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NARRATIVE OF A,

FE ]

GORDON PY

blished in in the Southern Literary Messen.
perrﬂ:ﬁ'h and in E]‘?.i:ln book form, 1538 (Iﬂndﬂﬂg]

FPREFACE '

Trod my returan o the United States a4 few months age,
afier tha mrdlnuf sarles of adventurs o the Scuth Eeas
mand elpewhers, of which ap account is given in the foliow-
Ing pages, acchdent threw me into the soolsty of several geantle-
men in Richimond, Va., who felt deep intersst fn all matiers
relating te tha reglons [ had wislted, nod whoe wers conatiantly
ur it wpom me, s a dity, o glve my pDarrative to the
publie. T had eeveral reasons, hdwever, for declining to do
po, Some of which wors of a pature sliogether private, and
concern no person bit mysell; others pot =0 much Ao, One
comsiderntion which deterred me was, thal hlﬁnﬁ‘ keft L+
jouroal during & grester portlpo of the time in which I wa=
ahesent, 1 feared I should not be able to write, frem foers
memary, a statement so minute apd connected as bo have the

penrance of that truth It would really possess, berring only
the naturel and unavoldable exapgeerntion to which all of us
are prone when detailing events which have had powerful in-
fuence in exciting the Imaginative facmities. Anothér reasen
was, thatl the Incldemts to be narrafed wersa ol 4 natare so
positively marvellous that, unsupported a3 my aeserilons musl
pecosserily be {except by the evidence of a single Indivicual
and he & half-btreed Indian), 1 could only bope for hallel
among ™y family, and those of my friends who have had
reason, through life, to put falth in my veraclty—the proba-
blility beipg that the publle st large wonld regard what I
ghould put forth as merely an impudent and (ngenfons. fietion,

A dlstruet in my own abilitles aa o writer was, nevertheloas,
one of the principal csoses which prevented me from comply-
ing with the sug#estione of my adyiners

Among those gentlemen In Virginla who expressad the
greatest interest In my statement, more particul in regard
to that portion of it which related to the Antarctic Ceean, waa
Mr. Poe, lately sditor of the Southern Irl'!ﬁ'ﬂv? Hﬂwﬁfih:
monthly magazine, published by Mr. Thomas W. Whits,
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clty of Richemond., e ptronply adrised me, among othe i
propale gt once & fell _Bﬂ-h’.'ll-{l-ﬂf what T had seen and u =
gore, cankk st S the chrewdbeds and common-sense of the

ublic—inaisting, with great plausibility, that bowever rough-

. a5 rogards ment outhorship, my book ehould Bea got u
jts very uncouthmess, if there wers any, would ghve it all the
better chapce of being redcelved mo truth.

Notwithatanding this representation, 1 did not make up my
mind to do as he suggested. Ha afterward proposed (finding
that [ would oot etle in the metter) that I should allow him
by draw up, in bis own words, a oparrative of the earlier por-
tlon of my ndventures, from fects afforded by myself, pub-
Lighing 1t in the Houthern .ﬂﬂ#ﬂﬂ%ﬂ' under the gorb of fAction,
Tao this, perceiving no abjectlon, cansenled, stipulating only
that my real name shoubd be reiained. Two numbars of the
pretonded fietlon appeared, cofsaquently, lo the Messcuger for
January and Fabruary iiﬂﬂ'{:. and. order that it might
coriainly be regatded sas feiion, the name of Mr, Poo was
.u..tl::td to the articles in the table of combtents of the Mmeg-
Rzime,

The manper in which this rise was recelved has Induced
me i length to wpdertake g regular compilation aod publi-
cation of the adventures In gtien: for 1 fournd that, in
apiin aof tha alr of fablea which been so lngeniously thrown
arpusd that portion of my statement which appeared io the
Memnenger [ without lllru]".l:f or distorting a siogle fact), the
pubdic were ptill not at all disposed to receive It as table,
and several letters were eent to Mr. PU'E address, distioctly

g o convietion to (he contrary, T thencs oopeluded
that the facts of my oarrative would prove of =uch & nature
a4 to carry with them sufMclent evidence of thelr owno authen-
thelfy, and thot I had conseguentiy little to fear on the score

Mﬁgﬂnr imcredullty.

erposé belpg made, It will be seen at ooce how much
af what follows [ elalm &6 be m¥ own writing; and It will
also be understood that mo fact iz misrepresented in the first
few pages which wers ‘eritten by Mr. Poe. Even to thoss
readers who have pot eeen the Mesgenger, It will be unnecess
&siry Lo point oul where bhls portlon epds apnd my own Com-
mences ; the difference in polnt of atyle will be readily per-
eelved, A. G. FYM.

New York, July, 1834,



NARRATIVE OF A. GOEDON PYM

CHAPTER I

My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. DMy father
was a respectable trader in sea-stores at Nan-
tueket, where I was born. My maternal grand-
father was an attorney in good practice, He was
fortunate in everything, and had speculated very
suecessfnlly in stocks of the Edgarton New
Bank, as it was formerly called. By these and
other means he had managed to lay by a toler-
able sum of money. He was more attached to
myself, I believe, than to any other person in the
world, and T expeeted to inherit the most of his
property at his death. He sent me, at six years
of age, to the school of old Mr. Ricketts, a gentle-
man with only one arm, and of ececentric man-
ners—he is well known to almost every person
who has vigited New Bedford. 1 stayed at his
gehool until I was sixteen, when I left him for
Mr. E. Ronald's academy on the hill, Here I
became intimate with the son of Mr. Barnard, a
sea-captain, who generally sailed in the employ
of Lloyd and Vredenburg. Mr. Barnard is also
very well known in New Bedford and has many
relations, I am certain, in Edgarton. His son was

' B
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named Augustus, and he was nearly two years
older than myself., He had been on a whaling
voyage with his father in the John Donaldson,
and was always talking to me of his adventures
in the South Pacific Ocean. I used frequently
to go home with him, and remain all day, and
sometimes all night. We occupied the same bed,
and he wounld be sure to keep me awake until
almost light telling me stories of the natives of
the Island of Tinian, and other places he had |
visited in his travels. At last I could not help
heing interested in what he said, and by degrecs
I felt the greatest desire to go to sea, I owned a
sailboat called the Ariel, and worth about seven-
ty-five dollars. She had a half deek or euddy,
and was rigged sloop-fashion—1I forget her ton-
nage, but she would hold fen persons without
mueh erowding. In this boat we were in the
habit of going on some of the maddest freaks in
the world; and, when I now think of them it ap-
pears to me a thousand wonders that I am alive
to-day.

I will relate one of these adventures by way
of introduction to a longer and more momentous
narrative. One night there was a party at Mr,
Barnard’s, and both Augustus and myself were
not a little intoxicated toward the close of it.
As nsual, in such eases, I took part of his bed in
preference to going home. He went to sleep, as
I thought, very quietly (it being near one when
the party broke np), and without saying a word
on his favorite topie. It might have been half
an hour from the time of our getting in bed, and




