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The Assassination of Edgar Allan Poe

SC. C-1, Part 1  (The Obituary)

As the audience gathers in the 19th-century churchyard, 
characters from the play begin to infiltrate and move from 
one audience member to another, whispering conspiratorially. 
(Every audience member will thereby get a different 
combination.) 

MRS. OSGOOD 

Only Death can free him from his 
central mystery. Teach him that his 
art is stepchild of his misery, his 
suffering both the price and cause of 
what they call his genius. 

ALLAN A     

His nightmare of a life created him. 
Take away the torment, and you have 
no Poe.

VIRGINIA 

Before his body has grown cold, 
they'll go to work--Griswold, Moran, 
and the many, many others. Stealing 
his work, calling him a madman, 
claiming to have been his secret 
lovers or bosom friends...Selling 
lockets of his hair...  

MARIA

When they've gnawed the last few 
dollars off Poe's carcass, they'll 
try to bury what remains; his life, 
his work, the total of his being. Put 
it all in a coffin and nail it shut.  

FW THOMAS 

They'll try to bury him! But they 
forget that he is Edgar Allan Poe--In 
the black of night, with none to 
witness, what they tried to bury will 
claw its way back out, fingernails 
bleeding, and disappear into the 
dark. 



PRESIDENT TYLER 

Two centuries from now, Poe's work 
will be sold in every language and in 
every bookstall in the world. His 
work will still be as potent as the 
day he penned it. 

MRS. ELLET

Before his body has grown cold. 
Calling him a madman. Selling lockets 
of his hair...Griswold, Moran and the 
many, many others.

FRANCIS ALLAN 

In the black of night, with none to 
witness. Selling lockets of his hair. 
Fingernails bleeding, he disappears 
into the dark.

ANNIE RICHMOND 

Stealing his work. Claiming to have 
been his secret lovers or bosom 
friends.

The characters begin to move around the churchyard, going 
about their everyday business.

Poe stumbles into the yard, ranting to himself. The people 
walk through the courtyard calmly, as if he doesn't exist. 
Only one man shows any interest. He walks casually over to 
Poe, who has collapsed against a lamp-post. He addresses the 
audience.

GRISWOLD

What can be said of Edgar Allan Poe? 
He is at times a dreamer, dwelling in 
ideal realms, in heaven or hell, 
peopled with creations and the 
accidents of his brain. 

(MORE)
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He walks the streets, in madness or 
GRISWOLD (cont'd)

melancholy, with lips moving in 
indistinct curses, or with eyes 
upturned in passionate prayers for 
the happiness of those who at that 
moment are objects of his idolatry. 
But never for himself, for he feels, 
or professes to feel, that he is 
already damned. 

then( )
He regards society as composed of 
villains. You cannot contradict him, 
but you raise quick choler. You 
cannot speak of wealth, but his cheek 
pales with gnawing envy. The daring 
spirit that breathes around him like 
a fiery atmosphere, has raised his 
self-confidence into an arrogance 
that turns his very claims to 
admiration into prejudice against 
him. Mr. Poe is irascible, envious, 
and varnished over with a cold 
repellent cynicism, while his 
passions vent themselves in sneers.

then( )

He has, to a morbid excess, that 
desire to rise which is vulgarly 
called ambition, but no wish for the 
esteem or the love of his species, 
only the hard wish to succeed, not 
shine, not serve, but succeed, that 
he might have the right to despise a 
world which galls his self-conceit. 
What, indeed, can be said of Edgar 
Allan Poe?

SC. C-1, Part 2: The Set-Up

Finishing with a flourish, Griswold wanders away, smiling 
smugly. Poe struggles to his feet, looks around wildly at 
unseen adversaries. He doesn't notice MORAN, who has calmly 
walked up and is watching him.

POE

Damn you, wretched villains! Get away 
from me! Damn you all!

MORAN

Your life is unhappy?
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POE

Who are you? My life is hell.

MORAN

Might want to be more careful with 
your metaphors, Mr. Poe.
I've been there, and can tell you, 
it's a good deal hotter.

POE

You've been to hell.

MORAN

Glimpsed it passing through. Not a 
place you'd want to linger. It is, 
though, what I've come to talk to you 
about.

POE

Where are we?

MORAN
The interim.

POE

Heaven? Hell? Purgatory?

MORAN

I couldn't tell you, Mr. Poe, I'm a 
mere spectre. Does this feel like 
hell to you?

POE

What makes you think I believe in 
Hell?

then( )
What makes you think I believe in 
God?

MORAN

We know you believe in God--you just 
don't like him very much. I've come 
to help you understand. 
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POE

You've come to talk to me. 
Specifically.

MORAN

Are you not the poet, Edgar Allan 
Poe?

POE

Poe, yes. Poet, yes. Editor. Literary 
critic.

MORAN

Then, yes. I'm here to talk to you, 
specifically. I've come to offer you 
salvation.

POE
scoffing( )

Salvation!

MORAN

Yes, the saving of your soul.

POE

It's not worth saving.

MORAN

Not to feed your hubris, but I 
disagree. Your work is very popular 
among the angels. 

then( )
More the poetry, actually. The 
stories tend to get a bit macabre--
apes with razors, people buried 
prematurely--not exactly to angelic 
tastes. 

then( )
But The Raven! The Bells! All the 
elegiac things?-- Momento mori and 
the like?--Very popular, and utterly 
unique. That's why I'm here. To 
extend an opportunity.

POE
For what?
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MORAN
Repentance.

POE

I have nothing to repent.

MORAN

Most certainly you do. The Sin of 
Pride. Of all the deadly sins, it's 
easily the most insidious. You see, 
Mr. Poe, people hate to blame 
themselves for their misfortunes. 
Rather put the blame on something 
else. God, fate, luck...
Ironically you fail to see that you 
are in control.

POE

I see, you're here to tell me where I 
strayed and guide my feet back to the 
path. Your brand of repentance 
doesn't interest me.

MORAN

That's not how it works. Repentance 
has to come from you. Epiphany, not 
revelation. I merely put the truth 
before you, let you reach your own 
conclusions. 

then( )
Not to be glib, Mr. Poe, but what 
exactly do you have to lose?  Most 
certainly  you can't go on like this. 
Lord help your poor soul if you do.

POE

How do I know you're not the devil?

Poe is startled by a voice from behind him--

GRISWOLD

You think the devil, who is occupied 
with the collapse of mankind, makes 
time to hobnob with poets?
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POE

Griswold! What the hell are you doing 
here?

GRISWOLD

In Baltimore? Scraping the gutters 
for scoundrels. It would appear I've 
struck it rich.

POE

Villain! You think I don't know what 
you've been saying about me!

GRISWOLD

A little gratitude might be in order. 
I've come to help you.

POE

I need no help from you!

GRISWOLD

Ah, yes--the Sin of Pride! What use 
is the grace of God to the mighty 
Poe?

POE

This fellow here is offering 
salvation!

GRISWOLD

He's offering distraction, I offer 
truth!

MORAN
indicating Griswold( )

The Great Deceiver!

GRISWOLD
indicating Moran( )

The Blind Believer!

POE
You two have met?
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GRISWOLD

As darkness meets the dawn.

MORAN
to Poe( )

Don't be led astray. I can give you a 
window into your misguided existence. 
Watch what I will show you--a memory 
come to life--and discern the path to 
your redemption!

GRISWOLD

What an offer! Cut and dried and tied 
with a ribbon. If only fate were that 
simple. Watch what I will show you 
and claim your rightful legacy!

POE

This is beginning to feel Faustian. 

GRISWOLD

What good is repentance? It's all 
doubt and self-delusion. Wouldn't you 
rather a practical answer? No 
constant oscillation between hope and 
hopelessness! No pointless begging to 
unlistening gods! 

MORAN

You make it sound so bitter!

GRISWOLD

I have a sweeter answer. Pure 
undiluted verity. All your life, you 
were subjected to misery, poverty and 
loss. Do you think you brought it on 
yourself? In what just world should 
you have to repent? Take pride in 
yourself. Everything you you 
accomplished, you did alone. In spite 
of nature. In spite of heaven.

POE

Seems I'm being offered a choice. 
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GRISWOLD

Follow me and accept your life as it 
was. Embrace the pain and the horror, 
and be resigned to live with those 
burdens for eternity. In return your 
work will live forever. 

MORAN

Or follow me and be saved. Renounce 
your mortal self and purge all things 
unholy that have crept within you, 
and you will attain sweet oblivion. 
On earth, you will pass into 
obscurity; there will be no echoes 
from your life, only blessed silence. 
The choice is yours. To which of us 
will you listen?

Poe looks from one to the other.

POE

I'm no fool. I'll listen to you both.

GRISWOLD

A bad decision.

MORAN
Totally unwise.

POE

Damnation all around--what better 
indication I've chosen well!

MORAN

Will you agree to countenance, 
unflinchingly and with an open heart, 
what I will put before you?

POE

Yes, why not?
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GRISWOLD

I ask for no such guarantee. What you 
will see from me will be so self-
evidently vile, unfair and cruel you 
can but laugh in recognition...

MORAN

Come, Mr. Poe--we must proceed. But 
first, if Mr. Griswold will agree, a 
vision of beginnings.

GRISWOLD
Only fair.

SC. C-1, Part 3 Elizabeth's Deathbed

They see the body of Elizabeth Poe on her deathbed. Poe 
approaches slowly, in wonder, kneels at the bedside.

POE (V.O.)

From childhood's hour I have not been 
as others were, I have not seen as 
others saw. I could not bring my 
passions from a common spring; from 
the same source I have not taken my 
sorrow. I could not awaken my heart 
to joy at the same tone-and all I've 
loved, I've loved alone.

POE

I must have loved her, my mother, but 
I don't remember. I was very, very 
young. I do recall the blood on her 
lips, the heaving of her chest, my 
brother and my sister, wide-eyed and 
disbelieving. I wanted to ask--and 
never did--if this were a game and 
she would get up laughing at the end. 
Children cannot comprehend that death 
is possible. Cannot comprehend that 
anything that lives can cease to be, 
knowing somehow in their childish 
souls that something dead...can 
always return.

10.



John and Frances Allan appear, looking down at the bed, and 
Poe.

FRANCES ALLAN

Eddy, do you understand? Your parents 
both are dead. We shall be your 
parents now. We will love you and 
provide for you. We will always be 
there in your hour of need.

POE

What of Henry and Rosalie? Will they 
not come along?

FRANCES ALLAN

You alone, my darling son.

POE

And what of mother?

ALLAN A

Your mother's gone. It must be you...
alone.

They recede into the shadows.

POE
to Moran( )

Lead on.

GRISWOLD

Is it not already evident? You 
earliest memory is of a tragedy you 
could not control.

MORAN

Tragedy befalls us all. It's up to us 
to rise above it. 

GRISWOLD

Fate was always against you. Let me 
show you another example. 
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MORAN

I can show the flip side of the same 
coin. Do not let arrogance guide you. 

POE

You may show me both. 

MORAN

At once? Impossible!

GRISWOLD

Most people can only see a single 
perspective at a time. 

POE

Show me both. I am not most people. 

Poe drops his head into his hands and freezes. Griswold and 
Moran look up at the audience.

MORAN

True. He's not most people.

GRISWOLD

The rest of us have to decide. Come 
with me if you will see the cold 
truth told plainly: that Edgar Allan 
Poe was a victim of fate.

MORAN

We cannot choose what life hands us. 
But we can learn from our mistakes, 
and arise purified. Come with me and 
see life in its rich irony. 

GRISWOLD

Come along.

Griswold heads out, gesturing for audience members to follow 
him.
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MORAN

Come.

Moran does the same. Griswold and Moran exit the space in 
separate directions, allowing the audience to choose which 
man to follow. Griswold leads them to "Scene 1A: ROMANTIC 
SLAPDOWN" and Moran leads them to "Scene 1B: STEPMOTHER'S 
FUNERAL". The two scenes play simultaneously, in areas out 
of earshot of one another. 

SC. 1A: ROMANTIC SLAPDOWN (POE AT SIXTEEN) 

Poe sits at a table writing in Allan A's study. Allan sits 
across from him in an armchair, going through a sheaf of 
papers.

ALLAN A

Why do you deface my ledgers with 
your scribbling?

YOUNG POE 

I was struck by an idea--

ALLAN A

Next time, strike it back. Do not 
deface my ledgers. 

YOUNG POE

Pa, did you ever hear of Lord Byron?

ALLAN A

Byron, yes. A poet.

YOUNG POE 

Have you read his work? Which is your 
favorite poem?

ALLAN A

My head is filled with many things. 
My "favorite poems" are not among 
them.

Frances Allan enters, with coffee.
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YOUNG POE 

to Allan A( )
Do you think a man could make a 
living as a poet?

ALLAN A

Poets, should they wish to live among 
the living, must be rich already when 
they start. Those who plan to grow 
rich selling verses to those willing 
to pay for such trifles must realize 
they have fools for customers. People 
need tobacco, and we sell it to them. 
Work hard, do not deface your 
father's ledgers--or inventory 
sheets--or bills of sale--and some 
day this may all belong to you.

FRANCES

Pay no attention, Edgar. This man 
before you is a brute who knows no 
more of art than an orangutan. Your 
parents, rest their souls, were 
veterans of the stage. Art is in your 
blood. 

ALLAN A

Hopefully, his mother's art. At least 
she had some talent, and was pleasing 
to the eye. Your father, though, was 
nothing but a fool.  

YOUNG POE 

to Frances( )
Ma?

FRANCES

Yes, dear.

YOUNG POE 

I've written a poem. Would you care 
to read it?

FRANCES

Eddy--yes, let me see. 
(MORE)
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she reads( )
FRANCES (cont'd)

Eddy, this is quite good. And you 
wrote this?

YOUNG POE 

Yes. 

FRANCES

John, you should read this--

ALLAN A

When I have time.

FRANCES

John, you should read this now!

ALLAN A
I'm busy.

He relents, goes and (
takes the poem. 
Reads.)

Hmm. 

YOUNG POE 

What do you think?

ALLAN A

A little sing-songy.

YOUNG POE 

It's in iambic pentameter.

ALLAN A

Well, if "iambic pentameter" means 
"sing-songy", you've hit it on the 
head.

YOUNG POE 

Why are you frowning?
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ALLAN A

It seems to me, mean-spirited, this 
poem of yours. Why do you ridicule a 
shop clerk? What's he done to you? 

YOUNG POE 

He is an ass. He needs rebuke.

ALLAN A

A useful ass, at least, who makes an 
honest living.

FRANCES

I think it's wonderfully imaginative. 
Will you write more? For me?

YOUNG POE 

I've written more. I'll show them to 
you.

FRANCES

Someday, you'll bring honor to the 
name of Poe.

ALLAN A

What about the name of Allan?

FRANCES

That too, of course. 

She exits.

ALLAN A

Be of use--here. Hold this steady.

then( )
I came across that story you wrote.  
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YOUNG POE 

I kept that in my room!

ALLAN A

This is my house. The rooms, and all  
they contain, are mine. 

YOUNG POE 

That story wasn't finished.

ALLAN A

I advise you to waste no further 
effort. The tale is morbid and 
morose. It makes me wonder at the 
mind from which it came.

YOUNG POE 

It's a fantasy!

ALLAN A

If you love your mother, do not show 
that story to her. She has worries 
enough without having to wonder at 
your sanity. You are too old for such 
sophomoric melodrama. I give you 
everything, and still you bridle at 
my rule. I wonder that you expect me 
to send a spoiled, ungrateful son 
like you to university!

YOUNG POE 

You must--you promised!

ALLAN A

I promised nothing!

YOUNG POE 

Did I, as an infant, solicit your 
charity and protection, or was it of 
your own free will you volunteered to 
act in my behalf? 

(MORE)
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My Grandfather was wealthy, and I his 
YOUNG POE (cont'd)

favorite grand-child - But the 
promise of adoption, and liberal 
education which you held forth to him 
in a letter--which is now in 
possession of my family--induced him 
to resign all care of me into your 
keeping. 

