapole never married and left no heir - in the 20th Century the building was used as a teacher
training college; opened to public in 2010 following extensive restoration

Tasker explains that The Castle of Otranto was "framed in such a way that the 18th Century
{Protestant) educated reader could dismiss magic or miracles as Catholic superstitions”.



Members of the lower classes and women are portrayed in the novel as "superstiticus, idolatrous,
slavishly obedient to the Church".

Despite the horror within the Castle of Otranto, there remains a subtle vein of almost farcical
humour,

As the genre matured, later authors of the genre tended to focus on the horror and tragedy. The
farcical humour that once permeated The Castle of Otranto was found mostly in spoofs of the
genre.

For instance, Wallace & Gromit: The Curse of the Were-Rabbit (2005) is a iampoon of the
gothic genre, yet the film also celebrates its influences.

It is tilled with gothic tropes and literary references, from Wallace being transformed into the
were-rabbit yet still being drawn to his paramour Lady Tottingham, to the character Lord Victor



Quartermaine - a reference to Allan Quatermain from H Rider Haggard's classic 1885 novel
King Solomon's Mines.

In this respect it is true to the spirit of The Castle of Otranto, which both celebrated and mocked
the fantastic. As Tasker says, the novel is "sublimely silly".

Horace Walpole, from The Castle of Otranto

Walpole's landmark work, published in December 1764, purports to be |
a translation {as the 1765 title page has it} "from the original Italian of
Onuphrio Muralto, Canon of the Church of St. Nicholas at Otranto,"

and the events related in it are supposed to have occurred in the twelfth
and thirteenth centuries. When the story opens, the villainous Manfred,
prince of Otranto, in order to get an heir to his estate, has arranged a

marriage between his only son, Conrad, and the beautiful Isabella. But
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As it was now evening, the servant who conducted Isabella bore a torch before her. When they
came to Manfred, who was walking impatiently about the gallery, he started and said hastily,
"Take away that light, and begone.”" Then shutting the door impetuously, he flung himself upon a
bench against the wall, and bade Isabella sit by him. She obeyed trembling. "I sent for you,
lady," said he, -— and then stopped under great appearance of confusion. "My lord!" — "Yes, 1
sent for you on a matter of great moment," resumed he, — "Dry your tears, young lady — you
have lost your bridegroom. — Yes, cruel fate! and I have lost the hopes of my race! — but
Conrad was not worthy of your beauty." — "How! my lord," said Isabella; "sure you do not
suspect me of not feeling the concern I ought. My duty and affection would have always — "
"Think no more of him," interrupted Manfred; "he was a sickly puny child, and heaven has
perhaps taken him away that I might not trust the honours of my house on so frail a foundation.
The line of Manfred calls for numerous supports. My foolish fondness for that boy blinded the



eyes of my prudence — but it is better as it is. | hope in a few years to have reason to rejoice at
the death of Conrad."

A0 : ; : "Good my lord do not doubt rny tenderness: my heart
would have accompamed my hand Conrad would have engrossed all my care; and wherever fate
shall dispose of me, I shall always cherish his memory, and regard your highness and the
virtuous Hippolita as my parents, ! "Curse on H;ppohta? " cried Manfred: "forget her from this

“Alas! my iord, said Isabeila my mmd is too sadly engrossed by the recent catastrophe n your
family to think of another marriage. If ever my father returns, and it shall be his pleasure, [ shall
obey, as | did when I consented to give my hand to your son: but until his return, permit me to
remain under your hospitable roof, and employ the melancholy hours in assuaging yours,
Hippolita's, and the fair Matilda's affliction."

"I desired you once before,"” said Manfred angrily, "not to name that woman: from this hour she

et rsel] @ "Heavens!" cried Isabeﬁa wakmg from her deluszon "what do I
hear‘ Yeuf My Iord‘ You! My father-in-law! the father of Conrad! the husband of the virtuous
and tender Hippolita!" — "l tell you," said Manfred imperiously,.

her situation, and who dreaded nothmg so much as Manfred's pursuit of has deciaratlon cried,
"Look! my lord; see, heaven itself declares against your 1mp10us mtentions!" — "Heaven nor
hell shall impede my designs,” said Manfred, advancing again to seize the prlncess 2 '

