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The Black Cat 

 

Type of work: short story 

Genre: horror 

Setting time: unknown, probably the second half of 19
th
 century 

 Setting place: unknown, probably Baltimore 

Main protagonist: unknown narrator 
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 I know you will not believe the story. Only a madman could hope that you 

would believe it – and I am not mad. But as I’m going to die tomorrow, I would 

like to tell my story to the world today. Perhaps some day, somebody more calm 

and less excitable than me, will be able to explain it. 

 I have always loved animals. I loved them deeply, from the very first days 

of my life. When I was young, we always had many animals in our house, and 

so I used to spend most of my days playing with them and taking care of them. 

As the years passed, I grew into a quiet, gentle man, and my love for animals 

grew too. I found they were more friendly, more honest than most men. Animals 

were always my best friends. 

 I got married when I was quite young. Luckily, my wife loved animals 

too, and she used to buy me many animals as presents. In fact, our house was 

always full of animals – we had birds, fish, a dog, chickens, and a cat. 

 This cat, whom we called Pluto, was a large black cat. He was a beautiful 

animal, and he was also very clever. I loved Pluto more than I loved all my other 

animals. I wanted to do everything for him myself, so I never let my wife take 

care of him. I used to play with him and give him his food, and he followed me 

everywhere I went. 

 For several years Pluto and I were the best of friends, but during this time 

my life slowly changed. I became a heavy drinker, and my need for alcohol soon 

grew into a terrible disease. I was often angry and violent, I began to shout at my 

wife, and I even started to hit her. My animals, too, felt the change in me. I 

stopped taking care of them and sometimes I was even cruel to them. But I was 

never cruel to Pluto. As time passed, my disease grew worse, and soon even 

Pluto was not safe from my violence. 

 One night I arrived home late. I was very, very drunk. When Pluto saw 

me, he tried to run away from me, and this made me angry. I caught him by his 

neck a shook him. He, in his fright, bit me on the hand. At once, a wild, terrible 

anger filled me, and I could feel nothing except burning hate. Slowly I took a 

knife from my pocket, opened it, and then carefully cut out one of Pluto’s eyes 

from its socket. I shake today as I write these words down. Every time I 

remember that day, I still feel sadness and pain. 
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After reading the text answer the following questions: 

 

1. Who loved animals? 

2. Who were the narrator’s best friends? 

3. What did the narrator think about the animals? 

4. Did the narrator’s wife love animals? 

5. Who is Pluto? 

6. Describe Pluto.  

7. Who was the only person who could take care about Pluto? 

8. Why did the narrator’s life slowly change? 

9. What did the narrator do to his wife and animals? 

10. Was the narrator cruel to Pluto?  

11.  What did the narrator do to Pluto one night? 

12.  How did the narrator feel about that night later? 

 

Answers: 

1. The narrator. 

2. Animals. 

3. That they were more friendly, more honest than most men. 

4. Yes, she did. 

5. A cat. 

6. He was a large black cat. He was a beautiful animal, and he was also very 

clever. 

7. The narrator. 

8. Because he started to drink heavily. 

9. He began to shout at his wife, and even started to hit her and animals too. 

10.  No, he wasn’t. (at the beginning) 
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11.  He caught Pluto by his neck a shook him. Slowly he took a knife from his 

pocket, opened it, and then carefully cut out one of Pluto’s eyes from its 

socket. 

12.  He felt sadness and pain. 

 

 

Materiál je určen pro bezplatné používání pro potřeby výuky a vzdělávání na 

všech typech škol a školských zařízení. Jakékoliv další využití podléhá 

autorskému zákonu. 
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