ALLAN A

You dare speak of family? I have here 
a letter from your brother Henry. He 
is much distraught you've failed to 
write him in his hour of need.

YOUNG POE 

That isn't so--I wrote him recently.

ALLAN A 
Nothing for it then, but that your 
brother lies.

YOUNG POE 

I didn't say he lied!

ALLAN A

He's a bright young man, industrious 
and honest. But you content yourself 
to eat the bread of idleness and lie 
about rebellious and ill-tempered. 
How we have acted to produce this is 
beyond my conception. You possess not 
a spark of affection for your family, 
not a particle of gratitude for all 
my care and kindness toward you.

YOUNG POE 

That is maliciously untrue!

ALLAN A

Had I done my duty as faithfully to 
my God as I have to you, then Death 
come when he will, he has no terrors 
for me!
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YOUNG POE 

When I think of the many long years 
that I have called you father, and 
you have called me son, I could cry 
like a child to think it should come 
to this. You know me far too well to 
think that I will humble myself 
before you for the sake of comfort or 
security. If you would have me gone, 
then I am gone. If not, you must 
forbear to treat me with contempt.

ALLAN A

When I wish you gone, make no 
mistake, you will be gone.

then( )
I got a visit yesterday from Sarah 
Royster's father.

YOUNG POE 

What about?

ALLAN A

Seems that you've been sneaking 
around behind our backs, you and she.  

YOUNG POE

We're not sneaking. We're engaged.

ALLAN A

So this is what you think? You sit 
together in the moonlight, look into 
each other's limpid eyes, and--
presto!--you're betrothed? You think, 
like that, to make her your property, 
like some dog that followed you home? 
Her father was livid. 

YOUNG POE 

This is not your business.

ALLAN A

He wanted to take a belt to you and I 
nearly let him. You will apologize to 
him as soon as soon as I think fit.
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YOUNG POE 

You've no right to meddle in my 
affairs.

ALLAN A

You live under my roof. You eat my 
food. You have no right to marry 
without my consent. You will put an 
end to this, and you will do it 
quietly.

SC. 1A, Part 2  The Royster Breakup

Sarah appears from around a corner. 

ALLAN A (cont'd)
Miss Royster.

YOUNG POE 

Sarah?

Allan exits. She approaches Poe A, handing him a stack of 
letters.

SARAH

I must give these back. My father 
said to tell you they are filth, and 
if you value your eternal soul, you 
will destroy them.

YOUNG POE 

They are not filth, they are poems of 
purest love and innocence. 

SARAH

I know Edgar, and I do love you. But 
I cannot go against his will.

YOUNG POE 

I'll go to him, I'll fall before him. 
I will not fail, Sarah. I love you as 
no man has ever loved.
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SARAH

That's more love than I will ever 
need.

then( )
Good-bye, Edgar.

She leaves.

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE:

SC. 1B  STEPMOTHER'S FUNERAL 

Poe B dashes to the bottom of a staircase leading into a 
large house. Allan B rises from a chair on the porch.

ALLAN B

You've come too late, she's in the 
ground. The funeral was this morning.

Poe collapses on the bottom stair, and sobs.

ALLAN B (cont'd)

I'm sure you came as quickly as you 
could.

POE B

Each delay was torture. My anxiety 
was overwhelming. 

ALLAN B

She would be glad you made the 
effort.

then( )
Get up. This posture shows her 
disrespect.

as Poe gets up( )
You've eaten?

POE B

I have no appetite.

21.



ALLAN B

I'll have them fix a plate of food, 
and you will eat. That's what she 
would have wanted.

POE B

Yes. Thank you.

ALLAN B

She was as good a woman as God ever 
made.

POE B

She was. It makes me sad to think my 
behavior ever caused her pain. Do you 
recall, when we first met? The day my 
mother died?

ALLAN B

As if it were this morning.

POE B

I have such vivid memories of her. 
She wore a blue dress, and on the 
right lapel, an ivory pin. 

ALLAN B

I don't remember what she wore. You, 
though, I recall as clear as day. 
Your eyes were bright, though 
fearful. And yet you were so trusting 
as you took my hand. A man you'd 
never met.

POE B

I knew somehow.
then( )

When I have been in great extremity, 
I've always turned to you--I had no 
other friend. When I look back on how 
much you tried to do for me - in 
spite of my flagrant ingratitude, I 
can't help thinking myself the 
greatest fool in existence.
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ALLAN B

When you were young--no more than 
six, I think--we took the ship to 
London. I was writing home, and you 
said, "Pa, say something for me. Say 
that I was not afraid crossing the 
sea". You were intrepid then, and 
nothing kept you down.

POE B

I've seen too much of life since 
then.

ALLAN B

No more than any man. Your failing 
always was, you seized unreasonably 
upon such things as others took in 
stride.

then( )
I remember how distraught you were 
when you came home and found the 
Royster girl had married.

POE B

             We were engaged.

ALLAN B

You were silly pups with no idea what 
marriage meant. And what about that 
other woman, your schoolmate's 
mother. The one who died insane? 
Stanidge, was it?   

POE B

Stannard.

ALLAN B

Worried your mother sick. You spent 
your every waking hour at their 
house. And then that business, 
hanging out about the graveyard like 
a dog whose master'd died. 

A pause, then--
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POE B

Not to "seize unreasonably" on a 
fault, but all the letters that I've 
sent you from West Point-- What would 
it have cost you to respond?

ALLAN B

To answer you was never free. It cost 
me fifty here, a hundred there. I 
never got a letter from you but there 
was appended at the end, a cry for 
cash.

POE B

There is some truth to what you say.

ALLAN B

While your mother lived--step-mother, 
I should say--I was constrained by 
promises not to tally your accounts. 
Go to my desk, take out the ledger.

Poe does so.

ALLAN B (cont'd)

Read from the top, the entries have 
been numbered. The column to the 
left, the date. The column to the 
right, the lost amount. Begin with 
1827, on the day you left. 

POE B

What is this?

ALLAN B

A settling of accounts. Read! 

POE B

March 20. "I have no place to sleep, 
I roam the streets." 
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ALLAN B

And what was the amount I sent for 
that?

POE B

Twenty dollars.

ALLAN B

Go on!

POE B

"I have been very ill — have had the 
cholera, or spasms quite as bad, and 
now can hardly hold the pen".

ALLAN B

And that one?

POE B

Forty five.

ALLAN B

And after that, "I have indeed no 
friend to look to but yourself" That 
one was popular--you re-arranged the 
words and used it twice--once for 
twenty, once for forty-five,  and 
each with just enough harkening to 
childhood memories to disguise your 
intent.

POE B

Was I really such a villain?

ALLAN B

This you have to ask yourself.

POE B

You threw me out, then punished me 
with poverty! You made me beg, come 
crawling hat in hand for every scrap. 
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ALLAN  B

Did I say you had to write poetry? 
And if your scribbling couldn't pay 
your way, did I forbid you do some 
useful work? I sent you to college!     

POE B

You sent me off in poverty. Expenses 
at the university were one-hundred-
fifty dollars, this you knew! You 
sent me there with one hundred ten. 
Is not the problem clear?

ALLAN B

Don't play the victim, Edgar--you 
could have written me.

POE B 

I wrote you one week later, for 
money, and for books - You replied as 
if I had been the vilest wretch on 
earth because I could not contrive to 
pay one hundred fifty dollars with 
one hundred ten!

ALLAN B

You had money enough to gamble!

POE B

I gambled out of desperation! 

ALLAN B

Two! Thousand! Dollars! This, to you, 
is nothing? They came to me, these 
friends of yours, expecting me to pay 
your--so called--“debt of honor”.  

POE B

And yet you could have solved it at 
the start with such a small amount 
you hardly would have missed it!
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ALLAN B

I had a business to be run. I 
couldn't hover like a nursemaid.

POE B

And thus you think yourself 
exonerated!

ALLAN B

I don't need exoneration, especially 
from you! 

then( )
By my reckoning, I count your love at 
forty cents a ton. It's money down a 
rathole. I'll send no more. 

Silence. Then--

POE B

Your wealth, you mean, must be 
preserved to benefit your heirs.

ALLAN B

Have no delusions--you'll inherit 
nothing.

POE B

No, it is your bastard heirs I mean. 
The wretched relics you've strewn 
across the countryside. I understand 
that there are three, at least. Who 
knows how many more are hiding in the 
weeds?

then( )
You thought I didn't know? You 
thought your crimes well hidden, that 
your wife and son did not suspect! I 
never said as much to her, or she to 
me, but we both knew. It was her 
secret torture. If this is love, I do 
not understand the word.

(MORE)
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then( )
POE B (cont'd)

You are an odious man, with all your 
petty sums, and bastard children. My 
mother forgave you. I will not. 

SC. C-2,PART 1: THE PROPOSAL 

Moran and Griswold lead the audience back into the 
courtyard, where Poe has remained frozen in place. When the 
audience is back in the space, he comes back to reality.

POE 

to Moran and (
Griswold)

Why do you renew my pain!

MORAN

For your salvation.

GRISWOLD

Your salvation.

POE

You make me seem a whining, shallow 
boy!

GRISWOLD

So you were. But what else could you 
be? That man destroyed your youth.

MORAN

Take responsibility! Mr. Allan gave 
you everything and you squandered it. 
You were disobedient, selfish and 
cruel. You see a whining, shallow 
boy, because that's what you were. 
It's not too late to hold yourself 
accountable.

POE

I'm not playing your game. Either of 
you!
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GRISWOLD

It's not our game, Mr. Poe. The 
memories are yours.

MORAN

We're here to lend perspective.

POE

I don't need perspective. 

Poe falls suddenly silent as VIRGINIA enters. She paces and 
reads from a book.

POE (cont'd)

My god. Virginia?

GRISWOLD

She cannot see you, Poe.

POE

But I can see her.
then--to Moran and (
Griswold)

Is this your alchemy? 

MORAN

It's your own, Edgar.

POE

This cannot be hell, if she is here. 

SC. C-2, Part 2  The Proposal

Maria Poe's living room. Virginia is at the table, when Poe 
enters-- 

POE B

Sissy?
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She leaps to her feet, grabbing him by the hands.

VIRGINIA

Eddy! You've come! How long can you 
stay? 

POE B

I'm here for all the week. I'm not 
due back in Richmond 'til the 3rd.

taking something (
from his knapsack--)

Look, here--look what I found along 
the road. I brought it to you as a 
gift.

She takes it from him.

VIRGINIA

It's a stick. A simple piece of wood.

POE B

Simple!? This is no stick, no simple 
stick! Look at it in the light, the 
light just so. Does that not 
resemble--an elephant?

VIRGINIA

Never having seen an elephant, I 
wouldn't know!

POE B

There isn't much to know--they're big 
and grey, with a nose like an arm and 
legs like trunks--tree trunks, that 
is to say, because their trunks are 
on the nose-

VIRGINIA

A most confusing beast!

POE B

And when they're hungry, why, they 
bellow so the world around them 
shivers.
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VIRGINIA
How do they go?

POE B
Why, they go-

He does a very creditable elephant trumpet, using his arm as 
the trunk--she squeals and claps her hands.

VIRGINIA

A most capital elephant call!

POE B

It isn't called a "call", it's called 
a trumpet, and it's terribly 
misnamed, for the mighty bull sounds 
like a bass trombone, and for the 
baby elephant, it's more a piccolo!

He does his imitation of a baby elephant, using his baby 
finger as the trunk--She dissolves in laughter

POE B (cont'd)

Your laughter sounds like bells.

VIRGINIA

At least it doesn't sound like baby 
elephants!

POE B

How I've missed you, Sissy.

VIRGINIA

And I've missed you, too.

POE B

Did you get the books I sent?

VIRGINIA

I did, and you must take them back at 
once. 
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POE B

Take them back?

VIRGINIA

The smaller one, I'll keep, as it is 
poetry, and has a poem of yours. The 
other one, the Latin grammar book, 
must go. It's heavy as a brick, and 
not as useful. Didn't you promise me 
that we should study French? That 
would at least afford the opportunity 
to speak with people who aren't dead!

POE B

When did I ever let a promise stay 
unkept! 

He pulls a book from his bag.

VIRGINIA

"La Grammaire Française"!

She takes it, and (
kisses him on the 
cheek.)

I do hope you'll be writing while 
you're here. I've laid out all your 
pens, the ones you left, and 
sharpened all the nibs. I've read 
your poem, "Imitation" and thought it 
marvelous.

POE B

Because it is. I slaved for days--for 
weeks to make it sing.

VIRGINIA

Sing?

POE B

Yes, like baby elephants!
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He reprises his baby elephant call,to Victoria's delight. 
Meanwhile, Mrs. Warner, a friend of Maria's, appears in the 
doorway

MRS. WARNER

Edgar! So you've come! I brought 
Maria's mail from the post. What's 
going on in here-it sounds like a 
menagerie.

POE B

An imaginary menagerie, so I suppose 
it must be called an imagineraginy!

VIRGINIA

Or a menagerinary!

MRS. WARNER

If you both say so!

VIRGINIA
going into the (
kitchen)

Why ever would we lie?

Mrs. Warner glances through the mail as she sets it on the 
table. 

MRS. WARNER
to Poe( )

I understand they're moving.

POE B

Moving? Who. 

MRS. WARNER

Mrs. Clemm and Virginia.

POE B

Why would they move? 

MRS. WARNER

I got a letter from your cousin 
Neilson Poe that they were moving in 
with him. The two of them.
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POE B

With who? With Neilson Poe? No.

MRS. WARNER

He seemed most certain.

POE B

No! 

MRS. WARNER

But--

POE B
I said, “No”! 

calling( )
Maria!

then--( )

Mrs. Warner, could I ask you please 
to leave?

MRS. WARNER
Of course.

She leaves.

POE B
Maria!!

Virginia comes in from the kitchen

VIRGINIA

She's hanging out the wash--

POE B

to himself( )
To live with Nielson Poe!

MARIA

coming in from the (
back)

God and all his mercy, what's going 
on in here?
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POE B

Why would you speak with Nielson Poe, 
and not with me?

MARIA

Virginia dear, I need a can of 
washing powder from the store. Run 
after Mrs. Warner.

VIRGINIA

Yes, Mother.

Virginia leaves, looking concerned.

POE B

To live with Neilson Poe!

MARIA

He would become her guardian. I meant 
to speak with you, to ask for your 
advice--

POE B

What can I say? "Virginia! Do not 
go"? Do not go where there is 
comfort, and sufficiency? 

MARIA

Eddy, there would be advantages I 
cannot give her here, she could 
acquire accomplishments and make her 
entrance in society.  Her prospects 
would improve--

POE B

It's useless to disguise the truth--
If Virginia goes with Neilson Poe, 
I'll never see or speak with her 
again!

MARIA

We must consider what's best for her!
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POE B

My last my last my only hold on life 
is cruelly torn away - I've no desire 
to live and I will not. I love, you 
know I love Virginia desperately! I 
can't express in words the deep 
devotion I feel towards my dear 
little cousin, I have no one to fly 
to now. I am living among strangers, 
and my wretchedness is more than I 
can bear...

MARIA

But Eddy, what of her?

POE B

Do you think anyone could care for 
her more dearly than I? 

MARIA

With Neilson Poe her comforts for the 
present time will be secured--

POE B

But what about her peace — her 
happiness? You both have tender 
hearts — and you will know my agony 
is more than I can bear.

MARIA

This is only for a while, until she 
comes of age! 

POE B 

Aunty, come to live with me, the both 
of you! In Richmond, I've had my eye 
on a sweet little house on Church 
Hill--newly done up and with a large 
garden and every convenience - at 
only five dollars a month. I've been 
dreaming every day and night, of the 
rapture I should feel in having you, 
my only friends - all I love on Earth 
with me there. 

(MORE)
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The pride that I could take in making 
POE B (cont'd)

you both comfortable and in calling 
her my wife. 

MARIA

Your wife? Edgar, she's too young.

POE B

What need has she of age, what need 
to enter in society? To make herself 
"accomplished" and attract a husband? 
He is here, already in her sight, a 
husband better than any she could 
find! 

MARIA 

She's too young! What of her 
education?