‘ v ce : ; , 4 y lord! What sound
was that?" and at the same time made towards the Efoor Manﬁeé distracted between the flight of
Isabella, who had now reached the stairs, and yet unable to keep his eyes from the picture, which
began to move, had however advanced some steps after her, still looking backwards on the
portrait, when he saw it quit its panel, and descend on the floor with a grave and melancholy air.

swhed again, and made a sign to Manfred to follow him, "Lead on!" cried Manfred; "I will
follow thee to the gulph of perdition." The spectre marched sedately, but dejected, to the end of



the gallery, and turned into a chamber on the right hand. 4

That lady, whose resolution had given way to terror the moment she had quitted Manfred,
continued her flight to the bottom of the principal staircase. There she stopped not knowing
whither to direct her steps, nor how to escape from the impetuosity of the prince. The gates of the
castle she knew were lecked and ds placed in the court. 4

glve him time to reflect on the horrid measures he had concewed or produce some mrcumstance
mn her favour, if she could for that night at least avoid his odious purpose. ~— Yet where conceal
herself? how avoid the pursuit he would infallibly make throughout the castle? As these thoughts
passed rapidly through her mind, she recotlected a subterraneous passage Wh},ch led from the

under so much anmety to fmd the door that epened inito the cavern. An awful sﬁence rezgned
throughout those subterraneous regions, except now and then some blasts of wind that shook the
doors she had passed, and which, grating on the rusty hinges, were re-echoed through that long
labyrinth of darkness. Every murmur struck her with new terror; — yet more she dreaded to hear
the wrathful voice of Manfred urging his domestics to pursue her. She trod as softly as
impatience would give her leave, — yet frequently stopped and listened to hear if she was
followed. In one of those moments she thought she heard a sigh. She shuddered, and recoiled a
few paces. In a moment she thought she heard the step of some person. Her blood curdled; she
concluded it was Manfred. Every suggestion that horror could inspire rushed into her mind. She
condemned her rash flight, which had thus exposed her to his rage in a place where her cries
were not likely to draw anybody to her assistance. — Yet the sound seemed not to come from
behind, — if Manfred knew where she was, he must have followed her: she was still in one of
the cloisters, and the steps She had heard were too dlstmct to proceed from the way she had

Isabella, whom every incident was sufficient to dismay, hesitated whether she should proceed.
Her dread of Manfred soon outweighed every other terror. The very circumstance of the person
avoiding her gave her a sort of courage. It could only be, she thought, some domestic belonging
to the castle. Her gentleness had never raised her an enemy, and conscious innocence bade her



hope that, unless sent by the prince's order to seek her his servants would rather assist than
prevent her ﬂ;ght ¢

Words cannot paint the horror of the princess's situation. Alone in so dismal a place, her mind
imprinted with all the terrible events of the day, hopeless of escaping, expecting every moment
the arrival of Manfred, and far from tranquil on knowing she was within reach of somebody, she
knew not whom, who for some cause seemed concealed thereabouts, — all these thoughts
crowded on her distracted mind, and she was ready to sink under her apprehensions. She
addressed herself to every saint in heaven, and inwardly implored their assistance. For a
considerable time she remained in an agony of despair. At last, as softly as was possible, she felt
for the door, and, having found it, entered trembling into the vault from whence she had heard
the sigh and steps. It gave her a kind of momentary joy to perceive an imperfect ray of clouded
moonshine gleam from the roof of the vault, which seemed to be fallen in, and from whence
hung a fragment of earth or bu1ld1ng, she could not dxstmgu;sh wh;ch that appeared to have been

Ann Radcliffe helps to define what makes a Gothic novel and enjoys massive commercrai
success. In her best-known novel, The Myster;es of Udoipho =

; ot Dver the course of her pre\flous novels, Radchffe developed the formula of * the |
female Gothlc first introduced in The Recess by Sophia Lee. The formula is perfected in
Udolpho, and has since become a Gothic norm.

Ann Radcliffe, from The Mysteries of Udelpho
The Mysteries of Udolpho (1794) is Ann Radcliffe at her best. (For more |
about Radcliffe, see the headnote to The Romance of the Forest.) In the
first of the two extracts given here, from volume 2, chapter 5, Radcliffe
describes Emily St. Aubert's reactions as she and the villainous Montoni
approach his castle high in the Italian Apennines. In the second, from
volume 2, chapter 6, Emily explores her chamber in the castle and, after
she falls asleep, 1s awakened by a stealthy intruder.

