
 
(townspeople) 

SOFTLY HEAR THE BELLS TOLL 
CRYING OUT FOR A LOST SOUL 

 
 

EPILOGUE 
 

MONT: THOSE WORDS HOVER AROUND ME LIKE BELLS TOLLING IN THE NIGHT  
THEY HAUNT ME IN THE SHADOWS LIKE SOME ETHEREAL PARASITE  
DURING HIS LIFE I FEEL AS THOUGH I DIED A THOUSAND TIMES 
NOW I LIVE A THOUSAND DEATHS EACH NIGHT AS THE CHURCH BELL CHIMES 

 
THROUGH THE SEASONS THE TOWN STILL FLOWS  
ON WITH ITS DAILY WAYS  
YOU'RE GONE BUT STILL ALIVE IN EACH GAME THE "POLITICO" PLAYS 
I FOUGHT FOR THE PEOPLE, IT WAS IN THEIR NAME I HAD WON 
WHY DOES NO ONE SEEM TO CHEER FOR THE SERVICE I HAVE DONE? 

 
FORTUNATO ... FORTUNATO 
EACH DAY I SIT CLOAKED WITHIN THE ECHOES OF A LIVING PAST 
WHICH HAVE SPUN THEMSELVES UPON ME LIKE AN ELABORATE OLD CASK  
TILL I SEE THE CLOCK AND IT TICKS ONE FURTHER MINUTE 
TILL I HEAR THE TOLL OF THE BELLS RESIDING WITHIN IT  
TILL EVERY BREATH AND EVERY BEAT 
SERVE ONLY TO REMIND ME MORE 
OF YOUR EVERY CURSE AND YOUR EVERY BOAST 
THAT ONCE I THOUGHT I RID YOU FOR 

 
FOR IN THESE DAMNED FIFTY YEARS  
SINCE THE FINAL TIME WE CROSSED 
MY DAYS HAVE BEEN SHORTER 
AND MY LIFE'S MEANING’S BEEN LOST 
IT SEEMED WITH THAT FINAL STONE  
I SEALED YOU IN THAT HELL  
YET NOW I THINK WITH THAT STONE  
I BURIED MYSELF AS WELL... 
 
REQUIESCAT IN PACE 
REQUIESCAT IN PACE 

 
Montresor bends forward in anger and pain and then gets up and runs backstage. The sound of a door 
opening is heard. It is identifiably the same sound as when Fortunato and Montresor went down to the 
vaults. Montresor is seen carrying a torch as he continues into the catacombs – the sound of footsteps and 
strained breathing. The torch light goes out and we hear a spine-tingling scream. 
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