POE B

I can give her that. She has a bright 
and lively mind! I can devote my 
every waking hour to her development. 
History, mathematics, music--I am not 
an ignorant man! 

MARIA

She's not your toy to do with as you 
will! Would you condemn her to a life 
of poverty? Would you have her end up 
like her mother, taking in wash to 
scrabble pennies? Would you have her 
hands end up like mine, rough and 
bleeding?

POE B

I know you think me poor, and so I 
am, but I am moving forward in the 
world. This was my other news-- My 
salary's been raised to fifteen 
dollars a week. What need would we 
have of more? Here's five dollars 
now, for I was paid eight dollars two 
days since--I have the other three--
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MARIA

Eddy--

POE B

After that, all would go well and we 
could trust in God—or I could try to 
borrow what we need--

MARIA

Eddy! Darling Eddy, listen to me! I 
love you as my son. I know you love 
Virginia, I've seen it in your eyes 
for years. But we must do what's best 

             for her.
then( )

It is not my matter to decide. She 
will decide, when she is old enough 
to know her mind. In the meantime, 
she will live with Nielson.

Poe B collapses in a chair, head in hands, and quietly sobs. 
Virginia appears in the door, tears running down her face.

VIRGINIA

I didn't go with Mrs. Warner.

Poe B slowly rises, walks to Virginia, and bends to one 
knee.

POE B

Sissy, will you be my wife?

She gently takes his face in her hands.

VIRGINIA

I do not want to live with Neilson. 

POE B

The three of us can live within one 
home, and be happy and secure.
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VIRGINIA

simply( )
I do not want to go with Neilson. I 
want to stay with Mother and with 
you. Forever.

POE

I was a child and she was a child. 
Virginia and I eloped, much to the 
displeasure of her mother. But all 
was soon forgiven, and the three of 
us lived together in perfect bliss. 
Sissy, Muddy and me. In Richmond, 
then in the Bronx. We had a cottage 
with a garden, and we played all 
through the day, and I wrote all 
through the night. I was fueled by an 
unquenchable love--for her, for 
writing, for life. When I slipped and 
started drinking, she brought me back 
from the precipice swiftly, and 
without judgment. The sight of her 
smile would bring me back to life. I 
had no money, but we needed none. 

then( )
Virginia had a quick mind, and I 
taught her everything I could. 
Algebra, languages, writing, music. 
And she rewarded me by singing like 
an angel. Every night.

MARIA

What will it be tonight?

VIRGINIA

Sweet Alice.

POE B

I know that one!

Poe B sits raptly listening, while Muddy sits in an armchair 
and Virginia sings "Alice Ben Bolt".
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POE

It seemed to me that life was no 
longer a nightmare, but a dream. That 
Virginia and I, like Charles Darnay 
and Lucie Manet, had escaped the 
horrors of the tragic world around us 
and would live, 'til our end, in 
peace. But the angels grew jealous of 
our happiness. And six years after we 
were married...

Virginia, in the middle of her song, begins to cough, 
covering her mouth with a handkerchief. Poe stops playing. 
Maria stands suddenly and freezes. 

POE B

Sissy, are you alright?

Virginia remains doubled over.

POE B (cont'd)
Sissy?

Virginia stands and holds out the handkerchief--which is 
covered in blood.

VIRGINIA

Eddy? What does this mean? 

Edgar stands frozen in terror.

VIRGINIA (cont'd)
Muddy?

POE

Neither of us could answer. We knew 
exactly what it meant. We'd both seen 
it before. The blood, bright red. Not 
deep, like wine--bright crimson. 
Scarlet. A color peculiar to 
consumption. A disease by which the 
body ate itself from the inside out. 
She'd ruptured for the first of many 
times.  

VIRGINIA

What's to be done?
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MARIA

You must lie down.
to Poe B( )

Open the windows, she needs fresh 
air.

Poe B cannot move.

MARIA (cont'd)

Edgar, open the windows!

SC. C-2, Part 3: Annabelle Lee

POE

Pulmonary Tuberculosis. 
Indiscriminate, the outcome 
inevitable. Even the youngest and the 
strongest could fall victim. And 
there was no cure. From that night 
on, my every prayer would go 
unanswered and my life became a 
hideous dream.

Poe stands staring at the frozen figures of Poe B and 
Virginia. He begins reciting--

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,
But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee—
With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;
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So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,
To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me—
Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we—
And neither the angels in Heaven above
Nor the demons down under the sea
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sea—
In her tomb by the sounding sea.

Silence for a moment, then--

GRISWOLD

This poem is beyond criticism, Mr. 
Poe. It is written from the heart, 
and in perfect form.

MORAN

This poem blames the angels for her 
disease. And says nothing in the way 
of thanks for giving her to you in 
the first place. You must renounce 
that line of thinking.

POE

It's a poem. It leaves a single 
impression on the reader. It isn't a 
window into my soul.
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MORAN

Really, Mr. Poe?

POE

to Griswold( )
Do you believe my poem to be 
confessional? 

GRISWOLD

I believe it to be perfect. You could 
not have written it, had fate not 
treated you so wrathfully. For that, 
you needn't apologize.

POE

What now, then? Must I make a 
decision?

GRISWOLD

Unless you want to remain here 
forever. 

POE

Perhaps I do. If I can see Virginia. 
If I can recollect the sweetest 
moments of my life.

GRISWOLD

The bitter ones outnumber them by 
far. Can you really bear to relive 
them all?

POE

Perhaps.

MORAN

Then let us proceed. The height of 
your pride came at the height of your 
stardom. 
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GRISWOLD

The depths of your despair began at 
home.

POE
Show me.

Griswold and Moran lead the audience out, going in opposite 
directions to their respective scenes: Griswold to Scene 2A 
and Moran to Scene 2B) 

SC. 2A, PART 1 : THE TOMAHAWK 

Poe, in a hurry, strides across the square, pursued by 
Willis Gaylord Clark, Poet and Editor, who struggles to gain 
the younger man's attention--

CLARK

Mr. Poe!  Mr. Poe!

Unable to gracefully escape, Poe slows and turns to face 
him.

POE A

Mr. Clark. What a pleasant surprise.

CLARK

I wish I could say the same. I've 
just finished reading your latest 
reviews in the Southern Literary 
Messenger.

POE A

And you wish to thank me.

CLARK

I wish to express in the strongest 
possible terms my total disgust with 
how you go about your work. And 
specifically your comments on the 
poetry of Miss Davidson.
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POE A

Davidson. Doesn't ring a bell.

Clark unfolds the magazine in his hand, and begins to read--

CLARK

“As the work of a girl of 
fifteen,(though she may have excited 
our sympathies by dying early) most 
assuredly we do not think Miss 
Davidson's poems prodigious. We have 
seen finer poems in every respect, 
written by children of much younger 
age. In short, we will not bow to the 
pressure to praise Miss Davidson 
simply because she might have written 
something notable had she lived."

POE A

Her rhyme schemes were atrocious.

CLARK

She was fifteen!

POE A

I gave her the respect I'd give any 
author. She died, which is 
unfortunate, but if I were her, I'd 
want my work to be treated honestly.

CLARK

Only you would think in these terms. 

POE A

(a challenge)
Tell me, Mr. Clark, who in this wide 
world do you most love?

CLARK

warily( )
My wife?
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POE A

Subscribers! Those who pay for your 
magazines. And what do subscribers 
most love? 

CLARK

To see worthy work praised, of 
course, and rightly so. 

POE A

And where the work falls short, what 
should we do? Measure out tepid 
phrases of encouragement as though we 
run a grammar school for poets? 

CLARK

So those who dare to desecrate the 
sacred arts must pay a gruesome 
price? Bloody justice, heads on a 
pike!? 

POE

Yes! Your readers are voyeurs, Mr. 
Clark, just like you. I give you 
nothing but the truth. The sometimes-
brutal truth. You and your readers 
can feign outrage, and huff and puff 
in indignation...and yet, they keep 
buying the magazines and people like 
you keep hiring me. The truth is, you 
all come to see the circus. And by 
that, I mean the Roman circus, all 
savage beasts and gladiators. You 
love blood. Why else did you anoint 
me the "The Tomahawk", the "Comanche 
of Literature"? So it follows that 
you must ask yourself, Clark--Is it 
Poe who is perverse? Or is it your 
subscribers, who publicly pretend 
purity and privately lick up every 
word? 

CLARK

It is possible, Mr. Poe, to review a 
poem severely without bestowing ad 
hominum epithets upon the writer. 

(MORE)
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The duty of the critic is to act as 
CLARK (cont'd)

judge, not enemy, of the writer he 
reviews.

 POE A

If you've said your piece, I have to 
go. I have to give a lecture, and I'm 
late.

CLARK

Your cynicism takes my breath away!

POE A

I must likewise take myself away. 
Good night!

SC.2A, Part 2: The Hoax

Poe rushes off. When he gets to the entrance to the salon, 
he is accosted by a man who waves a newspaper in his face. 
It is the publisher of the New York Sun.

PUBLISHER

Why did you not tell me, Mr. Poe, 
that this was fiction?

POE A

I told your editor.

PUBLISHER

You lie!

POE A

Well then, I must have thought, in 
light of the fantastical subject 
matter, the fact that it was fiction 
would be glaringly clear! 

PUBLISHER

Clear? Clear? Something is either 
true or it isn't! It happened or it 
didn't! 

(MORE)
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The only thing that's clear to me is 
PUBLISHER (cont'd)

that we've just lied to fifteen 
thousand people!

POE A

How can you complain? Did you look 
out the window this morning? The 
whole square surrounding the Sun 
building was literally besieged. I've 
never witnessed more intense 
excitement to get possession of a 
newspaper. I myself tried, in vain, 
to procure a copy.

PUBLISHER

This isn't about selling newspapers!

POE A

When has it ever been about anything 
else? We've just pulled off the 
greatest hoax in the history of the 
country!

PUBLISHER

By tricking our readers to believe 
the impossible! 

POE A

Not impossible, improbable!

PUBLISHER

That a manned airship, a balloon, for 
God's sake, could cross the Atlantic 
in a mere seventy-five hours!

POE A

Yes! So we told them, and so they 
believed! All fifteen thousand. 
Because I told the tale so 
skillfully! Described the airship in 
minutest detail, with diagrams, 
specifications, log books!
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PUBLISHER

But the whole thing is a lie! You've 
blurred the borders of reality! 
Interwoven fact and fancy!

POE A

It's art! All art is lies. Would you 
say Da Vinci lied when painting "The 
Last Supper"? He wasn't at the table 
with Christ, was he? Coleridge, too, 
was a liar, plain as day--there was 
no pleasure dome, no Xanadu, no 
caverns measureless to man, no 
sunless sea!

PUBLISHER

But that is fiction, and the readers 
have been warned.

POE A

You think by clapping on the label 
"fiction", you have drained away the 
truth?

PUBLISHER

You draw no line between that which 
is existing and what you've only 
fantasized!  

Poe comes in close, a glint of madness in his eye.

POE A

You taunt me with the accusation that 
I lie, but I can tell you this: I've 
walked the valley of the many-colored 
grasses, seen as clearly as I see you 
now the trees of ebony and silver, 
slanting toward the sun. I've smelled 
the putrid essence of the pit, and 
seen the glisten of the pendulum 
descending. All of this I see, and 
feel, and smell, as vividly as you 
perceive me standing here. And using 
only words, I must transport you 
there. 

(MORE)
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And if you call me "liar", then I 
POE A (cont'd)

lie. This is my life, my mission, my 
power!    

PUBLISHER
as Poe walks away( )

The power to deceive, to dazzle with 
illusion, fool the world to make 
yourself a legend. More than this; 
the power to set yourself above the 
rest. The Fooler...and the Fooled.

POE A

Yes! I'm glad you understand.

PUBLISHER
at Poe's receding (
back)

The Man Who Knows and all the stupid 
others--The Fooler and the Fooled!

POE A

And you, apparently, the greatest 
fool of all--for hiring me!

SC. 2A, Part 3:  At the Salon

Poe A ducks into the salon. A small and well-dressed 
audience awaits him. Poe walks calmly to the lectern. 
Griswold leads his group in, then seats himself in the 
audience with two attractive female poets, Mrs. Frances 
Osgood and Mrs. Elizabeth Ellet.

POE A (cont'd)
I do apologize for my lack of 
punctuality. I had to stop and talk 
to two of my more ardent admirers.

(a few scattered 
chuckles)

Of the general plan and execution of 
Rufus Griswold's excellent new 
anthology, Poets and Poetry of 
America, I have already expressed the 
fullest approbation. 

(MORE)

50.



I know no one in America who could, 
POE A (cont'd)

or would, have performed the task 
here undertaken, at once so well in 
accordance with the judgment of the 
critical, and so much to the 
satisfaction of you the public.

The ladies nod approvingly to Griswold, who grins and nods 
in return.

In saying that individually I 
disagree with many of the opinions 
expressed by Mr. Griswold, I am 
merely suggesting what, in itself, 
should be obvious: There is no one 
who, reading the volume before us, 
will not be tempted to throw it 
aside, because its prejudices and 
partialities are, in a thousand 
instances, altogether at war with his 
own. 

Griswold's expression is shifting from confusion to alarm.

We disagree then, with Mr. Griswold 
in many of his critical estimates. He 
has omitted from his anthology, some 
one or two poets whom we should have 
been tempted to introduce. On the 
other hand, he has introduced some 
one or two dozen whom we should have 
treated with contempt. We might 
complain too of a prejudice, 
evidently unperceived by himself, for 
the writers of New England, to the 
exclusion of those, no matter how 
deserving, from the West and South. 
We also note with amusement how the 
Boston critics seem to think that 
poets are porpoises, since they 
always speak of them running in 
schools! With the Boston school, of 
course, leaping transcendent.   

A scandalized whisper runs through the crowd. Mrs. Ellet and 
Mrs. Osgood suppress their laughter.

(MORE)
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We might hint also, that in two or 
POE A (cont'd)

three cases, Mr. Griswold has 
rendered himself liable to the charge 
of personal partiality; it is so very 
difficult to keep separate in the 
mind's eye, our conceptions of the 
poetry of a friend, from our 
impressions of his good fellowship 
and our recollections of the flavor 
of his wine. But having said thus 
much in the 
way of fault-finding, we have said 
all. The book should be regarded as 
the most important addition our 
literature has for many years 
received. It is written with 
judgment, dignity and candor, 
steering skillfully  between the 
Scylla of Prejudice on the one hand, 
and the Charybdis of Conscience on 
the other. Mr. Griswold, in the 
"Poets and Poetry of America," has 
entitled himself to the thanks of his 
countrymen--especially those worthy 
or lucky enough to be from New 
England-- while showing himself a man 
of taste, talent...

pointedly( )
...and tact.

Polite applause, an undertone of murmurs and giggles. As the 
crowd filters out, Griswold jostles his way to the podium, 
Ellet and Osgood in tow.

GRISWOLD

Mr. Poe, what in perdition do you 
think you're doing?

POE A

You asked me to review your book, and 
so I have.

GRISWOLD

And who paid you to write that 
notice?

POE A

(MORE)
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Why, you did, Rufus--an odd question 
POE A (cont'd)

indeed from the man who wrote the 
check.

GRISWOLD

And did you think, in your diseased 
imagination, I did so to have you 
savage my work in public, impute my 
choice of poems to favoritism, and 
insult the whole of the Boston 
literary establishment?

POE A

I cannot speak, Sir, for the Boston 
literary establishment. If they feel 
insulted, I'm most surprised, for 
their stratospheric self-esteem 
would, I should have thought, made 
them immune to such effects. 

GRISWOLD

Careful where you tread, Mr. Poe. Do 
you mean to make enemies of Irving 
and Emerson, of Lowell and 
Longfellow?

POE A

These men you speak of are my 
friends. If speaking truth will 
swerve them from that path, then they 
were never friends at all. As for 
Longfellow, Longfellow is a 
plagiarist. This I have demonstrated 
beyond doubt. Once he confesses this 
fault and repents, I will gladly re-
admit him to my circle.