From Volume 2, Chapter §
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Towards the close of day, the road wound into a deep valley. Mountains, whose shaggy steeps
appeared to be inaccessible, almost surrounded it. To the east, a vista opened, that exhibited the

;The sun had Just sunk below the top of the mountains she was descendmg,
whose Iong shadow stretched athwart the valley, but his sloping rays, shooting through an
opening of the cliffs, touched with a yellow gleam the summits of the forest, that hung upon the
opposite steeps, and streamed in full splendour upon the towers and battlements of a castle, that
spread its extensive ramparts along the brow of a precipice above. The splendour of these
illumined objects was heightened by the contrasted shade, which involved the valley below.

"There," said Montoni, speaking for the first time in several hours, "is Udolpho.”

'though it was now lighted up by the setting sun, the gothlc greatness of its features, and its
mouldermg walls of dark grey stone, rendered 1t a gloomy anci sublime obJect As

From those too, the rays soon faded, and the whole edifice was invested with the
solemn duskiness of evening. Silent, lonely and sublime, it seemed to stand the sovereign of the
scene, and to frown defiance on all who dared to invade its solitary reign. As the twilight
deepened, its features became more awful in obscurity, and Emily continued to gaze, till its
clustering towers were alone seen, rising over the tops of the woods, beneath whose thick shade
the carriages soon after began to ascend.

: . At length, the carriages emerged
upon a heathy rock, and, soon after, reached the castle gates, where the deep tone of the portal
bell, which was struck upon to give notice of their arrival, increased the fearful emotions that had
assailed Emily. While they waited till the servant within should come to open the gates, she
anxiously surveyed the edifice: but the gloom that overspread it allowed her to distinguish little
more than a part of its outline, with the massy walls of the ramparts, and to know that 1t was vast,
ancient and dreary. From the parts she saw, she judged of the heavy strength and extent of the
whole. The gateway before her, leading into the courts, was of gigantic size, and was defended
bytwo round towers, crowned by overhanging turrets, embattled, where instead of banners, now
waved long grass and wild plants, that had taken root among the mouldering stones, and which
seemed to sigh, as the breeze rolled past, over the desolation around them. The towers were
united by a curtain, pierced and embattied also, below which appeared the pointed arch of an
huge porteullis, surmounting the gates: from these, the walls of the ramparts extended to other
towers, overlooking the precipice, whose shattered outline, appearing on a gleam that lingered in
the west, told of the ravages of war. — Beyond these all was lost in the obscurity of evening.




Another gate delivered them into the second court, grass-grown, and more wild than the first,
where, as she surveyed through the twilight its desolation — its lofty walls, overtopped with
briony, moss and nightshade, and the embattled towers that rose above, - long-suffering and
murder came to her thoughts. One of those instantaneous and unaccountable convictions, which
sometimes conquer even strong minds, imipressed her with its horror. The sentiment was not
diminished when she entered an extensive gothic hall, obscured by the gloom of evening, which
a light, glimmering at a distance through a long perspective of arches, only rendered more
striking. As a servant brought the lamp nearer, partial gleams fell upon the pillars and the pointed
arches, forming a strong contrast with their shadows, that stretched along the pavement and the
walls. * * ¥

From Volume 2, Chapter 6

* * % Emily took no further notice of the subject, and, after some struggle with imaginary fears,
her good nature prevailed over them so far, that she dismissed Annette for the night. She then sat,
musing upon her own circumstances and those of Madame Montoni, till her eye rested on the
muniature picture which she had found, after her father's death, among the papers he had enjomed
her to destroy. It was open upon the table, before her, among some loose drawings, having, with
them, been taken out of a little box by Emily some hours before. The sight of it called up many
interesting reflections, but the melancholy sweetness of the countenance soothed the emotions
which these had occasioned. It was the same style of countenance as that of her late father, and,
while she gazed on it w1th fondness on thzs account, she even fanczed a resemblance mthe

nuch OrE0E
remembrance had thrown her; but when she rose to undress, the silence and solitude to which
she was left, at this midnight hour, for not even a distant sound was now heard, conspired with
the 1mpresswn the subject she had been considering had given to her mlnd to appall her.