GRISWOLD

You, sir, are a villain.

POE A

I've only done as I promised. If you 
intended the payment to be a bribe, 
you should have told me.

GRISWOLD

(MORE)
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You haven't heard the last of this!
GRISWOLD (cont'd)

turning to Ellet and (
Osgood)

Mrs. Ellet. Mrs. Osgood. I was 
honored to share the evening with two 
of our most delightful and promising 
lady poets, and hope the presence of 
this vile homunculus has not ruined 
the occasion for you.

OSGOOD

I hope we will have the pleasure, Mr. 
Griswold, of many more such meetings.

GRISWOLD

Without doubt. And most assuredly-- 
pointedly, to Poe( )

--in better company!

He storms off.

POE A

(after Griswold has 
left)

Mr. Griswold is a prophet. Look, 
we're in better company already.

MRS. ELLET

flirting( )
On the subject of which, Mr. Poe, I 
meant to ask you--

POE A

Please, be so kind as to call me 
Edgar.

MRS. OSGOOD

gently elbowing (
Ellet aside)

(MORE)
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I
MRS. OSGOOD (cont'd)

 will call you Eddy, as I always 
have, though I have often wondered--
and certainly you will enlighten me 
on this--why, when practicing your 
autography, do you sign E.A. Poe, or 
Edgar A. Poe, but never Edgar Allan 
Poe.

POE A

The “Allan” is unfortunate, a residue 
of my stepfather, about whom the less 
said, the better.

MRS. ELLET

attempting charm( )
We all do have our cross to bear.

An excruciating pause--

POE A

with a pained smile( )
So we do. I would like to say in 
parting how thoroughly I've been 
gratified, Mrs. Osgood, in the 
exploration of your most delicate and 
sublime verse.  Should you ever seek 
my counsel on any matter, literary or 
otherwise, I'd be most honored to 
oblige. And Mrs. Poe, a great admirer 
of your work, desires that you should 
come and visit us again.

MRS. OSGOOD

That would be most congenial, as 
always.

MRS. ELLET

And what of my verses, Edgar?

POE A
after a beat( )

Admirable, Mrs. Ellet. Most 
admirable.

He nods politely, leaves.
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SC. 2A, Part 4: The Ship of Poe

Ellet stares wistfully after Poe, and Osgood takes note.

MRS OSGOOD

Careful, little flower. A voyage into 
love with Mr. Poe is not something to 
be set upon lightly. His romantic 
passions are fully as savage as his 
criticism. 

MRS. ELLET

I do not shrink from passion, Mrs. 
Osgood. 

MRS OSGOOD

Nor do you follow my meaning, Mrs. 
Ellet. To be loved by Mr. Poe is not 
merely to be loved, it is to be 
adored, worshipped, idealized. With 
such a man, even a love platonic can 
be exhausting. He is not merely a 
frigate in pursuit, one must prepare 
to be boarded, taken by storm, 
carried away in triumph. I have seen 
it happen. It can be a frightful 
thing. 

MRS. ELLET

Yet many women never know such love.

MRS OSGOOD

You do not know his history, 
Elizabeth. He loves as one accursed 
by loss, schooled by experience to 
never know when death will intervene. 
He clings to love as if it were a 
shipwreck.

MRS. ELLET
in wonder( )

And yet his passion burns fiercely 
on. She will be happy indeed who 
brings this man to heel!

MRS. OSGOOD

(MORE)
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And so she is. He is already brought 
MRS. OSGOOD (cont'd)

to heel, as well you know.

MRS. ELLET

His little wife Virginia is no 
impediment.  What love dares, that 
will love accomplish.

MRS. OSGOOD

His "little wife Virginia" is 
formidable beyond your comprehension.

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE:  

SC. 2B, PART 1: SCANDALS

Virginia and Mrs. Osgood are seated at a table in the Poe 
living room

MRS. OSGOOD

I took some risk in coming here.

VIRGINIA

You seem to have taken many risks of 
late.

MRS. OSGOOD

Please, Mrs. Poe, you mustn't believe 
everything you hear.

VIRGINIA

May I be plain?

MRS. OSGOOD

Of course.

VIRGINIA

Do you think me a silly, ignorant 
girl?

MRS. OSGOOD

Virginia, please.
(MORE)
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MRS. OSGOOD (cont'd)

VIRGINIA

You think I'm unaware of all the 
flirtatious messages passing between 
you and my husband? And this not in 
the shadows but fully in the public 
eye!

MRS. OSGOOD

I never meant to hurt you.

VIRGINIA

You know as well as I that Eddy is 
prone to infatuation. He's keenly 
sensitive to beauty in all its forms, 
and must express his admiration or be 
overcome. But to take advantage of 
that sensitivity is both an injury to 
him and an insult to our sex. 

MRS. OSGOOD

I never pursued such advantage.

VIRGINIA

Nor, apparently, did you run from it.

MRS. OSGOOD

Edgar is a poet, true, and this 
weakness for beauty is a common 
failing among such men. But he's 
also--never doubt it!--a good man, 
and loyal. You mustn't give in to the 
scandal-mongers! I swear to you your 
husband's admiration for me is 
entirely innocent.  

VIRGINIA

Innocence is no excuse for 
indiscretion. 

MRS. OSGOOD

I've only upset you. I shouldn't have 
come.
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VIRGINIA

Haven't I always made you welcome in 
my home?

MRS. OSGOOD

You have.

VIRGINIA

Then why would you fling my own 
hospitality in my face!

MRS. OSGOOD

I have never lied to you, Virginia. 
You've always had my respect. If you 
wish for me to cease my friendship 
with Edgar, I will.

VIRGINIA

Forgive me, Frances. My thoughts are 
riotous. You must tell no one, but in 
the face of my dying, darling Eddy 
has crawled back into the bottle. I 
don't begrudge him this, for he's 
suffered so. 

then( )
But I fear sharply for his health. As 
my disease completes its deadly work, 
he more and more takes solace in 
intoxication.     

MRS. OSGOOD

His solace is you, Virginia.

VIRGINIA

No. I'm helpless to condole. My very 
presence is a grim reminder of what 
lies ahead.

MRS. OSGOOD

He loves you more than words can 
tell!

VIRGINIA

(MORE)
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That alone is not enough! He adores 
VIRGINIA (cont'd)

you, Mrs. Osgood, you might as well 
accept it. He values your opinion, 
and in your presence, you can't deny 
how he brightens. In those blessed 
moments, he forgets, if for a 
heartbeat, the sad condition of his 
wife. He needs you here, Frances. The 
petty jealousy I must endure for his 
sake is a small price to pay.  

then( )
I know it can be difficult, but 
please don't turn away. Promise you 
will stay my friend, and come to 
visit, and be his friend when I am 
gone.

MRS. OSGOOD

I will.

VIRGINIA

I know I'm dying soon; I know I can't 
get well; but I want to be as happy 
as possible, and make Edgar happy.

MRS. OSGOOD

You break my heart, Virginia. I'll 
try to be the friend that you 
deserve.

Virginia rests her head on Frances' shoulder. Suddenly, 
there is a tapping at the door. The women turn to look, 
puzzled.

VIRGINIA
Come in?

Mrs. Ellet breezes in, and wags her finger at Frances.

MRS. ELLET

Frances, there you are! When I called 
by your home they said you were not 
there, and I could find you here, and 
so I have! 

to Virginia( )

I hope I'm not intruding.
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VIRGINIA

Mrs. Ellet, is it not? I've seen your 
picture in your book of poems. 

MRS. ELLET

Mrs. Poe? Delighted! Eddy speaks so 
highly of you, I could hardly wait to 
meet you.

VIRGINIA

Would you care for coffee?

MRS. ELLET

I would.

VIRGINIA

And Mrs. Osgood?  More for you?

MRS. OSGOOD

Thank you, yes.

As soon as Virginia leaves the room, Osgood turns on Ellet, 
annoyed--

MRS. OSGOOD (cont'd)

What are you doing here?

MRS. ELLET

soto voce( )
I only mean to save you from 
embarrassment.

MRS. OSGOOD

I've had no cause to be embarrassed 
up to now. Please leave. Your 
presence here offends me.

MRS. ELLET

As you must surely know--how could 
you not--Scandal stalks the streets, 
and your name and her husband's are 
most scurrilously linked. The town is 
up in arms.
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MRS. OSGOOD

And that is my concern, and hers, and 
none of yours.
I ask you to be gone. 

MRS. ELLET

I only sought to shield you from 
awkwardness.

MRS. OSGOOD

It walked in like an odor when you 
came; please leave and take it with 
you.

Virginia re-enters.

VIRGINIA

I must apologize, I've run out of 
sugar; I can send for some when Edgar 
comes home.

MRS.OSGOOD

Please take no special pains on my 
behalf.

MRS. ELLET

Just water, then, for me. A jest 
among my friends is, I take coffee 
with my sugar, not the other way 
around. 

then( )
Coffee, black, would be quite beyond 
my powers of digestion.

VIRGINIA

I'll bring you water, then.

Virginia exits. The two women sit in tense silence, until 
finally--

MRS. OSGOOD

Will you leave, or will I?
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MRS ELLET

Neither. We have business to perform.

Alarmed, Mrs. Osgood turns to look at her--just as Virginia 
re-appears and hands Mrs. Ellet the glass.

MRS. ELLET

Now that I'm here, Virginia, I recall 
I had a question you might be willing 
to address.

VIRGINIA

If the question is pertinent.   

MRS. ELLET

I ask this on behalf of our dear 
Frances, who is often too shy for her 
own good.

MRS. OSGOOD

outraged( )
What would you ask on my behalf?

MRS. ELLET

If Mr. Poe has any letters of a 
sensitive nature, sent by Mrs. Osgood 
here, it would be best were they 
returned.

VIRGINIA

I don't know where Edgar keeps his 
letters. You're entirely at liberty 
to ask him.

MRS.OSGOOD 

We will ask him nothing!

POE B

poking his head (
around the corner)

You will ask whom nothing?
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VIRGINIA

Edgar! You've returned!

POE B
 

seeing Ellet( )
Mrs. Osgood, I must say that my 
delight to find you here is somewhat 
tempered by the company you keep.

MRS. OSGOOD

How fortunate, for even now she was 
prepared to leave.

POE B

Before she does, I'd like to have her 
satisfy my curiosity. Did I hear 
letters mentioned?

MRS. OSGOOD

You did.

POE B

I do indeed have letters from our 
darling Frances, none that I would be 
ashamed to show. I also have other 
letters though, dispatched by you, 
Elizabeth, of quite a very different 
nature, which I suspect you came here 
to retrieve.

MRS. ELLET

I wrote no such letters.

POE B

How foolish to deny, when I can 
merely fetch them for our perusal.

MRS. ELLET

Such forgeries, you mean.

POE B

(MORE)
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They're quite clearly written in your 
POE B (cont'd)

hand, and even more clearly a product 
of your character. I will not read 
them in this company, for they are 
full of foul suggestion that should 
make you blush, were you capable.

indicating the door( )
You'll go now, Mrs. Ellet. Those 
letters that you say don't exist will 
be delivered to you at a time and 
place that doesn't pose a hazard to 
our reputation. Your offers of love 
are repugnant to me. 

She glares at him, but doesn't move.

POE B (cont'd)

Go now, and spare yourself the rank 
indignity of being dragged out by the 
collar.

Mrs. Ellet scrapes together what's left of her dignity, and 
leaves.

MRS. OSGOOD

Valuing my collar, I believe that I 
will also go.

Mrs. Osgood leaves.

POE B

My darling wife, my only love 
forever, can you believe me when I 
tell you, neither of these women mean 
anything to me?

VIRGINIA

I'm disappointed in you, Eddy.

POE B

You are?

VIRGINIA 

Yes, that you feel you would have to 
ask.

(MORE)
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She takes his face (
VIRGINIA (cont'd)

in her hands)
Go back to your writing, my love. I 
saw what you were working on, and I 
think it's going to cause a stir.

POE B

I will.

VIRGINIA
as she exits( )

But you shouldn't call her Eleanor. 
Just Lenore. It fits better.

Poe sits at his desk and works intently on writing a poem.

Suddenly, there comes a tapping, as if someone gently 
rapping, rapping at his chamber door.

SC. 2B, Part 2-- Pistols

Poe opens the door to find two heavy-set men staring him 
down. They say nothing. Finally-- 

POE B

How can I help you gentlemen.

No answer.

POE B (cont'd)

Who are you and why are you here?

CALEB

Our names are not important. The only 
name you need to know is one that you 
should fear.

JACOB

The name is “Ellet”.

CALEB

Belonging to our sister. She sent us 
here to bring back certain letters 
that you must and will return.
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POE B

Those letters were returned to her, 
and quite some time ago. Good day.

Poe goes to close the door, but Caleb blocks it with his 
foot.

CALEB

She says they were not.

POE B

Were she not your sister, I would 
suggest she lies. 

CALEB

I will be blunt with you. We will not 
cause you grievous harm, though 
certainly we could.  You will 
deliver, here and now, the items we 
demand.

POE B

I would, but I've told you, they've 
gone.  And so, if you are wise, will 
you. I will not stand in my own home 
and have such idiots as you sling 
threats at me.

CALEB

You wish to brawl?

POE B

I have no fear of you. I'm trained in 
boxing, and would make short work of 
two such fools.

JACOB

Do not tempt us, Mr. Poe. Fisticuffs 
will not prevail against a pistol.

Poe bops him in the nose.
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JACOB (cont'd)

Ow!

CALEB

We'll ask again to see if, by magic, 
those things you've stolen have 
returned.  But if you're lying, it 
will go hard for you. You are nothing 
to us.

JACOB

She is kin to us, and you are 
nothing. When next we meet, which 
will be soon, I'll have that pistol 
of which I spoke.

SC. 2B, Part 3:  Thomas Dunn English

They leave. When the coast is clear, Poe runs to Thomas 
Dunne English's house.

POE B

A pistol, Thomas! For God's sake, a 
pistol!

ENGLISH

What on earth?

POE B

I know you have a pistol here!

Poe starts going through the desk drawer.

ENGLISH

I haven't had for years. I sold it to 
a fool who failed to notice it was 
broken. What are you doing? Get away 
from me!

POE B

If ever we were friends, you won't 
deny me this! 

(MORE)
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You have a gun--I know you travel 
POE B (cont'd)

armed-

ENGLISH

I have not traveled armed since, as I 
said, I sold my gun!

POE B

I am undone!

ENGLISH

I have a cudgel, though--

POE B

Why would you sell your gun??

ENGLISH                         

I have no need of one. Unlike a 
certain Edgar Poe, I don't make 
enemies.

beat( )
And it was broken. What is this 
about?

POE B

About a common bawd. A wretched bawd 
who throws herself unwanted at 
unwilling men!  

ENGLISH
I wish I had such worries. What's her 
name?

POE B

Ellet.

ENGLISH

Elizabeth? So you're the one--of 
course you are!--the rumors  are 
true. They say you stole her property 
because she spurned you.

POE B

Spurned me?
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ENGLISH

Gave your florid letters to her 
husband. He could barely be 
restrained--

POE B

I never wrote a single line! Who said 
I did? 

ENGLISH

Why, Griswold! That's what he told 
Frances Osgood.

POE B

And you gave it credit??

ENGLISH

Yes, I did--such is your reputation! 
Wasn't one enough? 

POE B

Enough of what?

ENGLISH

Were you not linked to Frances 
Osgood, too? Good God, man, curb your 
appetite. Not only that, you have 
dishonored Mrs. Ellet and her 
husband, too!

POE B

I told you, she pursued! Are you 
calling me a liar?

ENGLISH

You and Frances Osgood, too, for 
she's been spreading lies--

POE B

Don't speak ill of Frances!
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ENGLISH 

I'll speak ill of anyone I please! 
You called my friend Elizabeth a 
bawd! You must apologize, and give 
her letters back!  

POE B

I do not have her letters!

ENGLISH

You're raving like a lunatic!

Poe grabs him by the hair--

POE B

You shut your filthy mouth!

ENGLISH

You're insane. Let go, I'll thrash 
you like a boy!