The door of the stair-case was, perhaps, a subject of more reasonable alarm, and she now began
to apprehend, such was the aptitude of her fears, that this stair-case had some private
communication with the apartment which she shuddered even to remember. Determined not to
undress, she lay down to sleep in her clothes, with her late father's dog, the faithful Manchon, at
the foot of the bed, whom she considered as a kind of guard.



Thus circumstanced, she tried to banish reflection, but her busy fancy would still hover over the
subjects of her interest, and she heard the clock of the castle strike two, before she closed her

eyes.

= Half raising herself from the bcd and gently drawing aside the curtain, she looked
towards the door of the stair-case, but the lamp that burnt on the hearth spread so feeble a light
through the apartment that the remote parts of it were lost in shadow. The noise, however, which,
she was convinced, came from the door, continued. It seemed like that made by the undrawing of
rusty bolts, and often ceased, and was then renewed more gently, as if the hand that occasioned it
was restrained by a fear of discovery :




ever, which most upset its contemporaries — as well as the fact that its teenage author was an
MP. The novel, which has been retrospectively classed as ‘Male Gothic', features the genre’s
typical themes of a lone male, exiled and an outsider.

Unsurprlsmgiy the book met with outrage and condemnaﬂon from critics.

‘a morality tale about one man’s fall from grace through greed, pride and
lust. The edition shown here is a heavily abbreviated version of the novel published sometime
around 1818. On the left Ambrosio, the monk of the title, signs his Faustian pact with the devil
while, on the right, the entire plot of the book is summarised in lurid headings such as ‘Artifices
of a Female Demon’; ‘Her Mother Whom He Murdered’; ‘ Assassinates with a Dagger’ and,
finally, ‘Most Ignominious Death’.

The Monk first became widely available in an edition published by Joseph Bell in 1796. The
title-page only carried Lewis’s initials, rather than his full name, but the first reviews were —
somewhat surprisingly given the content — favourable. Encouraged, Lewis announced his



authorship in the second edition, adding for good measure his new title of Member of

Parliament. Unfortunately, with his name now firmly associated with the book (so much so that
he was known as ‘Monk’ Lewis for the rest of his life) the novel became the subject of critical
condemnation and accusations of blasphemy. The poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge attacked the
book in the Critical Review of February 1797 arguing that its scenes of lust and depravity were
likely to corrupt readers. Coleridge observed further that The Monk was a novel ‘which if a
parent saw in the hands of a son or daughter he might reasonably turn pale’. Worse was to follow
when the writer Thomas James Mathias argued that certain passages in the book, especially those
contalnlng comments on the Blble were open to 1egal action on the grounds that they were

gag_gaxx;lﬁst its ailegedly depraved content.






Matthew Lewis
From The Monk (1796}

Written in the 1790s gothic heyday, and phenomenally successful, The Monk was so popular that It seemed 1o
create an epoch in our literature’ (Sir Waller Scoti). In the first extract, from early in the novel, the ‘hero,
Lorenzo, dreams of his beloved Anionia, only for a monsirous creature fo imtervene and subject her to his more
lewd advances. By the time of the next passage, some 250 pages further, Ambrosio, the eponymous Monk,
has come some way to embodying the fantastic creature of Lorenzo’s dream, aided by the literally bewitching
Matilda. The third extract typifies the anti-Cathoficism of so much gothic fiction, and the next shows the further
stage of Ambrosio’s descent into evil: his rape of the innocent, beautiful Antoria. The final excerpt, from the
conclusion of the novel, describes the infernal punishment which awaits the now powerless Monk.

The night was now fast advancing. The Lamps were not vet lighted. The faint beams of the
rising Moon scarcely could pierce through the gothic obscurity of the Church. Lorenzo
found himself unable to quit the Spot. The void left in his bosom by Antonia’s absence and
his Sister’s sacrifice which Don Chrisloval had just recalled to his imagination, created that
melancholy of mind, which accorded but too well with the religious gloom surrounding him.
He was still leaning against the seventh column from the Pulpit. A soft and cooling air
breathed along the solitary Aisles: The Moon-beams darting into the Church through
painted windows, tinged the fretted roofs and massy pillars with a thousand various tints
of light and colours: Universal silence prevailed arcund, only interrupted by the occasional
closing of Doors in the adjoining Abbey.