POE B

Where is he!

ENGLISH

Where is who?

POE B

Griswold, your confederate!

ENGLISH

How would I know? What's he to me? Go 
find him, but leave me the hell 
alone! I'll have you thrown in jail!

POE B

From this point on, I don't consider 
you my friend!
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ENGLISH

Get out! Get out, before I summon the 
police! 
 

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE:

SC. 2C: Masque/Imp of the Perverse

As the audience follows Moran and Griswold, four women come 
out of the dark, and grab four audience members each. Their 
lines are all delivered simultaneously to different audience 
members--

REVELER 1
You absolutely mustn't follow that 
dreadful man. You must come with me 
instead. To the party!

then( )

I absolutely insist. You must come.
then--as she walks (
them to the party)

I hope your journey wasn't too 
arduous. Did they have to hammer the 
doors of your carriage shut to keep 
out the infected? They hammered mine 
shut, it felt like being in a coffin! 

then( )
Have you seen any of the infected? 
I've heard it looks ghastly. I'm glad 
to be going to Prospera's manor, 
we'll be safe there.

then( )
Have you met the Princess? 

then)(
[What part of the realm are you 
from?, etc.]

REVELER 2

Come with us-- we're going to a 
party! We have to get to the manor 
before the doors are locked and 
bolted shut! Come along! 

then( )
If we stay out here any longer we'll 
miss the party. 

(MORE)
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I hate to think what would happen if 
REVELER 2 (cont'd)

we stayed out here any longer anyway.
then( )

Have you heard any rumors? Has the 
plague reached the east?

then( )
No matter, as long as it isn't here, 
don't you agree?

then( )
I heard Prospera has spared no 
expense. This is bound to be a 
marvelous party. Have you been to her 
estate before? 

then( )
[Are you from this part of the 
country?, etc]

REVELER 3
Come with me! Please! We're going to 
a party! Something to take our minds 
off this "Red Death" nonsense!

then( )
You know, I don't think enough is 
being said about the positive aspects 
of this plague. Since we locked 
ourselves into the manor house, I've 
been spending so much more time with 
my family, especially without all 
those servants wandering around. I'll 
admit, though, I miss them. Do you 
miss your servants? I'm so glad we 
took Prospera's advice and 
provisioned the house before this all 
got out of hand.

then( )
I think family is so very important, 
don't you? 

then( )
[Do you have a family?, etc.] 

REVELER 4

This plague we're going through has 
not been pleasant for anyone! 

then( )
Do you know what happened to me? Do 
you? When this whole thing started, 
we dismissed our coachman. Just 
another source of contagion, as far 
as I could see. And who needed a 
coachman, anyway! With all this 
plague around, we weren't about to 
stir from the Estate! 
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then( )
REVELER 4 (cont'd)

So what do you think happens? What do 
you think? Two months later, he shows 
up at the main gate, begging to be 
let in! Good God, he might have been 
infected! We threw rocks at him until 
he left, but can you imagine the 
nerve of the man!  

then( )
[I hope your servants are more polite 
than that. Do you have many 
servants?, etc.]

The audience is escorted into a party, where there is music, 
and the revelers continue to chat and laugh with them. As 
they enter, they are given masks. Finally, the Hostess, 
Princess Prospera, appears and addresses the crowd, 
jovially.

PROSPERA

What can I say? I got bored! Six 
months of seclusion, keeping the 
pestilence at bay, and I could no 
longer bear it. I'm so glad to see 
you all, lords and ladies, who were 
wise enough, like me, to lock your 
gates on the outside world. On the 
vagrants and..."have nots" who spread 
the disease like rats. But, because 
most of you have not seen the disease 
up close, I've prepared a spooky 
treat. For years, Dr. Carver worked 
with plague victims in the country, 
until I brought her here! She's going 
to tell you how it looks up close!

DOCTOR
The "red death" has long devastated 
the country. No pestilence has ever 
been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood 
is its Avatar and its seal -- the 
madness and the horror of blood. 
There are sharp pains, and sudden 
dizziness, and then profuse bleeding 
at the pores. The scarlet stains upon 
the body and especially upon the face 
of the victim, shut him out from the 
aid and from the sympathy of his 
fellow-men. 

(MORE)
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And the whole seizure, progress, and 
DOCTOR (cont'd)

termination of the disease, are 
incidents of half an hour.

PROSPERA
How utterly macabre. But, my honored 
guests, have no fear here at my 
estate. The grounds have lofty walls, 
and gates of iron, welded shut behind 
you with massy bolts. Needless to 
say, nobody is getting in, and we 
have provisions to make this party 
last for years. Outside is the red 
death. In here, beats feverishly the 
heart of life! Cheers!

As the courtiers raise their glasses, the tall Ebony clock 
in the corner of the room begins to strike twelve. Prospera 
freezes. Across the room from her enters a man, shrouded 
from head to foot in the shrouds of the grave. The mask 
which conceals his face resembles the face of a corpse. His 
costume, and his mask are dabbled in blood. A murmur of 
shock runs through the room.

REVELER 3

Who is this man? Why would he wear 
such a costume!

REVELER 4

He impersonates the Red Death! 

PROSPERA
Who dares--who dares insult us with this blasphemous 
mockery? Seize him and unmask him--that we may know whom we 
have to hang, at sunrise, from the battlements!

Nobody moves.

PROSPERA (cont'd)
Cowards!

Prospera runs forward and reaches her hand out to grab the 
figure. The second she touches him, she staggers back and 
starts coughing profusely. She raises her hand to her mouth, 
and when she pulls it back, there is blood on it. Everyone 
at the party now begins to cough into their handkerchiefs, 
which are scarlet with blood. They fall to the floor, 
gasping, screaming and coughing. Lights out.
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When the lights come up, Young Poe is standing in the middle 
of the room, having removed the mask he was wearing, 
revealing that it was he who played the character of the Red 
Death.

YOUNG POE

How do I make you lie awake at night, 
staring madly into the darkness, your 
hair on end, with nothing more than a 
few words on a page? I'll tell you 
how I craft a perfect story, but 
first you must know the rules. Rules 
as old as poetics. A character has 
hubris--pride. Hamartia--a tragic 
flaw. He makes a critical discovery 
about himself-- Anagnorisis. This 
causes a Peripeteia--a reversal in 
the plot. Then finally, at the end, 
Catharsis. Release. Purification. The 
achievement of clarity. At least 
that's what Aristotle says.

then( )
I think a plot is just that. A plot. 
As in...a conspiracy. A plot to 
murder. A plot to break apart the 
secrets of the universe. A plot to 
fool my reader. And so I turn 
Aristotle on his head. In this tale, 
I start with the Catharsis. The 
release. The clarification. The 
murderer begins the story in chains, 
awaiting execution.  The details--how 
this came about--are important, but 
are not the point of the story. There 
is no horror in mere process--who did 
what to whom. The horror lies within. 
Within the character. Within the 
reader. Within the realization that 
the difference between the murderer 
and the reader is perhaps less than 
you imagine. But I will let my 
creation explain. 

CONDEMNED
We stand upon the brink of a 
precipice. We peer into the abyss -- 
we grow sick and dizzy. Our first 
impulse is to shrink from the danger. 
Unaccountably we remain. By slow 
degrees our sickness and dizziness 
and horror become merged in a cloud 
of unnameable feeling. 

(MORE)
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By imperceptible gradations, this 
CONDEMNED (cont'd)

cloud assumes shape, as did the genie 
from the bottle in the Arabian 
Nights.  A shape far more terrible 
than any genie or demon, and yet it 
is but a thought, and one which 
chills the very marrow of our bones 
with the fierceness of the delight of 
its horror. 
It is merely the idea of what our 
sensations would be should we plunge 
into the abyss and shatter our bodies 
on the rocks below. And this fall--
this rushing annihilation -- for the 
very reason that it involves that 
most ghastly and loathsome of all 
images--our own death and 
suffering -- for this very cause do 
we now...most vividly...desire it. 
And because our reason violently 
thrusts us back from the brink, 
therefore do we the most impetuously 
rush toward it. 

And why? Because we know that we 
should not.

I have said thus much to explain to 
you why I am here, and the cause for 
my wearing these fetters, and being 
in this cell of the hangman. Had I 
not, you might have fancied me mad. 
As it is, you'll easily perceive that 
I'm merely a victim...of the Imp of 
the Perverse.

The murder was carefully planned. For 
weeks, for months, I pondered upon 
the means of the deed. I rejected a 
thousand schemes, because they 
involved a chance of detection. At 
length, in reading some French 
Memoirs, I found an account of a 
nearly fatal illness that occurred to 
Madame Pilau, through the agency of a 
candle accidentally poisoned. The 
idea struck my fancy at once. 
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I knew my victim's habit of reading 
in bed. I knew, too, that his 
apartment was narrow and ill-
ventilated. But I need not vex you 
with impertinent details. Suffice it 
to say, I replaced the candle in his 
bed-room candle-stand with a wax-
light of my own making. The next 
morning he was discovered dead in his 
bed, and the Coroner's verdict was -- 
"Death by the visitation of God."

YOUNG POE
Do you see? I have stolen the 
catharsis from you at the outset! You 
know the end already; the madwoman 
will hang! The murder itself is no 
mystery--she's already explained it! 
What, then, is there left to know?

then( )
Everything!

CONDEMNED
Having inherited his estate, all went 
well with me for years. I knew I had 
left no shadow of a clue by which it 
would be possible to convict, or even 
to suspect me of the crime. It is 
inconceivable how rich a sentiment of 
satisfaction arose in my bosom as I 
reflected upon my absolute security. 
In this manner, at length, I would 
perpetually catch myself pondering 
upon my security, and repeating, in a 
low undertone, the phrase, "I! am! 
safe!"

One day, whilst sauntering along the 
streets, I arrested myself in the act 
of murmuring, half aloud, these 
customary syllables. In a fit of 
petulance, I remodelled them thus; "I 
am safe -- I am safe -- yes -- if I 
be not fool enough to confess!"

No sooner had I spoken these words, 
than I felt an icy chill creep to my 
heart. 

(MORE)
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I had had these fits of perversity 
before, and knew that in no instance 
had I successfully resisted their 
attacks. And now my own casual self-
suggestion that I might actually be 
fool enough to confess the murder--
confronted me, as if the very ghost 
of him I had murdered...and beckoned 
me on to death.

At first, I made an effort to shake 
off this nightmare of the soul. I 
walked vigorously -- faster -- still 
faster -- at length I ran. 

YOUNG POE
dashing after her( )

Follow!

CONDEMNED                       
I felt a maddening desire to shriek 
aloud. Every succeeding wave of 
thought overwhelmed me with new 
terror! I still quickened my pace. I 
bounded like a madwoman through the 
crowded thoroughfares. At length, the 
populace took the alarm, and pursued 
me. I felt then the consummation of 
my fate. Could I have torn out my 
tongue, I would have done it, but a 
rough voice resounded in my ears -- a 
rougher grasp seized me by the 
shoulder. I turned -- I gasped for 
breath. For a moment I experienced 
all the pangs of suffocation; I 
became blind, and deaf, and giddy; 
and then some invisible fiend, I 
thought, struck me with his broad 
palm upon the back. The long 
imprisoned secret burst forth from my 
soul--
I! AM! A! MURDERER!

YOUNG POE
Reversal! Unexpected reversal! There 
was no outside event that caused it--
no handkerchief for Iago to point to! 
It erupted from within, with a logic 
even a lunatic can understand--you've 
planned the perfect crime! You've 
even gotten away with it. But you 
haven't paid for it!
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CONDEMNED
They say that I spoke with a distinct 
enunciation, but with marked emphasis 
and passionate hurry, as if in dread 
of interruption before concluding the 
brief, but pregnant sentences that 
consigned me to the hangman...and to 
hell. But why shall I say more? To-
day I wear these chains, and am here! 
To-morrow I shall be fetterless! -- 
but where?

YOUNG POE
And finally, I rob you of the 
retribution! What satisfaction is 
there in taking vengeance on a 
lunatic? Can she even connect her 
punishment with her crime? The 
madwoman's execution is, to her, a 
relief, for she is free at last from 
the soul-crushing compulsion to purge 
her guilt! 

then( )
And that's how I make your hair stand 
on end! By making you recognize 
yourself in the madwoman. Like her, 
you are desperate to confess. Though 
you may deny it, even to yourself, 
you have done things in your life 
that were despicable. If not 
malicious murder, then a wicked lie, 
a cheat...a theft. Betrayal. But 
there is a rock in your heart that 
grows in size each day you don't 
confess. And eventually, you fear, 
you'll rupture, and spill it all. 
Catharsis. The ending. And that's 
where the story...begins!

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE--

Semi-Covergence:  Like No Man Ever Loved

Poe B runs through the courtyard looking for Griswold, finds 
him in the street outside. (This can be anywhere). He is 
walking with Mrs. Osgood and Mrs. Ellet, one on each arm. 
(Note: All three strands have come together at this point 
prior to returning to the next convergence, and all witness 
this scene.
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POE B

There you are, you vile buffoon!

GRISWOLD

Good God, they've let the madman out.

POE B

The slanderers and liars, walking arm 
in arm!

GRISWOLD

Lower your voice, you filthy brute! 
Is there no scrap of decorum left 
within your spinning brain?

POE B

You spew invective and dare speak of 
etiquette!

GRISWOLD

Bring down your voice! This is not 
your bar-room or your bawdy-house, 
where you may scream at will! You 
wish to make the populace at large 
despise you as thoroughly as do your 
friends?

POE B

I have no friends!

GRISWOLD

I wonder why!

POE B

You all are false! 

GRISWOLD

Then what is true, within your 
twisted little world? Or have the 
edges grown so blurred that what is 
real and what deluded fantasy are 
inextricably entwined?
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POE B

I! Know! What's! Real!

GRISWOLD

So says the man who's built a tomb 
within his head, installed his baby 
bride, and blissfully obsesses on her 
vanished charms. It is obscene, a 
fantasy insane, that smacks of 
necrophilia and empty graves!

POE B

And this from you! How often have you 
told me, with disgusting pride, how 
deep your love was for your wife, 
your first, your only true, and when 
she died, and moldered in the tomb 
for half a dozen weeks, how you broke 
in, and kissed her hand, her lips, 
and cut off ringlets of her hair!

GRISWOLD

Lies!

POE B

If they are lies, it is appropriate; 
they came from you!

GRISWOLD
playing to the (
growing crowd)

Behold the Great Imposter!  He loves 
as no man ever loved! He grieves as 
no man ever grieved! It never was 
enough for him to suffer pain as any 
other man--it had to sear, it had to 
tear, it had to rend his soul as soul 
was never rent! And when it comes the 
time to die, I'm sure he'll die as 
man has never, ever died! 

So I will break it to you, Edgar, as 
gently as I can. You are, beneath it 
all--the cheap theatrics, 
histrionics, railing at the stars--an 
ordinary man. This is what terrifies 
you! Not the murderous apes, and 
living things walled up alive. 
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And when your tales go out of fashion 
and your spooky poetry becomes 
intolerably quaint, what then? You'll 
fade away, your name forgotten, while 
the Griswolds of this world, like 
mighty oaks, continue growing through 
the generations, rooted in eternal 
truths. And when your fame is 
vanished, all your suffering will 
have been for naught. Your loving as 
man has never loved, and grieving as 
he's never grieved, starving in the 
dark so you can buy a pot of ink, 
will be for naught. Your life. Your 
heart. Your art. For naught.

POE B
When you don't have me to talk about, 
what will you have to say?

Griswold storms off, stops, walks back to Poe, slaps him in 
the face.

SC. C-3, PART 1 : DEATH OF VIRGINIA

Poe unfreezes. Griswold and Moran have led the audience back 
in. Poe immediately recognizes the scene in front of him. 
Virginia lies in a bed pale and wan.

POE
No. I can't see this.

MORAN
You must. 

Virginia lies in bed, restless. She coughs and shivers. 
Eyeing a pitcher of water on the nearby table, she sits on 
the edge of the bed and attempts to stand, but falters and 
sits sharply on the floor with her back to the bed, 
coughing. From the darkness by the door the voice of Mrs. 
Ellet breaks the silence.