The calm of the hour and solitude of the place contributed to nourish Lorenzo’s
disposition to melancholy. He threw himself upon a seat which stood near him, and
abandoned himself to the delusions of his fancy. He thought of his union with Antonia; He
thought of the obstacles Whmh mxght Gppose his WIShBS' and a thousand changmg visio

He still fancied himself to be in the Church of the Capuchins; but it was it longer dark
and solitary. Multitudes of silver Lamps shed splendour From the vaulted Roof;
Accompanied by the captivating chaunt of distant choristers, the Organ’s melody swelled
through the Church, the Altar seemed decorated as for some distinguished feast; it was
surrounded by a brilliant Company; and near it stood Antonia arrayed in bridal white, and
blushing with all the charms of Virgin Modesty.
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She retreated for a moment; Then gazing upon him with unutterable delight; — Yes
YShe exclaimed, My Bridegroom! My destined Bridegroom !’
She said, and hastened to throw herself mtq hls arms

é%{‘he Monks




betook themselves to flight, shrieking fearfully; The Lamps were extinguished, the Altar
sank down, and in its place appeared an abyss vomiting forth clouds of flame. Uttering a
loud and terrible cry the Monster plunged 1nto the Gulph and in hzs fali attempted to drag
Antonla with him. He strove in vain. : ; ‘ =
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Spimt sank upon hls knee, and Wlth a submlssrve air presented to her the branch of Myrtle

No sooner had She received it, than the Music was again heard. A thick cloud spread itself
over the Apparition, The blue flames disappeared, and total obscurity reigned through the
Cave. The Abbot moved not from his place. His faculties were all bound up in pleasure,
anxiety, and surprise. At length the darkness dispersing, He perceived Matilda standing
hear him in her religious habit, with the Myrtle in her hand. No traces of the incantation,
and the Vaults were only illuminated by the faint rays of the sepulchral Lamp.

* % ok %



The Nuns were employed in religious duties established in honour of St. Clare, and to
which no Prophane was ever admitted. The Chapelwindows were illuminated. As they
stood on the outside, the Auditors heard the full swell of the organ, accompanied by a
chorus of female voices, rise upon the stillness of the night. This died away, and was
succeeded by a single strain of harmony. It was the voice of her who was destined to
sustain in the procession the characters of St. Clare. For the office the most beautiful
Virgin of Madrid was always selected, and She upon whom the choice fell, esteemed it as
the highest of honours. While listening to the Musie, whose melody distance only seemed to
render sweeter, the audience was wrapped up in profound attention. Universal silence
prevailed through the Crowd and every heart was filled with reverence for religio
heart but Lorenzo’s. 1
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. Antomas shrieks were unheard Yet She continued them, nor
abandoned her endeaveurs to escape, till exhausted and out of breath She sank from his
arms upon her knees, and once more had recourse to prayers and supplications. This
attempt had no better success than the former. On the contrary, taking advantage of her
situation, the Ravisher threw himself by her side. He clasped her to his bosom almost
hfeiess w1€:h terror and famt W1th struggimg ! &g ;

Whlch it was effected ’%‘

She who had 80 lately been the object of his adoratlon now raised no other sentiment in
his heart than aversion and rage. He turned away from her; or if his eyes rested upon her



figure involuntarily, it was only to dart upon her looks of hate. The Unfortunate had
fainted ere the completion of her disgrace: She only recovered life to be sensfole of her
m1sfortune % ¢

On hearmg thls sentence, dreadful were the feelings of the devoted ‘\?‘«f'r&:’cc:hg He sank
upon his knees, and raised his hands towards heaven. The Fiend read his intention and
prevented it —

‘What? He cried, darting at him a look of fury: ‘Dare you still 1mplore the Eternal’s
mercy? Would you feign penitence, and again act an Hypocrite's part? Villain, resign your
hopes of pardon. Thus I secure my prey!

As He said this, darting his talon in
from the rock. §

the Monk’s shaven crown, He sprang with him