MRS. ELLET

Our little cherub is unwell. 

Virginia, startled, looks up.

MRS. ELLET (cont'd)

Allow me.
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Ellet moves to the table and pours water.

VIRGINIA

Who asked you here?

MRS. ELLET

I was in the neighborhood, darling, 
and took it upon myself to bring you 
solace. I brought sweets from the 
confectioner. 

VIRGINIA

Sufferers of consumption cannot have 
sweets. It speeds the progress of the 
disease.

MRS. ELLET

I had no idea. 

VIRGINIA

It's common knowledge.

MRS. ELLET

I'm  utterly embarrassed. 

A moment, then--

VIRGINIA

You shouldn't be here. Leave!

MRS. ELLET

Do not become hysterical, my dear, in 
your condition--

Virginia tries to shout, but her weak lungs prevent her.

VIRGINIA

Mother!

MRS. ELLET

You really mustn't exert yourself.
(MORE)
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then( )
MRS. ELLET (cont'd)

Besides. Mrs. Clemm is on the far 
side of the garden, she cannot hear 
you. 

Mrs. Ellet stands directly over Virginia with the glass of 
water. Virginia gurgles and coughs. She reaches desperately 
for the glass. Ellet holds it up out of her reach.

VIRGINIA

Give me--

MRS. ELLET

Virginia, you are a young woman of 
Baltimore and the granddaughter of 
the great General Poe, you must never 
forget the manners of a lady. 

Virginia chokes and sputters. Ellet continues to hold the 
glass on high until Virgina manages to gasp a--

VIRGINIA

Please!

Ellet hands her the glass, Virginia drinks desperately.

MRS. ELLET

There, now. People will remember you 
most by their final encounters with 
you. A last impression is a lasting 
impression.

Ellet sits on the (
edge of the bed--
then, after Virginia 
has stopped coughing)

This brings us to the point of my 
visit. I know there's no love lost 
between you and I, Mrs. Poe. The 
letters exchanged between myself and 
your husband must have taxed your 
constitution terribly. But as you 
prepare yourself for your passing, I 
have been stricken with a sense of 
guilt, that I simply must address.
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VIRGINIA

Dispense your regrets elsewhere, Mrs. 
Ellet, your letters were as false and 
nefarious as your intentions here. 

Ellet takes the glass from Virginia.

MRS. ELLET

You need more water.
then, as she stands( )

I regret the disturbance I brought to 
your domestic tranquility--

VIRGINIA

You are deluded--Edgar and I never 
spoke of you--

MRS. ELLET

We must talk frankly now, Virginia, 
your time is short. 

VIRGINIA

Mother!

MRS. ELLET

I know, if I were in your shoes, that 
I would be deeply concerned with the 
protection of my loved ones after my 
passing. I'm here to tell you, Mrs. 
Poe, that I intend to make it my 
personal mission to ensure your 
husband is looked after once you are 
gone. He is a genius, and unless he 
has the same love and support that 
you were able to offer him while you 
were living, I fear he will destroy 
himself before he has a chance to 
place us in the history books. 

Virginia staggers to her feet. And works her way to a 
ferocious bellow.
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VIRGINIA

History books? You infectious hanger-
on. You miserable phantom!  

MRS. ELLET
Mrs. Poe!

VIRGINIA

Be silent, leech. You think you're 
worthy of his poetry? You think 
yourself material for history books? 
Eddy and I are Anthony and Cleopatra. 
You are Iago without the poetry. You 
are Iago's banner boy. You are 
nothing. A portrait of an unknown 
woman. You will be a nasty footnote 
to my life.

Eddy bursts in with a package under his arm, Maria in tow. 
Virginia collapses back onto the bed, Poe rushes to her.

POE B

Virginia!

MARIA

to Ellet( )
Get out.

MRS. ELLET

Mrs. Clemm! I've come to offer my 
sincere condolences.

MARIA

Out!

Ellet throws a smile back at Virginia and exits.

VIRGINIA

That conniver has killed me. You must 
stay now, Eddy.
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MARIA

staring after Ellet( )
Dreadful woman.

POE B

I never would have left if I had 
known! You were asleep, I went to 
town to get you Calomel. 

Poe digs through his parcel and produces a small glass 
bottle.

VIRGINIA

Eddy. That won't do me any good.

POE B

The chemist told me it will ease your 
cough.

VIRGINIA

It doesn't matter anymore.

A moment passes.

POE B

These thoughts are poison, Sissy. You 
are young, you will recover.

VIRGINIA

No, Eddy. 

POE B

For me, Virginia. As you love me, 
persist. God, the universe, the world 
will answer. 

VIRGINIA

They already have, my love. 

POE B

Virginia--
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VIRGINIA

You must take care of Muddy. 
she coughs( )

There will be time for us hereafter, 
but for now you must endure.

POE B

There will be no poetry in the world.

VIRGINIA

There will always be poetry. There is 
poetry in love and poetry in tragedy. 
Write, Edgar, and love again-- 

POE B
Don't torment me so.

Virginia exhales heavily and lays back.

POE B (cont'd)
Virginia?

then, to Maria( )
What can be done?

she is silent( )
Muddy, what can we do?

MARIA

Pray for her safe passage.

Maria joins Poe B and Virginia at the bed. She produces 
small branches from her apron and hands them to Virginia.

MARIA (cont'd)

Cut from the cypress tree, my sweet, 
as you asked.

VIRGINIA
Thank you, mother.

Maria bows her head and crosses herself. She prays silently.

POE B

What can I give you? I have nothing. 
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VIRGINIA

You have given, Eddy, all that you 
could give. We'll meet again, yes? In 
a place where I can breathe and sing 
for you and you can write me a 
thousand poems? 

She rests her head on the pillow and closes her eyes 
tranquilly

This smell. Fresh cut cypress. I will 
always remember that time you split 
your trousers playing hop-frog in the 
yard. We laughed until we couldn't 
breathe? Do you remember?

She falls silent.

POE B

I remember. It was the happiest I've 
ever been. 

then, realizing her (
hand has gone limp 
in his)

Sissy? Darling?

Poe B lets out a low moan and sobs, burying his head on her 
lifeless body.

MARIA

Thank the angels, Eddy. She was a 
gift to you.

POE B

The angels. The angels?! Damn them 
all. Let heaven crack to pieces. They 
are thieves and liars. They whisper 
us crystal hope and then hurl it to 
the floor like tyrannical children. 
God has robbed me. 

Poe B collapses and Maria holds him.

POE B (cont'd)

How can you be serene? 
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MARIA

I've lost three children, Eddy. My 
heart is broken. I was her mother. 
But I'm your mother too. Please pray 
with me. I need you now. 

POE B

You shall have me, mother. You shall 
always have me.

SC. C-3, Part 2--Death Aftermath

MORAN

to Poe( )
Have you nothing to say?

Poe sits, weeping silently as he looks on.

GRISWOLD

What is to be said? What just God 
would take her from you?

MORAN

God does not meddle in our affairs.

GRISWOLD

What poem did you write for this 
occasion, Poe?

POE
None.

MORAN
A wise decision.

POE

It wasn't a decision. There was 
nothing in me. Nothing.

GRISWOLD

Understandable.
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MORAN

And what did you do next?

POE

I became insane, with long intervals 
of horrible sanity. During these fits 
of absolute unconsciousness I drank, 
God only knows how often or how much. 
It was the horrible never-ending 
oscillation between hope & despair I 
could no longer have endured. In the 
death of what was my life, then, I 
received a new but — oh God! how 
melancholy an existence. 

MORAN
This was your choice. 

GRISWOLD
How?

MORAN

Everyone suffers loss, Mr. Poe. Not 
everyone abandons reason, family and 
God!

GRISWOLD

to Moran( )
Have you no pity? He was consumed! He 
lost the love of his life!

MORAN

He tried to marry again, several 
times in the next few years.

GRISWOLD

Because he needed money to take care 
of Virginia's mother! An act of 
selflessness. 

POE

Enough! Finish the job. I despise you 
both.
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GRISWOLD

to the audience( )
Come on then.

MORAN
Follow.

POE

Or if, like me, you have wearied of 
this charade, stay and see what 
happened on the night I tried to kill 
myself.

Poe B beckons audience members to follow him. 

SCENE 3C, PART 1: POE'S SUICIDE ATTEMPT

Poe B enters the Chemist's shop and stands in the corner, 
silent. Another customer makes a purchase and goes.The 
chemist glances over at the dissolute, desperate-looking man 
before him.

CHEMIST
Sir?

then( )
May I help you, sir?

POE B

I have a cough.

CHEMIST
eyeing him (
skeptically)

Wet or dry?

POE B
What?

CHEMIST

Let me hear it.

POE B

Hear what?
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CHEMIST

This "cough" of yours. 

POE B

I need Laudanum. 

CHEMIST

I suspect you're aware, sir, that 
Laudanum's an opiate?

POE B

I am.

CHEMIST

We have a number of less toxic 
remedies for cough. 

POE B

Damn it, woman--do you have Laudanum 
or not?

CHEMIST

I imagine what you're looking for is 
more easily procured--in a den.

POE B

A den?

CHEMIST

An opium den, sir. I haven't time, 
nor does my vocation call for me, to 
encourage wantonness. Good day.

Poe B doesn't move, (
then--)

Good day!

POE B

What kind of weak-minded fool do you 
take me for? I have no need of 
stimulants! I'm not your Sam 
Coleridge or Percy Shelley who depend 
for inspiration on a drug! 

(MORE)
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I have a cough, need Laudanum, and 
POE B (cont'd)

will not lower myself to bark for 
you!

CHEMIST

My reputation and my business go hand 
in hand. I have no need of gentleman 
such as yourself collapsing in my 
storefront. 

POE B

Do you not prescribe Laudanum?

CHEMIST
I do.

POE B

And is it not legal?

CHEMIST

It is.

POE B

And is it not given to children for 
the grippe, old men for their 
lumbago, and maiden aunts for their 
melancholia? Do mothers not rub it on 
their infant's gums to ease the pain 
of teething?

CHEMIST
They do, but--

POE B

Then on what grounds do you refuse 
me!

The chemist is nonplussed.

POE B (cont'd)

Come, sir--what is the price?

CHEMIST

I must caution you--
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POE B

Of course you must--what is your 
price!

CHEMIST

Three dollars.

Poe B reaches into his pocket.

POE B

There's five.

Poe slaps money onto the counter. The Chemist reaches under 
it and produces a bottle.

POE B (cont'd)

Everybody has one.

CHEMIST

Has what?

Poe B snatches the bottle and stalks to the door.

POE B

A price.

The Chemist pointedly slaps Poe B's change on the counter.

CHEMIST

Your change.

As Poe B reaches for the change, the Chemist grabs his hand. 

CHEMIST (cont'd)

This is not the same as what they 
sell you in the dens. This is of a 
much greater potency, and is to be 
swallowed in a spoonful only. In 
larger amounts the effects are 
deadly. It is strictly for medicinal 
use.
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POE B

I'm not some dope fiend.  

The Chemist lets go of Poe B's hand, and Poe B storms out.

Sc. 3C, Part 2: Angels of Death

Poe B stops in the street and pulls the bottle out of his 
pocket. He stares at it. 

He raises the bottle, then drains it completely. He grimaces 
at the bitterness, then pockets the bottle. As he heads into 
town, his steps grow unsteady. He steers for the front steps 
of a nearby house, grabs at the railing, then collapses onto 
the stairs. He lays there in silence for a moment, trying to 
get his eyes to focus, then exhales heavily and lies still. 

A couple walking nearby sees him and scurries away.

At the sound of a door opening, Poe B opens his eyes to see 
a woman step out onto the porch at the top of the stairs.

ANNIE

Edgar?

POE B

I know you!

ANNIE

Edgar, are you alright?

POE B

I'm beginning to be.

She comes down and sits next to him on the stairs.

ANNIE

You look terribly pale.

POE B

We must make a memory of this moment.

ANNIE

(MORE)
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Must we? What's the matter, Eddy?
ANNIE (cont'd)

POE B

Nothing, now. I'm exactly as I'm 
meant to be.

ANNIE

What have you done?

POE B

Poisoned myself. Please don't be 
upset. This is perfect here. The 
breeze is cool. The light is soft. 
You are angelic. I am euphoric.

He slumps gently into her arms and closes his eyes. THOMAS 
ENGLISH, out of nowhere, bursts into the scene and grabs 
him, pulling him up by the collar. 

ENGLISH

Wake up! You pitiful excuse for a 
man.

Poe B lulls( )
Edgar!

English slaps him, (
Poe B's eyes open)

Poe! Keep your blasted eyes open.

POE B

What's happening?

ENGLISH

You're hallucinating, idiot!  Alone 
in a foreign city, looking like a 
fiend! No one real will come to your 
aid! You must keep your eyes open. 

POE B

Hallucinating! That makes sense. But 
why would I hallucinate you? I don't 
like you.

ENGLISH

I'm the only person in your life that 
passes for a man.

(MORE)
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Poe B droops--(
ENGLISH (cont'd)

English slaps him)
Ah-Ah-Ah!

ANNIE

Can't you see he's tired? Let him 
rest.

English props Poe B against the railing and strides off.

ENGLISH

Wait here!

ANNIE

Edgar, Edgar. 

Annie sits and envelopes Poe B in her arms.

POE B

Why do you fondle me? Aren't you 
married to a man named "Charles"?!

ANNIE

I don't have to be.

POE B

You have mesmerizing eyes. But why--
then( )

I remember. You lived near here. You 
flirted with me once  at your 
husband's house. Did I fall in love 
with you? No, I remember--I tried, 
but you were strange.

ANNIE

When you're gone, I'll tell everyone 
you were madly devoted to me. I'll 
forge lurid, pathetic letters and 
swear for decades they came from you.

POE B

I never wrote you letters!
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ANNIE

Of course you did! I'll even claim 
you wrote the poem "To Annie" for me, 
even though my name is Nancy.

POE B

remembering( )
Nancy Richmond, of course! Why would 
I call you Annie?

ANNIE

Because it fits the narrative, Eddy. 
Better get used to it--once you're 
gone, it's open season on Edgar Allan 
Poe. For now, you must be calm. You 
have made a rash decision. but it's 
for the best. You'll be seeing all of 
them soon.

POE B

Seeing whom?

ANNIE

You will see Henry.

POE B

But Henry's dead.

ANNIE

That's the point, Eddy.
then( )

You will see your mother--

POE B

Which one?

ANNIE

Silly man, you shall see both. Eliza. 
Frances. You shall see John Allan.
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POE B

Allan?

ANNIE

Yes, but when you see him, all will 
be forgiven.

POE B

I feel so much pain. I stumble from 
city to city like a purgatorial 
wight. Life is a nightmare. 

ANNIE
No longer.

then( )
Thank Heaven! the crisis,
The danger, is past,
And the lingering illness
Is over at last—
And the fever called "Living"
Is conquered at last.

POE B

That's quite good. Who wrote it?

ANNIE

You did.

POE B

Ha. I really was first rate, wasn't 
I?

ANNIE

You were. Now rest. The worst is 
over.

POE B

Did I accomplish all I set out to do? 

ANNIE
Yes. Now sleep.
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POE B

Will Sissy be there?

ANNIE

She will. Be a good boy, now--drift 
away.

POE B

Never have I been so eager to sleep.

Annie begins to sing Thomas' "Ben Bolt".

ANNIE

There is change in the things I 
loved, Ben Bolt, They have changed 
from the old to the new; But I feel 
in the deeps of my spirit the truth, 
there was never a change in you.

Poe B is now lying with his eyes closed, leaned up against 
her. Annie leans down to kiss him. Poe B breathes heavily as 
though Annie is sucking his soul out of his mouth. English 
suddenly returns with a bucket of water, which he uses to 
douse them both. Poe B struggles up, Annie stands 
menacingly. 

ANNIE (cont'd)

Leave us! He's mine!

ENGLISH

Not yet, you whore of Babylon!

ANNIE

smiling( )
There's nothing you can do. It's too 
late.

ENGLISH

Where there's a drop of strength, 
there's a fighting chance. 

He stoops and grabs the delirious Poe B.

102.



ENGLISH

Look at me, old boy.

He slaps Poe B.

POE B

Is there no less violent way of 
getting my attention? 

ANNIE

He's tired, Thomas, let him rest.

English pulls aside Poe B's unraveled cravat. 

POE B

What are you doing?

ENGLISH

Preserving your clothing.

POE B

Eh?

ANNIE

Shhhhhhh.... 

ENGLISH

Vomit.

POE B

What?

ENGLISH

You have much still to write, Poe. 
It's not your time. Come on. Upchuck. 
Spew. 
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POE B

I can't.

ANNIE

That's the spirit!

ENGLISH

Like hell. Do you want my fingers 
down your throat? 

POE B

I don't want to live.

ENGLISH

Too bloody bad. You still have 
history to make. 

English shakes him, and Poe B vomits violently into the 
bushes. He collapses onto the ground. Annie and English look 
down at him. 

ENGLISH (cont'd)

I win.

ANNIE

For now. I always win in the end.

As English and Annie back away, the Chemist reappears and 
runs to lean over Poe B. 

Sc. 3C, Part 3: Return of the Chemist

CHEMIST

God Almighty! 

POE B

Please, let me die.
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CHEMIST

There are easier ways than this, you 
fool!

POE B

I don't want to live.

CHEMIST

Looks like you'll have to. You've 
thrown it all up.

POE B

She's gone.

CHEMIST

You must think of God, sir. 

POE B

Sissy's gone. I have nothing.

CHEMIST

God forbids self-slaughter. You must 
never again turn a hand against 
yourself. 

POE B

I have nothing!

CHEMIST

You cannot be so alone in the world 
as you think. You must have someone. 
Someone who relies on you. 

POE B

Yes. My mother.
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CHEMIST

Yes! There! As a good Christian, you 
must care for her. 

Poe B struggles to his feet, then fixes the Chemist in his 
stare.

POE B

Do you know who I am?

CHEMIST

No.

POE B

Good.

Poe B staggers away.

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE:

SC. 3A, PART 1: STARS IN THE GRAVEYARD

Sarah Helen Whitman stands alone among the tombstones. Poe A 
emerges from the shadows. 

POE A

Est-ce le visage qui a lancé un 
millier de navires et brûlé les tours 
sans haut d'Ilium?

SARAH

Your french is feeble, Edgar. And 
what's the point? You're quoting 
Marlowe, who was English.

POE A

Helen.

106.



SARAH

They call me Sarah.

POE A

I call you Helen. Helen of Troy. The 
most radiant beauty who ever lived.

SARAH

You've adequately demonstrated the 
breadth of your reading, but I can do 
without the flattery. I'm forty-five, 
I've heard every variety of silver-
tongued approbation, and from men far 
less disheveled than you, Mr. Allan.

POE A

I don't use "Allan".

SARAH

I don't use "Helen".

POE A

Touche'! 

SARAH

Je t'ai tue', Mr. Poe. ["I have 
killed you"] 

They stand in silence for a moment. He tries to kiss her. 
She allows it for a brief moment, then pulls back.  

POE A

Are lady poets forbidden to indulge 
their desires?

SARAH

Of course not. The implication that 
you are the object of my desire, 
however, is both baseless and 
irrational. 
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POE A

It begs the question--Why are you 
here?

SARAH

You piqued my curiosity. An average 
man invites a lady to a salon or a 
tea, Mr. Poe. Not to a graveyard.

POE A

I'm not an average man.

SARAH

I must say I was intrigued.

POE A

I chose the only quiet place in a 
metropolis. 

SARAH

And the most secluded. Cad.

POE A

Coquette. 

SARAH

I said my curiosity was piqued, Mr. 
Poe, not that I was smitten, you are 
too forward. Too predictable. 
unbearably average.

POE A

"The average man."

SARAH

What of him?

POE A

You speak of him quite often.

108.



SARAH

He is all men. 

POE A

You've been married twice.

SARAH

All men save those men.

POE A

And what's to stop you marrying a 
third time.

SARAH

Men are average.

POE A

I'm not.

SARAH

There was a time that you were not. 

POE A

There was a time that I had the 
literati of New York at my 
fingertips. Quaking that I might 
savage them and destroy their 
reputations. Envying my every turn of 
phrase.

SARAH

Oh lord.

POE A

I understand you bought several of my 
publications.

SARAH

Yes.
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POE A

It begs the question--

SARAH

Stop saying that. It's a cliche.
then( )

You weren't always average, Edgar. I 
devoured your stories. Your poems 
were--

POE A

Luminous? 

SARAH

Macabre. 

POE A

I seem unable to escape that word.

SARAH

What happened to you?

POE A

I lost my muse when Virginia died.

A moment, then--

SARAH

Most unfortunate. I hope, Mr. Poe 
that you find a way to  rise above 
the average.

then( )
I take my leave.

She turns to go.

POE A

What is it, in your deluded 
imagination, that makes you think a 
man is born excellent?

Sarah stops.

(MORE)
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Man is born. Man lives. Man dies. 
POE A (cont'd)

Every man. Unless he is inspired. If 
he finds his muse, then--then he will 
grow to be more.

SARAH

It seems a shame, Mr. Poe, that man 
is unable to generate thoughtful 
verse in the absence of carnal 
pursuit.

POE A

Why do you write?

SARAH

Because I'm good at it. 

POE A

Why did you read my work?

SARAH

Because you had a gift. But now you 
ramble through your lectures, drink 
throughout the day and glide 
shiftlessly through New England like 
a purgatorial wight. 

POE A

Marry me.

SARAH

I'm a charitable woman and in my 
overwhelming graciousness and 
generosity, I'm going to allow you to 
redact your statement, before you 
unsettle yourself further.

POE A

Marry me. 
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SARAH

I'm self-sufficient, Mr. Poe. I have 
money, I have satisfying past-times 
and my work is published. What, pray 
tell, can you offer me? 

POE A

Nothing.

SARAH

I think I'm getting the short end of 
the stick in this.

POE A

You would get nothing and give 
everything. Restore me, Sarah, be my 
muse. I will write. I will excel. 
I'll exceed everything I've written 
before and the world will have the 
best of me.

SARAH

You want my money. 

POE A

I want lucidity. Clarity so sharp 
that I can operate my pen like a 
scalpel. I feel as though I'm peering 
at the world through a fishbowl. I 
trudge down Main St. as though my 
legs were shackled and passersby 
hover around me like shades on the 
banks of the Styx. My mind is as 
muddy as my vision. I've grown myopic 
and stifled. The world has buried me 
alive. You could arouse my genius.

SARAH

Finally you sound more yourself--all 
tortured metaphor.
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POE A

In your presence, I am more myself.

SARAH

My mother would have me hanged. 

then( )

This works in your favor, I thrive on 
her disapproval.  

Sarah sits, Poe A kneels near her. 

SARAH (cont'd)

You've always been an alchemist. 
Deriving gold from the most base 
matters. Your contemporaries 
celebrate the perfection of nature 
and self-reliance and you deal in 
catacombs and madness. 

POE A

Better catacombs than fields of 
flowers and billowing clouds of self-
congratulation. 

SARAH

Those are my friends you speak of. 
It's rather unbecoming. 

POE A

Your work transcends theirs. 

SARAH

You've spent too much time of late on 
your own transcendental musings.

POE A

It isn't transcendentalism.

SARAH

I'm not sure what to make of your 
sudden interest in cosmology. Nobody 
is. It certainly doesn't sell.
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POE A

You never wonder how the Universe 
began?

SARAH

Of course I do. But you've rather 
left out God.

POE A

I haven't!

SARAH

The universe exploded into being from 
a single "primordial particle"? 

POE A

So you've read it.

SARAH

You can't call your book "Eureka". 
One would think you're comparing 
yourself to Archimedes. 

POE A

May I not make my own deductions?

SARAH

Of course, but you mustn't state them 
as fact, there's no science behind 
your musings. 

POE A

Look up. See the stars. Millions of 
them. An infinite number, if our 
cosmological forefathers are to be 
believed. Brilliant, shining points 
of light in the firmament.

SARAH

Be careful, Mr. Poe, you're starting 
to sound like Emerson.
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POE A

How many stars are there?

SARAH

An infinite number.

POE A

If the universe is infinite--

SARAH

You are excitable--

POE A

If the universe is infinite--and 
there is light emitting from those 
stars at all times, and there are an 
infinite number of stars in any 
direction--Why does it get dark at 
night?

SARAH

It is rather a conundrum.

POE A

Because the universe is finite. It 
takes time for the light of each star 
to travel to us because the stars 
have not always been there. They 
didn't come into being all at once, 
they have a finite, cosmic past and 
there are stars already born in the 
firmament that we cannot yet see. 
Each dark spot in the sky contains 
stars we cannot see. It is the only 
explanation.  

SARAH

And is there a scientist or 
mathematician who can validate your 
thesis?

POE A

One day there will be.
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SARAH

Until that day, Poe, I recommend you 
return to the romanticism you know 
best.  

POE A

Which takes us back to the original 
question.

SARAH

Ah. 

POE A

You could bring me back, Sarah. You 
could save me.

SARAH

You're not the first man, nor will 
you be the last that turns to a woman 
for his salvation. 

then( )
Do you believe, truly, that I can 
lift your despair?

POE A

By the heavens, yes. 

SARAH

It won't last, Edgar. There never was 
a happy couple who married out of 
desperation. I have no doubt at all 
that you will drink yourself to 
death, and that I would be unable to 
stop you. Let us look at the stars, 
and be happy while we can.

They look up at the stars in silence.

SIMULTANEOUS SCENE:

SC. 3B, Part 1: Magazines and Mania

EXTERIOR STREET near the President's Mansion. Poe and FW 
Thomas are looking across the street at the imposing 
structure. Poe looks extremely nervous.
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YOUNG POE 

You're sure that's the address.

FW

Yes, I told you, he's staying with a 
friend. Consider yourself lucky--
think what a state you'd be in if 
this were the White House.

YOUNG POE

Tell me again why I'm here. 

FW

Because you wish to have a steady 
income based on a life of shameless 
sloth and cheerful incompetence. 

then( )
You wish to stop depending on tight-
fisted publishers who pay you 
pittances while claiming to respect 
you, and attach yourself firmly to 
the government teat as an 
underutilized inspector at the 
customs house.

YOUNG POE

But why must I meet the President!

FW

Because it's a political appointment, 
Edgar, and no one in his right mind 
would hire you without being coerced 
by a higher power. 

then( )
Let me smell your breath.

YOUNG POE

Please don't humiliate me.

FW

You did yourself a proper job of that 
yesterday.
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YOUNG POE

I merely sought to steady my nerves.

FW

Had I not intercepted you, you'd have 
barged into the President's office 
thoroughly hammered.

YOUNG POE

That's history.

FW

The past is prologue, Edgar. Let me 
smell your breath.

Poe reluctantly submits.

FW (cont'd)

All right, then. Get in there, and 
don't make a hash of it. 

Poe turns to go into the house, turns back suddenly.

YOUNG POE

Wait! What about the honorifics?

FW

Honorifics?

YOUNG POE

What do I call him? How refer to him? 
I can't very well call him "Mr. 
Tyler"!

FW

"Mr. President".

YOUNG POE

"Mr. President"! Of course! Have I 
lost my mind?
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FW

You can't lose what you never had. 
Now pull yourself together, 
straighten your cravat, and try not 
to gibber. I'll wait for you out 
here.

As FW walks away, Poe looks after him guiltily, then, in one 
fluid movement, pulls a silver flask from his pocket and 
takes a long draw, then another. He then turns and goes up 
the steps to the door. He knocks, and the door opens to 
ARTHUR, a muscular man in a dark suit.

YOUNG POE

Edgar A. Poe, here to see the 
President.

ARTHUR

He's been expecting you.

Arthur leads Poe through the ornate entryway, to a parlor 
where a heavyset older man is sitting comfortably, poring 
over a newspaper. 

YOUNG POE

Mister--Tyler?

TYLER

Mr. Poe. Your fame precedes you.

YOUNG POE

Thank you, sir.

TYLER

Come in. Have a seat.

As Poe does so--

TYLER (cont'd)

My son Robert is quite the fan of 
your work.

YOUNG POE

Is he? What in particular?
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TYLER

The...poetry, I suppose. So what can 
I do for you?

YOUNG POE

To begin with, thank you for taking 
the time to see me. You obviously 
have more important matters which...
urgently demand attention. 

TYLER

Have I?

YOUNG POE

Dealing with--things. Your enemies, I 
mean. Politically.

TYLER

The Democrats have given me quite the 
headache of late.

Uncomfortable pause.

YOUNG POE
Uneasy is the head that wears the 
crown.

TYLER
...Quite. 

YOUNG POE

Well, then--to my suit. As I'm sure 
they told you, Mr. President,I 
believe myself quite well qualified, 
to work in the customs house, and 
would much appreciate your taking the 
time to write a letter attesting to 
my suitability.

Tyler smiles at Poe's stilted language.
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TYLER

I'll tell you, Mr. Poe, I'm somewhat 
familiar with your work, and though 
it sometimes leans toward the 
macabre, I find it not entirely 
without merit. My son says you are 
fiercely devoted to your art, having 
sworn to make a living through your 
writings alone.

YOUNG POE

Yes, sir. Such has been my vow.

TYLER

Then why dilute your creative powers 
with the deadly drudgery of the 
customs house? It's Like a tomb in 
there.

YOUNG POE

Poverty, sir. Even the most devoted 
writer has to eat.

TYLER

I suppose.

YOUNG POE

We're paid little enough to begin 
with, for what I would hope is a 
great benefit to the culture at 
large. Not to mention that the 
nation's copyright laws are 
shockingly lax.

TYLER

Are they.

YOUNG POE

Should any item in a dry-goods store 
be as easily pilfered as a man's 
literary output, the nation's 
lawmakers would be up in arms.
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TYLER

That's because they are businessmen, 
and lack imagination. I myself, being 
a great lover of literature and 
knowing the great effort required in 
its production, can quite understand 
your frustration.

YOUNG POE

You, a lover of literature! With all 
your duties and distractions, I can 
hardly imagine you find the time!

TYLER

I am very well read, Mr. Poe. You'd 
be surprised.

YOUNG POE

I hope I'm not too bold, sir, but as 
editor of Graham's Magazine, I have a 
suggestion that might benefit us 
both. The magazine is universally 
lauded for its topicality and 
incisive criticism, something a man 
of your educated tastes would surely 
appreciate. Having yourself as a 
subscriber would greatly elevate the 
magazine's reputation, and the cost 
to you would be minimal. The 
subscription is normally five dollars 
per month, but given your notoriety, 
I'm sure I could convince the 
publisher to reduce the rate.

Tyler stares at him, speechless. Then--

TYLER
Are you trying to sell me a magazine 
subscription?

YOUNG POE
No! Yes.

Tyler rises and turns to leave. Reaching the doorway, he 
turns back.
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TYLER

A little advice, man-to-man?
then( )

When you have the ear of the most 
powerful man in the nation, you might 
do better than trying to sell him... 
magazine subscriptions.

Tyler exits, and Arthur ushers Poe out the door. Poe crosses 
the street to FW. 

SC. 3B, part 2: Phantom Murderers

FW

Well?

YOUNG POE

Could have gone better.

FW

Did you do as we rehearsed?

YOUNG POE
I tried.

FW

Tried? Someone of your legendary 
eloquence? Why, man, you could talk 
the bark off a tree.

YOUNG POE

Were you there? If I'd looked around, 
would I have seen you behind a 
pillar, eavesdropping?

FW

Obviously not.

YOUNG POE

Then how would you know how it went! 
Eloquence, good God! It wasn't about 
eloquence. He knew I didn't care 
about his stupid customs house! 

(MORE)
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He could see right through me, and I 
YOUNG POE (cont'd)

was a massive fraud chasing a 
sinecure. How could I have let you 
talk me into this?

FW

Me?! For months you've been begging 
me to get you an audience! I 
grievously abused my friendship with 
his son just to get you in the door. 
I may have even put my own position 
in jeopardy. 

YOUNG POE

getting in his face( )
You claim to know me, then you know 
I'm no pretender! I'm a man of 
letters, not some bloodless fool 
who'd let himself be--entombed 
shuffling papers in a customs house! 

FW

Good God, man, you reek of liquor! 
Did you go into him like that?

YOUNG POE

What does it matter, he was halfway 
across the room! He's a president, 
not a bloodhound!

FW

That you would put me so--at risk!

YOUNG POE

I'm the one at risk! I'm at risk of 
everything. I'm at risk of my life!

FW

Spare me the melodrama.

YOUNG POE

I didn't tell you--I thought to spare 
you, for I thought you cared for me.
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FW
Madness.

YOUNG POE

I never said anything--I didn't want 
to alarm you--but on the train up 
from Baltimore, I clearly heard them. 
Two men in the seats behind me. They 
were murmuring, as though they didn't 
want to be understood. Were I not 
possessed with an almost supernatural 
sense of hearing, I could never have 
deciphered their speech. What I heard 
at first bewildered me, but when at 
length I understood their meaning, it 
chilled me to the core! They were 
plotting a murder! 

FW

What! 

YOUNG POE

Not only a murder, but my murder!

FW

That's absurd!

YOUNG POE

Is it? They knew where I was staying, 
how long I'd be staying there, all 
the details of my travel. 

FW

Did you confront them?

YOUNG POE

And have them kill me on the spot? I 
feigned ignorance, and pretended 
dozing off, meanwhile sliding my hand 
into my pocket, feeling for my pen-
knife. They must have suspected 
something, for they got off at the 
next stop.
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FW

What did they look like?

YOUNG POE

I don't know, I never had the courage 
to turn and look.

FW

Did you tell anyone? The conductor?

YOUNG POE

Yes, but he was clearly their 
confederate, for he claimed the seats 
had been empty all along.

A pause. FW looks at Edgar hard. 

FW

Edgar, listen to me carefully. Where 
are you staying?

YOUNG POE

With John Sartain. 

FW

Did you tell him about all this?

YOUNG POE
He was quite agitated. I went to walk 
by the river, to clear my head, and 
he insisted on going along, afraid 
I'd drown myself, or get arrested 
again.

FW
Arrested!

YOUNG POE

It was nothing. I went to the police 
to tell them about the two men, and 
they refused to believe me. One thing 
led to another, and I spent the night 
in a cell.
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FW

Did you not consider that the two men 
did not, in fact, exist? That you 
might have imagined them, or at least 
their voices?

YOUNG POE

It frightened me, Fredrick. It 
frightens me still. Looking back now 
is like recounting a dream. It seems 
illogical, fantastic--two murderous 
strangers bent on my destruction. But 
not to believe is to admit I have 
come unmoored from reality.

FW
Edgar, sit. Look at me. Have you seen 
anything else?

YOUNG POE

Last night, in the cell, a luminous 
woman appeared. She spoke so softly 
that, once again, only I with my 
acute hearing could understand. She 
told me wonderful things, which I 
cannot repeat to you. No one but me 
could see her. And I was wide awake. 

FW

How much have you been drinking? 

YOUNG POE

I hadn't taken a drop since Tuesday. 
This was not a some drunken reverie. 
This was something much worse. 

FW

Mania-a-potu, Edgar. Alcohol 
withdrawal. It's the phantoms that 
appear when the alcohol departs. You 
were hallucinating. 

YOUNG POE

A crowning irony--keep drinking and 
die, stop drinking and go mad.
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FW

I've read about this, Poe--it's not 
inexorable. But to cheat that fate, 
you must stop drinking. You must!

POE

I'm scared, Fredrick.

 

SC. C4, Part 1: Virginia's Monolog

Griswold and Moran lead the audience back in. Poe lifts his 
head up. Virginia stands across the courtyard from him.

VIRGINIA

I breathed my final, ragged breath. 
Twenty four years old. Eddy and my 
mother clutched my hands, trying to 
hold me from my passage. I clutched 
as hard as they, bound by the 
peculiar mission that burdens the 
dying--to comfort those they leave 
behind. 

(then)
But then I never really died. Not the 
way most women die. I became 
immortal. As Venus or Cleopatra. I am 
Annabel Lee. I am Ulalame, Lenore and 
Eleonora. So long as men can breathe, 
I will not be forgotten.

(then)
When I was sick, I wanted for a 
blanket. We had no money to buy one, 
so Eddy spread his military coat 
across me, and my mother and he took 
turns rubbing my cold fingers. He 
could give me immortality, but little 
more. If you would live well, marry a 
banker. If you want to live forever, 
marry a poet.

(then)
He wrote me verses in his blood. He 
tore his soul in pieces and traded 
them for poetry that is so perfect--
so comprehensible to the human heart, 
that it is universally understood. It 
surpasses the barriers of language. 

(MORE)
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It surpasses time. My dying drove him 
VIRGINIA (cont'd)

mad, and I believe he would have 
traded places if he could.

(then)
In a letter Eddy wrote to me he said 
"my darling wife you are my greatest 
and my only stimulus...to battle with 
this uncongenial, unsatisfactory and 
ungrateful life".

then( )
In another letter, he said "To be 
with you now — I would willingly — oh 
joyfully abandon this world with all 
my hopes of another — So long as you 
know I love you, as no man ever loved 
woman". 

then( )
But Eddy didn't write that second 
letter to me. He wrote it to a woman 
named Annie Richmond. "I love you", 
he told her,"as no man ever loved 
woman".

(then)
He wept on my grave. He drank himself 
numb. He swallowed poison and wrote 
poems to my memory. But was it me he 
loved? Eddy needed me because he 
needed woman. Eddy wrote for me as he 
could write for any woman. Annie or 
Sarah Royster or Frances Osgood or 
Helen Whitman.

(then)
I loved Eddy. I loved the way he 
defended furiously the purity of the 
iambic line. I loved to sing for him, 
to bring that rare, delightful smile 
to his lips. I wrote a poem for him, 
the only remnant of my writing that 
survives.

(then)
"Ever with thee I wish to roam—
Dearest my life is thine.
Give me a cottage for my home
And a rich old cypress vine,
Removed from the world with its sin and care
And the tattling of many tongues.
Love alone shall guide us when we are there—
Love shall heal my weakened lungs;
And Oh, the tranquil hours we’ll spend,
Never wishing that others may see!
Perfect ease we’ll enjoy, without thinking to lend
Ourselves to the world and its glee—
Ever peaceful and blissful we’ll be."
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(a pause--then)
It isn't a masterpiece. It will never 
sell a copy. But it couldn't have 
been written for merely any man. It's 
an acrostic. The first letter of each 
line spells out his name. It was for 
him. Only him.

(then)
Eddy loved love. Eddy loved death. He 
loved passion. But he loved me as he 
loved all three.

(then)
If you want to live forever, marry a 
poet. 

then( )
But first consider the price.

SC. C-4, Part 2: Poe Repents

POE 

I have reached my end.

GRISWOLD
eagerly( )

You have despaired?

POE

I'm ready to repent. I can no longer 
stand the pain.

GRISWOLD

You are an imbecile. The pain is yet 
to come.

MORAN

You must return now to the bed.

POE

The bed. What bed?
then( )

You're not really Griswold.

GRISWOLD

Griswold's in New York. You--at least 
your body--is in Baltimore.
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POE

And who are you, Moran? 

MORAN

You'll know me soon enough.  

POE

But what of my repentance?

MORAN

Everything that has oppressed and 
tortured you will fall away. You'll 
have a new beginning!  

POE

You promise this, and immortality as 
well?

MORAN

What immortality?

POE

My work, I mean. It will live on? 

MORAN

You must return now to the bed. At 
Once! The time grows short.

POE

But wait--my work--

MORAN

The bed. In Baltimore.

Poe collapses, and Griswold and Moran carry him across the 
courtyard and place him in the bed. Moran leaves, and 
Griswold is alone at the bedside  
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GRISWOLD

Forgive me, Poe. I tried erasing you. 
I thought if I could paint you as a 
madman and a drunkard , everyone 
would turn away. But the more hideous 
I painted you, the more they all 
adored you! You were all they'd ever 
wanted-- the genius tortured by his 
life, whose nightmares crawled out on 
the page. You're going to be offered 
a choice, and you're going to suffer 
for it. You'll know what you have to 
do. I love you, Poe. Don't throw away 
the legacy I would have killed for. 

Griswold leaves. Then--

SC. C-4, Part 3: Repentance

Poe awakens in the hospital. He looks around at the empty 
room. Mutters to himself, breathes as deeply as he can, and 
rasps out--

POE
Moran.

then--louder( )

Doctor Moran!

We hear voices in the other room, and Moran--now Dr. Moran--
hurries in.

DR. MORAN

Mr. Poe! Returned to life! Thank God, 
I feared we'd seen the last of you.

POE

Where am I?

DR. MORAN
 
A hospital. In Baltimore. I'm not 
surprised you don't recall. You've 
been through hell the last four days. 
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POE

I'm thirsty.

DR. MORAN

I imagine so.
pouring the water( )

How do you feel?

POE
Ill. Very ill. 

then( )

What's wrong with me?

DR. MORAN

I must be honest with you, Mr. Poe--
you're in the final stage of mania a 
potu--acute alcohol withdrawal. 

then( )
This is not your first bout, I 
suspect.

POE
Second. Maybe third.

DR. MORAN

I say this more in sorrow than in 
anger, sir--It's hard for the medical 
profession to help you when you 
refuse to help yourself.

POE

That's never been my strong suit. 

DR. MORAN

I cannot save you, Mr. Poe. I can 
only offer comfort of a sort.

POE

What comfort could there be!

DR. MORAN

Your enemies will try to brand you as 
a drunkard. 

(MORE)
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To shield your honor, I'll swear your 
DR. MORAN (cont'd)

death was not from drinking.

POE

What kind of help is that? I need you 
to keep me alive. 

DR. MORAN

Your mortal flesh is beyond my 
practices. Your soul, however, your 
legacy. There, I can help, for you 
still have much to give. 

POE

I have nothing to give.

DR. MORAN

But you do. The world's a cesspit of 
sin, Edgar, who knows this better 
than you? Sometimes I'm driven to 
despair surrounded by such depravity 
and helpless to respond. 

then( )
But then you washed up on our shores, 
a veritable gift from God.

POE

I'm no one's gift. 

DR. MORAN

We're being given a chance, you and 
I, to do something good in this 
gutter of a world. Something pure.

then( )
Do you recall our conversation, the 
day you arrived? The one about 
salvation? Even in the face of death, 
sir, you have great power to rectify!

then( )
Think on your readers, Mr. Poe and 
ask yourself, what damage you have 
done!

POE

"Damage"?
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DR. MORAN

Are those who read your works 
inspired to modesty, piety and 
worship, or pulled the other way? 
Exalted, or dragged into the shadows?   

POE

I cannot be responsible for what they 
take from what they read.

DR. MORAN

Do not pretend exoneration!

POE

I wrote what filled my soul! Must I 
apologize for that?

DR. MORAN

Apology is not enough--you must undo 
the evil you have done! Salvation 
takes not just repentance, but 
repudiation! 

POE

What can I repudiate, but everything 
I am!

DR. MORAN

And everything you are, Mr. Poe, is 
an affront to all that's pure! You 
revel in violence. You joyously plumb 
the depths of depravity, dredging up 
madmen and murderers, and use them to 
amuse the simple-minded.  

then( )
You seek salvation? Here's the cost. 
Confess that you have lived a wasted 
life. Gather up your rancid tales and 
forbid their further publication. 
Burn them for the filth they are. 
Most of all, tear down your temple to 
the mighty Poe! 

POE

Do you believe in God, Moran?
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DR. MORAN

I don't believe, I know!

POE

And is he not a God of love?

DR. MORAN

He is love itself!

POE

Then tell me why he's asking me to 
call my life a lie!

DR. MORAN

Will not the world rejoice to hear 
that Edgar Allan Poe, whom many 
thought beyond redemption, has cast 
his demons off and undergone a 
wondrous awakening?

then( )
I'm not asking much, Poe--I've 
written up a declaration--all you 
need to do is sign. Sign, Poe, and 
all the pain and suffering of your 
life will melt away!

Poe stares at him in horror as he realizes--

POE

Along with my work. Along with 
everything I suffered for!

then( )
I will sign nothing!

DR. MORAN

Then you are damned.

POE

Better damned as Edgar Allan Poe than 
canonized as a bloodless coward!

DR. MORAN

Do you repent or not?
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POE

Should I meet Him, I'll repent to Him 
that made me, not to some smug, self-
righteous fool!

Silence. Then--

DR. MORAN

You are the fool indeed. You say you 
repent nothing? How odd. I was at 
your bedside when you died. I 
recorded your last words, for there 
was no one else to hear. You 
repented, oh yes you did. You begged 
forgiveness. You bitterly denounced 
your former self. You even wrote a 
lovely little poem--I copied it down, 
word for word. And do you want to 
know what you said? Your last words, 
by which you'll be remembered? 

POE
You can't do this!!

DR. MORAN

"Lord help my poor soul"!
 

Poe tries to struggle up, tries to cry out, tries to grab 
Moran, but gradually stiffens, falls back, and lies still. 
He is dead.

Moran calmly checks for a pulse, closes Poe's eyes, and 
walks away.

The hospital again descends into silence, with only the 
occasional curse or scream.

An eerie music begins to swell as characters from the play 
begin to infiltrate the courtyard and move from one audience 
member to another, whispering conspiratorially, as in the 
beginning of the play. (These lines are delivered 
simultaneously.) 

MRS. OSGOOD

Death has freed him from his central mystery. Taught him 
that his art was stepchild of his misery, his suffering both 
the price and cause of what they called his genius.
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ALLAN A

His nightmare of a life created him. Take away the torment, 
and you have no Poe.

VIRGINIA

Before his body had grown cold, they went to work--Griswold, 
claiming Eddy had been a drug addict, Moran, bragging of 
Eddy's deathbed conversion--and the many, many others.

Stealing his work, calling him a madman, claiming to have 
been his secret lovers or bosom friends...Selling lockets of 
his hair... 

MARIA

When they'd gnawed the last few dollars off Eddy's carcass, 
they tried to bury what remained; his life, his work, the 
total of his being. Put it all in a coffin and nailed it 
shut.  

FW THOMAS 

They tried to bury him! But they forget that he is Edgar 
Allan Poe--In the black of night, with none to witness, what 
they tried to bury clawed its way back out, fingernails 
bleeding, and disappeared into the dark. 

PRESIDENT TYLER 

Two centuries from now, Poe's work will be sold in every 
language and in every bookstall in the world. His work will 
still be as potent as the day he penned it. 

MRS. ELLET

Before his body had grown cold. Calling him a madman. 
Selling lockets of his hair...Griswold, Moran and the many, 
many others.

ANNIE RICHMOND 

But they forgot that he is Edgar Allan Poe--In the black of 
night, with none to witness, what they tried to bury clawed 
its way back out, fingernails bleeding, and disappeared into 
the dark.  

Griswold strolls back in, gazes down 
at the corpse, then turns to face the 
audience.
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GRISWOLD

Edgar Allan Poe is dead. He died in Baltimore the day before 
yesterday. This announcement will startle many, but few will 
be grieved by it. The regrets for his death will be 
primarily that in him, literary art lost one of its most 
brilliant but erratic stars. They say I hated him, but when 
I died a few years later, they found three photographs on my 
bedside table. One of Frances Osgood, one of myself...and 
one of Edgar Allan Poe.

Griswold starts to leave, then turns back.

GRISWOLD (cont'd)

To be great demands the courage not 
to compromise. Love him or hate him, 
the man stuck to his guns. I don't 
have that courage. That's why I'm 
only Griswold, an obscure footnote to 
his life. And he...is the immortal 
Mr. Poe. 

"After life's fitful fever, he sleeps 
well".

Griswold strolls away. Blackout.
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